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** We maintain that, far from converting virtue into a paradox, and degrading truth by ridicule. Parody will only strike at 

what is chimerical and false ; it is not a piece of buifoonery so much as a critical exposition. What do we parody but the absurditieH 

of writers, who frequently make their heroes act against nature, common-sense, and truth ? After all, it is the public, not we, who are 

the authors of these Parodixs." 
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** It was bccaxtse Homer was the most popular poet ^ that he wizs most susceptible 
of the playful honours of the Greek parodist; unless the prototype is familiar to 



tt5, a parody is nothing ! *' 



' Isaac D' Israeli. 



'* La Parodie, fille ainU de la Satire, est aussi ancienne que la poesie mcme, II 
est tie I'essence de la Parodie de substituer toujours un nouveau sujet d celui qu*on 
parodie: aux sujets serieux^ des sujets legers et badins, en empioyant antant que 
possible, les expressions de Vauteur parodie," 

Traite des Belles-Lettres sur la Poesie Fran^ase, par M, le Pire de Montespin, 

(Jfesniie) Avignon, 1747, 
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HEN this Collection was originally projected it was intended to publish a few only of the best 
Parodies of each author. After the issue of the first few numbers, however, the sale rapidly 
increased, and subscribers not only expressed their desire that the collection should be made 
as nearly complete as possible, but by the loans of scarce books, and copies of Parodies, 
helped to make it so. 

This involved an alteration in the original arrangement, and as it would have been monotonous to 
have filled a whole number with parodies of one short poem, such as those on " To be or not to be," 
** Excelsior," " My Mother," or Wolfe*s Ode, it became necessary to spread them over several numbers. 
In the Index, which has been carefully prepared, references will be found, under the titles of 
the original Poems, to all the parodies mentioned. In all cases, where it has been possible to do so, 
full titles and descriptions of the works quoted from, have been given ; any omission to do this has 
been unintentional, and will be at once rectified on the necessary information being supplied. 

By the completion of the second Volume of my collection, the works of the following Authors have been 
fully treated, William Shakespeare, John Milton, John Dryden, Dr. Watts, Alfred, Lord Tennyson, 
H. W. Longfellow, 'I'homas Hood, Bret Harte, Matthew Arnold, E. A. Poe, Wolfe's Ode on the Death 
of Sir John Moore, and Miss Ann Taylor's poem '* My Mother." Certainly most of the best parodies 
on these Authors have been collected, yet as new ones are constantly appearing, a further collection of 
them will appear in a future part of Parodies, which will also contain any good old parodies that may 
hitherto have escaped notice. 

In a few cases where parodies are to be found in easily accessible works, extracts only have been quoted, or 
references given : but it is intended in future, wherever permission can be obtained, to give 
the parodies in full, as they are found to be useful for public entertainments, and recitations. , When the 
older masters of our Literature are reached, a great deal of curious and amusing information will be 
given, and it is intended to conclude with a complete bibliographical account of Parody, with extracts 
and translations from all the principal works on the topic. Whilst arranging the first and second 
volumes, I have been gathering materials for those to come, which will illustrate the works of those 
old writers whose names are familiar in our mouths as household words. Much that is quaint and 
amusing will thus be collected, whilst many illustrations of our literature, both in prose and verse, 
which are valuable to the student, will for the first time be methodically arranged, annotated, and 
published in a cheap and accessible form. 

In all Collections, such as this, there are some pieces which offend the taste, or run counter to 
the prejudice of some individual reader, but great care has been taken to exclude every parody of a 
vulgar or slang}- description, although it need hardly be said that many such parodies exist. 

Every effort has been made to avoid giving preference to the parodies of any Political party, and this 
could only be done by inserting the poems on their own merits. If any good Political Parody has been 
omitted, ignorance of its existence, not party motive, has been the cause. 

I am much indebted to the following gentlemen either for permission to quote from their works, or for 
copies of parodies sent to me for publication : — Messrs. P. J. Anderson, of Aberdeen; A. H. Bates, 
of Birmingham ; W. Butler; George CotterpU (Author of the " Banquet ") ; T. F. Dillon-Crokcr ; F. U. 
Doveton ; James Gordon, F.S.A , of Edinburgh ; John H. Ingram •, W^kl^x^^^V^V^^xiS^^'^^^"'''"^^^ 



of the Saintly ") ; F. B. Perkins, of the Free Public Library, San Francisco ; W. Smith, of Morley, near 
Leeds; Basil H. Soulsby, Corpus Christi, Oxford; Joseph Verey ; John Whyte ; J. W. Gleeson 
White; and A. R.Wright. The following ladies have also sent me some amusing parodies: — 
Miss E. Orton ; Mrs. S. A. Wetmore of New York State ; and Mrs. J. E. Whitby. My best thanks are 
also due to Mr. Walsh, and his courteous assistants in the Guildhall Library of the City of London, as 
well as to the gentlemen in the Library of the British Museum. 



WALTER HAMILTON 



64, Bromfelde Road, Clapham, London, S.W. 

December, 1885. 



CONTENTS OF PARTS I. to XXIV. PARODIES. 

EACH PART MAY BE PURCHASED SEPARATELY. 



Part i. Introduction. 

Alfred Tennyson's 
Alfred Tennyson's 
Alfred Tennyson's 
Page 49 to 62. 
Pages 62, 63 & 64. 

Part 5. Page 65. 

Page 65 to 80. 
Page 81 to 96. 
Page 97 to 105. 
Page 105 to 112. 



Part 2. 
Part 3. 
Part 4. 



Part 6. 
Part 7. 



Part 8. 



Part 9. 



Part la 
Part ii. 
Part 12. 



Pari 13. 



Page 113. 

Page 113 to 128. 

Page 129 to. 1 35. 
'^age 135 to 140. 
Pages 140 & 141. 

Page 142 to 144. 
Page 145 to 160. 
Page 161 to 176. 
Page 177 to 186. 
Page 187 to 190. 

Page 190 to 192. 



Page 

Pages 

Page 



I to 4. 

4 an(^ 5. 
6 to 16. 



Early Poems. 
Early Poems. 
Later Poems. 
Tennyson's Poems. 
H. W. Longfellow. 
A Parody of William Morris. 
H. W. Longfellow. 
H. W. Longfellow. 
H,\V. Longfellow. Hiawatha. 
Rev. C. Wolfe. *• Not a Drum 

was heard." 
•* Not a Drum was heard." 
Thomas Hood. The Song of 

the Shirt, etc. 
Thomas Hood. 
Bret Harte. 
Rev. C.Wolfe. "Not a Drum 

was heard." 
Alfred Tennyson. 
Alfred Tennyson. 
Alfred Tennyson. 
Alfretl Tennyson. 
Rev. C.Wolfe. ** Not a Drum 

was heard." 
Thomas Hood's Song of the 

Shin. 
Parodies on Bret Harte. 
Thomas Hood. 
H. W. lx)ngfellow. 



Part 14. 


Page 17 to 24. 




Page 25 to 40. 


Part 15. 


Page 41 to 64. 


Part 16. 


Page 65 to 88. 


Part 17. 


Page 89 to 103. 




Pages 103, 4 ^5. 




Page 106 to 112. 


Part 18. 


Page 113 to 135. 




Page 136 




Page 136 


Part 19. 


Page 137 to 141. 




Page 141 to 143. 




Page 144 to 160. 


Part 2a 


Page 161 to 184. 


Part 21. 


Page 185 to 206. 


i 


Page 206 to 208. 


Part 22. 


Page 209 to 217. 




Page 217 to 232. 


Part 23. 


Page 233 




Page 233 to 236. 




Page 236 to 238. 




Page 239 to 244. 




Page 244 to 246. 




Page 246 to 255. 




Pages 255 and 256 


Part 24. 


Page 257 to 259. 




Page 260 to 280. 



H. W. Longfellow. 

Edgar Allan Poe. 

Edgar Allan Poe. 

Edgar Allan Poe. 

Edgar Allan Poe. 

The Art ef Parody. 

**My Mother," by Miss Ann. 

Taylor. 
"My Mother." 
The Vulture, (After "The 

Raven.") 
A Welcome to Battenbcrg 

(after Tennyson). 
Tennyson's ** Ihe Fleet," etc. 
"My Mother." 
Hamlet's Soliloquy. 
W. Shakespeare. The Seven 

Ages of Man, etc. 
W. Shakesj^eare. Account of 

the Burlesques of his Plays. 
Dr. Ij>aac Watts. 
Dr. Isaac Walts. 
John Milton. 
John Milton. 

Dryden's Kpigram on Milton. 
Matthew Arnold. 
W. Shakespeare. 
Bret Harte. 
H W Longfellow. 
Thomas Hood. 
Thomas Hood. 
Alfred Tennyson. 



• '^S^\^>^\.^ %.^^. 



NOTES AND COERECTIONS. 



The PartKly of " The Vill.ige Blacksmith," on page 9, signed 
Sphinx, nas written by Mr. W. Sappe, of Forest 
Hill. 

Fi>ot Note, page 112. — Mr. .Artcmus Ward is here cretliled 
Hiih the advice "Never to prophecy unless you 
knoH,'' an Abcrtieen corres[K)ndenl {X)ints out that 
Mr. R. I^mell was the real author, the phrase occurs 
in ** 'I'he Biglovs Papers :" — 

.My gran'lher s rule was safer'n't is to crow, 
L>on*t ntvrr frojkisy — onUss yt know. 



Page 232. Milton's Epitaph on W. Shakcspe.ire, the fourth 
line should read : — 

" Under a star y-j)i)inting pyramid." 

Page 24. Read CharUs liAUiLhiu, not Ikaudclaire. 

Page 219. Wine, a Poem. The Copy of this old poem in 
the Editor's |x>sses>ion, was publishetl an(mymou^ly 
in 1702. It has been a>cribeil to John (iay, who was 
born in 1688, the iH>ein is certainly a remarkable 
production fur a y* uih of twenty-one. 



Bret Harte. 



Dickens in Camp. 

Above the pines the moon was slowly drifting, 

The river sang below ; 
The dim Sierras, far beyond, uplifting 

Their minarets of snow. 

The roaring camp-fire, with rude humour, painted 

The ruddy tints of health 
On haj^gard face an 1 form that drooped and fainted 

In the fierce race for wealth ; 

Till one arose, and from his pack's scmt treasure 

A hoarded volume drew. 
And cards were dropped from hands of listless leisure 

To hear the tale anew ; 

And then, while round them shadows gathered faster, 

And as the firelight fell, 
He read aloud the book wherein the Master 

Had writ of "Little Nell." 

Perhaps *twas boyish fancy, — for the reader 

Was youngest of them all, — 
But, as he read, from clustering pine and cedar 

A silence seemed to fall ; 

The fir-trees, githering closer in the shadows. 

Listened in every spray. 
While the whole camp, with ** Nell " on English meadows, 

Wandered and lost their way. 

And so in mountain solitudes — overtaken 

As by some spell divine — 
Their cares dropped from them like the needles shaken 

From out the gusty pine. 

Lost b that camp, and wasted all its fire : 

And he who wrought that spell ? — 
Ah, towering pine and stately Kentish spire. 

Ye have one tale to tell ! 

Lost is that camp ! but let its fragrant story 

Blend with the breath that thrills 
With hop- vines* incense all the pensive glory 

That fills the Kentish hills. 

And on that grave where English oak and holly 

And laurel wreaths intwine, 
Deem it not all a too presumptuous folly, — 

This spray of Western pine ! 

Bret Harte. 

July, 1870, 



Parodies in Print. 

Among the books the gloom was darkly drifting, 

The writer's spirits low ; 
The duller serials, and the weeklies, lifting 

But melodies of woe. 

The older authors, with rude humour, painted 

The glowing fun of health 
Now lost in dreary prose, jokes died or fain!ed 

In sterner race for wealth ; 

Till one arose, and from the past's great treasure 

Of hundred volumes drew, 
A scheme to tap the hoard untold of plea>ure 

And bid it flow anew ; 

And so the parodies unearthed grew vaster. 

Than ever one could tell. 
All mimicking some mighty {>oet Master, 

In many a sprightly ** Sell." 

Perhaps 'tis toD fond fancy, — that the reader 

Should leave the weeklies all. 
Let Punch go prosing, scorn the D, T. leader, 

And let Police Ncivs pall ; 

While 'mid these gambols of poetic shadows, 

Listening to bygone play. 
As each mad parody evokes the glad '* Ohs I" 

(As Browning p'raps would say). 

See Tennyson, in mighty verse^-o'ertaken, 

Mimicked in tripping line — 
When jokes from Longfellow, so grave, are shaken 

Like gush in penny-a-line. 

To find in rush of their poetic fire, 

A comic theme told well, 
While stately verse, and song, and culture higher. 

Are used some joke to tell. 

Lost be that scamp, who would 410 funny story 

Tell in the rhyme that thrills 
Like farthing rushlight posing as the glory 

Of sun o'er ancient hilts. 

If, in the crowd of puppets, some poor dolly 

Should ape a bard sublime. 
Deem it not all a too presumptuous folly — 

To jest is not a crime. 



November, 1884. 



J. W. G. W. 



That Hebrew Ben D- 



House of Lords ^ January ^ 1 878. 

Which I wish to remark — 
And my language is plain — 
That for ways that are dark. 
And for tricks that are vain. 

The Hebrew Ben D is peculiar. 

Which the same I would like to explain. 

I have mentioned his name» 

And I shall not deny. 

In regard to the same 

He is wary and sly ; 

And his smile it is mocking and ice-like 

And there isn't no green in his eye. 



Now, some rumours had spread. 

Which Ben D could not burke. 

And every one said 

He'd been at his old work. 

(It was strange, you must know, how he doated 

Upon the ** Unspeakable Turk.") 

It was Gran-Vil who rose. 
And quite soft was his style ; 
Hut you must not suppose 
That he hasn't no guile ; 

Yet D played it that day upon Gran Vil 

In a way that made most of them smile. 

Which some questions he'd brought, 
And Ben rose — as 'twas planned--* — ^ 
To reply. What was sought "S^ 



He did well undersUnd ; 

Hut he smiled, as he stood >t the lable, 

With I, smile thai was artrully bland. 

Hnw he Irifled with sense, 

Yoa v,ini]4 scarcely believe ; 

And wiih cunning inlensci 

Fancy slatemenis did weave : 

AVhilK he kept back his facts by ihc doicn, 

And the same, with inlent to deceive. 

Yes, the iikks thai were play'd 

Br ihat Hebrew, Ben D . 

And the points thai he made 

Were quite shocking tome ; 

Till at last he sat down amid laughter. 

And chuckling himself, I could see. 

Then up sprang Ar-Gyle, 

With his hair flowing free, 

And he gave ■ wild snoii, 

And said. ■' Shall this be ? 

We are humbugged by Asian 

And he went for that Hebrew, I 

Which the war-dincc he hiwl 

Wu exciliog to walch, 

Though I feared, lest loo mad, 

His job he mij-hl botch. 

For he whooped, and he raved, and he ranted ; — 

Vou <ee he's so pepp'ry and Scotch. 

Slill, ihc scene Ihat ensued 

Was uncomniunly graml. 

For the floor it was strcwol. 

Like the leaves on the si rand, 

With the facts that Ben D — — hsd been hiding. 

The facts " Kc did well understand." 

For his head, which is lung, 

Contained facts by the score ; 

^Vhich, with effort so strong, 

Ar-Gyle out of it tore ; 

Till Ben D , i( he has any fellings. 

Must have, morally, fell very sore. 
Which expieuiuns is si rung, 
Yet but feebly imply 
What I think of itie wrong — 
Not to call it a lie- 
As was worked off by Uenjy on CraU'Vil, 
Which he can't go fur it to deny. 
Which is why I remarL - 
A(k1 my language is jilain — 
That fut ways that are dark, 
And Uicks ihat are vain. 

The Hebrew Ben D' i> peculiar, 

Which the same I am bold lu mainlain. 

7'rM/i, January ji, 1S78. 



Mil liuidtnt of llu War\. 

" I WAS with (jiani — " the slringer saiil, 
Said tlie farmer, " Say no more, 

Bui ml Ihee here al my collage paich. 
For thy feet are weary and aore. '' 

" 1 wa> with Grant — " llie Mlran^ said ; 

SaM (he (aimer. " Nay. no mart,— 
I prilhee nil at n* ftu£al board, 

ind eil o( my naroLlc store. 



" How fares my Iwy. — my soldier boy, 
Of the Old Ninth Army Corps ? 

I warranl be Imre him gallaiilly 
In Ihe smoke and the battle's roar !" 

" I know him not," said the aged man, 

"And, as I remarked before. 
I was wilh Grant — " " Nay. nay, I know," 

Said the farmer, " Say no more ; 



" How fell he.— wilh his face lo the fue, 

Upholding the flig he liore P 
O, say not that my boy disgraced 

The uniform that he wore 1" 

" I cannot tell," said the aged man, 
" And should have remarked, before. 

Thai I was with Grant,— in Illinois,— 
Some three years be lore I he war." 

Then the farmer spake him never a word, 

Kul bfal wilh his fist full sore 
That aged man, who had worked for Crant 

Some three years before the war. 

Brbi II arte. 

The following parody appeared in fon Duan, 
one of Beeton's Christmas Annuals. The original 
poem refers to General Ulysses S. Grant, Presi- 
dent of the United Stales; the parody is in 
allusion to Mr. Albert Grant, M.P, who pre- 
sented Leicester Square to the public in July, 
1874, and whose name was then prominently 
before the public in connection with numerous 
financial schemes : — 

" 1 WAS wilh Grant " ihe suanger said ; 

Said McOougal, "Say no more, 
But come you in — 1 have much lo ask — 

And please lo^ut the door,'' 

" I was Hiih Grant " ihe stranger said ; 

Said McUougal, " Nay, no more,— 
You have seen him sit si the Emma Board ? 

Come, draw on your mem'ry'i store. 

" What Mid my Albert— my Uoron brave. 

Of Ihe great linancing c»rps? 
t warrant he bore him scurvily 

'Midst the inlerniplion's roar T' 

" No doubt he did," said the stranger then ; 

" Bat, as 1 remarked tiefore, 
I was with Grant '" "Nay, nay, I know," 

Said McDougol ; " but lell rac more." 



"Or made the Creilil Foncicr \ay. 
Or lloateil n mine wilh ore? 

Olr. lell me not he is |.a.»d awsy 
From hi^ huiiie in Kenainglun Goie 



BRET HARTE. 



*' I cannot tell," said the unknown man, 
** And should have remarked before, 

That I was with Grant — Ulysses, I mean — 
In the great American war. " 

Then McDougal spake him never a word, 

But beat, with his fist, full sore 
The stranger who'd been with Ulysses Grant, 

In the great American war. 

fon Duatit 1874. 



Plain Language from Truthful Robert. 
{With Apologies to Bret Harte's " Truthful James y) 

Do I sleep ? Do I dream ? 
(I'm sarcastic, no doubt.) 
Are things what they seem ? 
Or is visions about ? 
Is our wonderful whistle a failure, and are rattle 
and truncheon played out ? 

Which expressions is strong ; 

Yet I beg to declare 
That the constable throng 
Have a grievance to air 
WTiile they're forced to meet murderous cracksmen 
upon terms which are far, far from fair. 

Charley Peaces abound 

In the subbubs to-day ; 
And they're apt, when they're found, 
To go blazing away 
At a constable all unpertected, which the same 
has the worst of the fray. 

Can you tap a cove's head 

If you're progress is checked 
By the neat bit o' lead 
That a Colt does eject ? 
And when bullets is lodged in your stummick, can 
you tootle with proper effect ? 

That you canUy I submit. 

And the truth must be faced 
That the Force will get hit. 
And the town be Disgraced, 
Till each Bobby with Billy— that's Sikes, sir — on a 
more e<]ual footing is placed. 

Are these shootings a dream ? 

(I'm sarcastic, no doubt.) 
Are things what they seem ? 
Or is visions about ? 
Is our wonderful whistle a failure, and are rattle 
and truncheon played out ? 

Funny Folks^ August 2, 1884. 

Scribners' Monthly for May, 1881, contained a 
humorous collection of imitations of various 
authors, entitled ** Home, Sweet Home, with 
Variations." It commences by giving a couple 
of verses from the original poem by John 
Howard Payne ; next comes a variation such 
as might have been written by Algernon Charles 
Swinburne. Walt Whitman, Austin Dobson, 
Oliver Goldsmith, and Alexander Pope are also 
supposed each to contribute a new setting of 
the old song, the imitation of Walt Whitman is 



exquisitely humorous; but that which princi^ 
pally concerns us here is the third imitation, 
which is entitled : — 

Home, Sweet Home 

as Mr. Francis Bret Harte might have woven 
it into a touching tale of a western gentleman in 
a red shirt — 

Brown, o* San Juan, 
Stranger, I'm Brown. 

Come up this mornin' from 'Frisco- 
Ben a-saltin' my specie- stacks down. 

Ben a-knockin' around, 

Fer a man from San Juan, 
Putty considablc frequent — 

Jes' catch onter that streak o' the dawn ! 

Right thar lies my home — 

Right thar in the red— 
I could slop over, stranger, in po'try 

Would spread out old Shakspoke cold dead. 

Stranger, you freeze to this : there aint no kinder gin- 

palace, 
Nor no variety-show lays over a man's own ranche. 
Maybe it hain't no style, but the Queen in the Tower o' 

London 
Aint got naathin' I'd swop for that house over thar on the 

hill-side. 

Thar is my ole gal, 'n' the kids, V the rest o' my live-stock ; 
Thar my Remmgton hangs, and thar there's a griddle-cake 

br'ilin' 
Fer the two of us, pard — and thar, I allow, the heavens 
Smile more friendly-like than on any other locality. 

Stranger, nowhere else I don't take no satisfaction. 
Gimme my ranch, 'n' them friendly old Shanghai chickens — 
I brung the original pair fm the States in eigntcen-'n'-fifty — 
Gimme them, and the feelin' of solid domestic comfort. 

Yer parding, young man — 

But this landscape a kind 
Er flickers — I 'low 'twuz the po'try— 

I thought thet my eyes hed gone blind. 

* « » * » 

Take that pop from my belt ! 

Hi, thar — gimme yer han' — 
Or I'll kill myself— Lizzie ! she's left me — 

Gofte offivith a pur tier man ! 
Thar, I'll quit— the ole gal 

An' the kids ! run away ! 
I be derned ! Howsomever, come in, pard — 

The griddle-cake's thar, anyway. 



To »* AuLD Willie." 
(After Bret Hartc's " The Return of Be ii sarins ,") 

So again you've been at it, old fellow. 

The old game of four years ago ; 
You've given the Tories a drubbing ; 

You've had, so it seems, quite a go. 
By Jove ! and you were down upon them, 

Denouncing, and all that, you know ; 
But what about Egypt, old fellow. 

And those vows of yours four years ago ? 

Ah ! it's far, far from jolly, old fellow, 

To think it is four years ago. 
And scarcely a measure effected^ 



PARODIES. 



Attempted, and all that, you know ! 
You denounce Lords and Tories with vigour ; 

But for all your palaver, I trow. 
Matters are about much of a muchness 
To-day, they were four years ago ! 

AvoNicrs. 
The Weekly Dispatch, September 14, 1884. 

(Parody Competition). 



Bret Harte's prose writings have been fre- 
quently parodied, and several examples will be 
given when the subject of prose parodies is 
reached. One of the best of these occurs on 
page 156 of The Slwtover Papers for November, 
1874 ; it is entitled ** His Finger.'* 




Thomas Hood. 

{Continued from Part 12 ) 



The Nioiit ** Comp. 



>f 



With fingers wear)* and worn. 

Eyelids heaxy and re<l, 
A **comp." stood at his frame all night, 

Picking up "stamps " for bread. 

Full-point, comma, and rule. 

Colon, and quad, and space, 
** Setting " a line, ** pie-ing " a line. 

Dozing awhile at his ** case." 

" I,eader," and ** latest," and "ads." 

" Nonp." and ** brevier " and all that ; 
Matter all solid, never a ** break ;" 

Oh! for a trifle of " fat !" 

Moon peeping in through the pane ; 

Gas, with its dull yellow glare ; 
Nought to l)e heart!, save the solemn *' click, click," 

And the Editor's foot on the stair. 

One o'clock ! two o'clock chimed ! 

*' Proofs," conning up again, *' rca<l ;" 
Three <i*clock ! four o'clock ! daylight is here ; 

Trudge away homeward to Ih.*<I. 

ANONYMOrs. 



The Song ok the Dirt. 
{Coi*ent Garden Market, Au^i^tst, 1 884 ) 

With l)Oots all dirty and worn. 
And trousers heavy with mud, 
A Ix)ndoner trudged on a market <lay 
With a footfall's dreary thud — 
Splash, splash, splash ! 
While cal)I>age-leaves spatter and spirt. 
And still with a voice of dolorous pitch 
He sang " The Son» of the Dirty 

Splxsh, splash, splash ! 

From morn to even-time. 
Splash, splash, splash ! 

Through garbage, filth and grime. 
.Stenches strong in the street. 

Streets with stenches strong, 
As over the flags I gingerly creep, 

I wonder to whom they belong. 



Oh ! but to breathe the breath 

Of the man far away in the rear, 
lUit I'm forced to hold my nose. 

For I must with such otiours near. 
Oh ! but for one short hour 

An api^etite good to feel ! 
I formerly used my dinner to want. 

But a walk now costs a meal. 

With l)oots all dirty and worn, 

And trousers heavy with mud, 
A Londoner trudged on a market-day 
With a footfall s dreary thud. 

Splash, splash, splash ! 
While garbage may spatter and spirt. 
And still with a voice of dolorous pitch — 
Would that its cr)* could reach the rich — 
lie sang *' The Song oj the Dirt." 



Punchy August 23, 18S4. 



X^Ot?4f? 



I KeMEMDKR, I RKMKMnER. 

I REMEMHKR, I remember, 

The house where I was wed. 
And the little room from which that night 

My smiling bride was led ; 
She didn't come a wink too soon, 

Nor make too long a stay ; 
But now I often wish her folks 

Had kept the girl away ! 

I remember, 1 remember. 

Her dres^es, reil and white, 
Her Imnnets and her caps and cloak?, — 

They cost an awful sight ! 
The '•corner lot" on which I built. 

And whtre my brother met 
At first my wife, one washing-day, — 

That man is single yet ! 

I rememl)er, I remember, 

Where 1 was used to court, 
And thought that all of married life 

Was just such pleasant sport ; — 



THOMAS HOOD. 



My spirit flew in feathers then, 

No care was on my brow ; 
I scarce could wait to shut the gate,^ 

I'm not so anxious now ! 

I remember, I remember, 

My dear one's smile and sigh ; 
I used to think her tender heart 

Was close against the sky ; 
It was a childish ignorance, 

But now it soothes me not 
To know Tm farther off from Heaven 

Than when she wasn*t*got ! 

Poems and Parodies^ by Phoebe Carey, 
Boston, United States, 1854. 



The first number of Truths which appeared 
January 4, 1877, contained a long parody, signed 
by Thomas Hood. This, of coqrse, was Tom 
Hood, the Editor of Fun, and son of the author 
of the original ** I Remember." 

I REMEMBER, I rememl)er. 

The house — 'twas Clunn's Hotel, 
The friends who knocked me up at eight, 

I recollect as well ; 
They never came a wink too soon, 

Nor brought too long a day, 
For liquor flowed from when they came 

Till when they went away. 

I rememl)er, I remember. 

The ** brandies " — large and small — 
The Chablis and the Veuve Clicquot^ 

The sodas split by all ; 
The caraflie at my l>e(lside set. 

With cognac well filled up — 
And what a time it took to mix 

The primal champagne cup. 

{Here five verses are omitted . 

I rememl)er, I rememlier, — 

Last and fresh this memory conies, - - 
They brought hot pickle sandwiches, 

Which fille<l my l^d with crumbs ; 
It was a heate<l taste I own ; 

But brandy's apt to cloy, 
Unless you pick your palate up 

With devilled eggS and soy. 

Thomas Hood. 



What it May Come to. 

I remember, I rememl)er, 

The House where I was bred ; 
The Woolsack, whence the Chancellor 

That annual Message read. 
He never came till after four. 

And rarely stayed till five ; 
For, if their dinners were delayed, 

Could Senators survive ? 

I remember, I rememl)er, 

The Marquises and Earls, 
The peerless rows of Peeresses, 

Those flowers decked in pearls. 



The cross-bench, where the Princes sat ; 

And where the Prelates shone 
In piety and lawn arrayed — 

The Bishops now are gone ! 

I remember, I remember, 

Where I was used to spout, 
And thought the paf>ers must be mad 

To leave my speeches out. 
My eloquence was practised then. 

That now is left to rust ; 
And Statesmen of^, I'm sure, have winced 

Before my boyish thrust ! 

I remember, I remember. 

The Commons trooping in ; 
I used to think that in a fight 

The Peers must always win. 
It was a childish ignorance. 

But now 'tis little joy 
To know I'm kicked out of the House 

I sat in when a l)oy ! 

Pumh, September 6, 1884, 



An imitation of Hood's Dream of Eugene Aram 
was published in Truth, February 22, 1877. 
Its twenty-six verses were descriptive of the 
sorrows of a poor orphan girl on leaving the 
Wanstead Home to go into service : — 

*Tis in the prime of summer-time, 

A sunny mom in May, 
And scores of merry maidens cease 

A moment from their play ; 
For from their Happy Wanstead Home, 

A girl is going that day. 

* * » * 

A still more melancholy poem, in imitation of 
the same original, appeared in Jr//M, July 19, 
1877. This was entitled The Blue-coat Bofs 
Ghosty and described, in twenty-seven verses, 
the horrible manner in which a poor lad, named 
Arthur Gibbes, had been killed in Christ's 
Hospital. A public investigation was held, 
and the result showed that a brutal system of 
fagging was in full force in the school, and that 
scarcely any supervision was exercised over the 
elder boys. 

" Meeting in the Boudoir ; or, a Song of the 
Follies of Fashion," which appeared in Tntth, 
June 24, 1880, was a long parody of Hood's Sotig 
of the Shirt f in fourteen verses. 

"The Lost Child, or Russell's lament on the 
loss of his Reform Bill," a long, political parody 
of Hood's Lost Childy appeared in Punchy 
February i6, 1867. 




Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. 

\r.nnliiiurif frnrn P.iil \-> \ 



[CmtiiiurJ from Fait 12 ) 



^ page 101, Part VII., of Parodies 
there is a poem called The Setlhrs 
TtrsioH pf Fxeflsior. It was taken 
from a MS. copy, lent by a friend. 
The following is probably more correct. It is 
an American attempt to translate Extdsior \nlo 
plain English : — 

IllCHF.K. 

The shadows of night were a-commin' down iiwifi, 
.\su\ the dauUn' snow lay diift on Hrifi, 
As thro' a village « youlh did go, 
A Mm-in' a flag with ihis motto, — 
Higher: 



.\nd hr n. 



(I forehead high curled ci 
nose a Roman, coiiiplesi. 
I eagle eye ai 









I le saw thro' the windows as he kepi getlin' upper 
A number of families sltlin' at supper, 
But he eyed the slippery rocks very keen, 
And fleil ai he cried, and cried while a Recin' — 

" Take care, you there ;" said an old woman { "slop ! 
It's lilowin' gale* up there on top — 
Vou'll lumble off on I'oiher side- 
Hut ihe hiirryin' sirangcr loud rcplieil. 
Higher 1 

" Oh ! don't you go up such a shocking night. 
Come sleep on my laii," said n maiden lirighu 
On hii' Knnmn tune a tear-drop cunie. 
Hut still he remniknl, as he upwonl clomh, 
Ufgherl 

" 1.00k «ul for the liranch of that sycamucc-tree ! 
Dialge rolltn' itones, if any you see I" 
Sayin' which Ihe famitr «cnl home lo \k'\. 
,\nd the sirgiilar voice replied merhead, 
Higher! 

Alinul i|n«j1el')i«iil sji the next aftemoiHi, 
A man acrid en laity goin' up MXm 
Heard •.pt^cn above him as often at twice. 
The very same troril in a very weak voice. 
Higher ! 

And ntA far, I liellevc, from iiuarlet off seven — 
He was stow gellin' iij<, ihe rmd lieiii' uneven — 
Found the sinnger dead in the drifted snow, 
Slill datchin' the Our oiih the molto^ 
Higher! 

Vcs! lifclew, dctuncl, without any doulit. 
The lamp of hiR life Iwiiig ilrciilcilly oul. 
On the dreaiy hillside the youth wai a byin' ! 



AnA Ihere was n 



DlOiTENES ! 
The carriages were filling fast, 
When o'er a railway platform pau'd 
A youth who bore, with tread precipe, 
A [Kiper with this bold device, 

UlncESEs 1 
His arm a parcel held beneath ; 
He drew a numbei from iu sheath, 
And shouted, with well-practised lung. 
Accents ihal through the station rung, 

Diogenes I 
In happy hours he saw the light, — 
The Cynic's lanlem glowing liright j 
Resolved lo make its lustre known, 
His li]w soon gave Ihe welcome tone, 

DiOUKNKS ! 

" One hither pass," an old man said. 



'• Oh si 

Kach looking forth wiih ei „ 
Uiging the vendor lo supply ! 

DlOCENES ! 

fieware ! ihe train moves from the branch: 
The sheets fty like an avalanche I 
The boy's blue eyes with pleasure shine. 
While voices shout for up the line, 

DlOCENES I 



And midst the wreck so fearful there. 
Voices axe heard slill loud and clear, 

A traveller on a nigged moimd 
Was in a hundred pieces foiinil ; 
His hand ttill grasfnng like a 



Still in the air bis ai 

And echo through each passing car, 

From Diogttui, Februar)' 4, 1854. 
Dipgei.es was a comic paper, somewhat 
resembling Punch in its general featu; 
contained many good parodies, principally in 
reference to the Crimean War. 



A FESKV nighi was coming down. 
At a young man pass'd through a lusli 
And m his hand he clutch'd a flag. 
And ihis it irhal wu on the rag— 
Upardil 



H. W. LONGFELLOW. 



As he pass'd by three windows he chanced to sec 
Three several families taking tea ; 
He smelt the cakes, but never swerved, 
But as he drop*t a tear, observed — 

Upards ! 

A nice girl holler*d ** Stay, oh stay ! 
And I will marry you right away ;*' 
While tears all down his cheeks did flow, 
*• Its no use, young woman, I'm bound to go — 

Upards !" 

Said a cute old cove, *' Young man, take care, 
There's a rotten old pine-tree fix'd up there ; 
Sure as eggs is eggs it will fall on your head," 
The young man only wink'd and said — 

Upards ! 

Next morning at the break of day, 
A Shaker chanced to pass that way," 
And thought he heard the voice of a coon, 
A'Singing to a service toon — 

Upards ! 

His dog then sniffd and smelt about, 
And soon disco ver'd what, without doubt, 
Was the young man's body all cover'd with snow, 
What carried the flag with the rum motto— 

Upards ! 

All cover'd in snow the young man lay. 
In a sort of uncomfortable kind of way ; 
And though as dead as any nail, 
A voice was heard borne on the gale— 

Upards ! 



The Tonbridgian, April 1873, 



A. Z. 



M. DURUOF. 

The shades of night were falling fast, 
As from the table d'hote there pass'd 
A pair who cried that they would rise, 
Obedient to the people's cries. 

Excelsior ! 

Their hearts were brave — with reckless breath, 
They swore they both could face the Death ! 
And, answering to the mob's fell clang. 
Foolhardy were the boasts that rang. 

Excelsior ! 

In Calais' streets they saw the light 
Of homes and gas-lamps gleaming bright, 
Yet from their lips escaped no groan. 
As onward flew the mad balloon, 

Excelsior ! 

** Try not the air," their friends had said, 
** Dark storms are raging overhead ; 
The seas are tossing far beneath. 
And you will meet with certain death, 

Excelsior !" 

" Come, let us go !" his wife had cried ; 
** We will not slay, for all beside 
Will chaff us, if we do, and jeer ;" 
He answer'd, ** You are right, my dear, 

Excelsior !" 

** Beware the Tempest's awful blast I 
'Twill sweep you out to sea at last !" 
I'his was the Frenchman's last good^night. 
Cried some one, now far out of sight, 

** Excelsior!" 



Next mom some sailors out at sea 
With nets were toiling wearily ; 
When loud resounded through the air 
A cry that made them wondering stare, 

Excelsior ! 

Two travellers at the dismal sound. 
Half-buried in the waves were found, 
Grasping with eager clutch the ropes, 
On which depended all their hopes. 

Excelsior ! 

There 'mid the tossing billows' spray. 
Wretched and shivering they lay ; 
The freed balloon then, with its car, 
Shot upward like a rising star, 

Excelsior ! 
7y/<f Tonbridgian^ September, 1874. 



The Excei-sior Climbing Boy. 

{Poema parti m Canitto-Latinum, post Longum — 
seupotinsy merith dicatur^ — Excelsiorem Socium). 

Some few, whose days are closing fast. 
Remember, in their time long past, 
How youth, in toil of little price, 
Might yet have borne, for their device, 

Excelsior ! 

These youngsters, in that distant time, 
Swept chimneys, which they had to climb. 
They could have cried as they clomb higher. 
Like one who skywards did aspire, 

Excelsior ! 

Our '* Climbing Boys," as they were called, 
Howe'er they ** Sweep !" and " Soot O !" bawled. 
As they ascended up the flue 
Were not instnicted to halloo 

Excelsior ! 

By reek and close air overcome, 
The Climbing Boy was oft struck dumb, 
And stifled soon, unless got out — 
Of course he then no more could shout 

Excelsior ! 

His knees were worn by rough ascent 
Bare to the very ligament ; 
Flayed were his fingers and his toes ; 
Because he grazed them as he rose, 

Excelsior ! 

When, jammed in, on his upward way 
He stuck fast, oft, some used to say, 
His master, in the grate below, 
Would light a fire, to make him go 

Excelsior ! 

These horrors having been at last 
Dragged into day, an Act was passed 
Declaring it, henceforth, a crime 
To make a child a. chimney climb 

Excelsior ! 

Still certain Bumbles, it appears, 
Against the law, these many years, 
Have had their Town Hall s chimneys swept 
By means of little boys who crept 

Excelsior ! 

May a new law, more strictly framed. 
All parties hit at whom 'tis aimed. 
Concerned in making children sweep 
Foul flues, whilst painfully they creep 

Excelsior 1 
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Long brush, worked deftly by machine, 
All chimneys must, ye Bumbles, clean, 
Law must on cruel masters fall, 
Who take to dri\*ing urchins small 

Excelsior ! 



Ptituh, June 26, 1875. 



Excelsior. 

The swampy state of Illinois 
Contained a greenish sort of boy, 
Who read with idiotic joy — 

Excelsior ! 

He tarried not to eat or drink, 
But got a flag of lightish pink, 
And traced on it, in violet ink — 

Excelsior ! 

Though what he meant by that aljsurd, 
Uncouth, and stupid, senseless word. 
Has not l)een placeil upon record — 

Excelsior ! 

The characters were verj* plain, 
In German text, yet he was fain, 
With greater clearness to explain — 

Excelsior ! 

And so he ran, this stupid wight, 
And hollered out with all his might, 
(As to a person out of sight) — 

Excelsior ! 

And everybody thought the lad 
Within an ace of l)eing mad. 
Who crietl in accents stem and sad — 

Excelsior ! 

** Come to my arms," the maiden cried : 
The youth grinned sheepishly, and sigheil, 
And then appropriately replied — 

Excelsior ! 

The evening sun is in the sky. 

But still the creature mounts on high. 
And shouts (nor gives a reason why) — 

Excelsior ! 

But ere he gains the topmost crag 
His feeble legs begin to lag ; 
Unsteadily he holds the flag — 

Excelsior ! 
• • ♦ 

Now V, C. Nab is on his track ! 
He puts him in an empty sack, 
An(f brings him home upon his Ixick — 

Excelsior ! 

Nab takes him to a lumlier store. 
They toss him in and lock the door. 
Which only makes him Ijawl the more — 

Excelsior ! 

Edinburgh Sketches ami Miscellanies, By Eric. 
Mcnzies and Com|)any, Edinburgh, 1876). 



(John 



The Dowagp.r-Duchess at the Drawini; Room. 

(**A bjeak, nipping south*easterly wind was blowing 
throughout yesterday, the glass having again fallen, but the 
usual rules as to the Court dress to be worn Ijy all ladies who 
attemleil the Drawing Room were strictly enforced. Low- 
cut bodies, Ixith at Ijack and front, were lie rigueur,*^ — 
IVeekfy Paper, FcUuary, 1880). 



The Dowager-Duchess has l)een to the Palace, 
And duly presented the Honourable Alice ; 
And now we will show in what sort of condition 
Her grace, who is eighty, returned from this mission. 

The shades of night were falling fast. 
As up a Mayfair street there passed 
A carriage with this strange device 
As crest : — A rampant cockatrice 

And cn/ant or. 

Within was seen an ag^l dame, 
Whose breath in gasps most frequent came ; 
Her face was white as Death's own hue, 
Her Roman nose was red ; with blue 

Her lips spread o'er. 

The fair young maiden by her side, 
By briskly rubbing, bravely trie<l 
Her grandma's blood to make reflow — 
It seem'd a hopeless object, though. 

She lalx>ur'd for ! 

** Oh joy I" this maiden cried, when she 
Obser\'ed they'd stoppetl at forty- three ; 
** IVe are at home, dear (irandma, come ! 
Do speak to me !" The Dame was duml) — 

E'en as l)efore. 

And when she would have left her scat, 
.She all but tumbled in the street ; 
Her state, in fact, the house alarms. 
When, leaning on the flunkey's arms. 

She gains her door. 

*• Be quick and heat my grandma's bed I" 
The Honourable Miss Alice said : 
** Let well warmed bricks in flannel wrapp'd 
Without delay l)e in it clapp'd. 

And bottles hot ! 

•* Beware no window oi>en be. 
And blankets bring at once to me !" 
Thus was the maiden's forethought shown — 
Her Grandma scarce had strength to groan : 

•* Hot ginger, dear !" 

And ere of minutes ten had fled. 
The chilled old Duchess was in XyaX ; 
Where, thanks to measures prompt and sound, 
She promised shortly to come round 

To health once more. 

Then in the firelight, thin and gray. 
And cold, but not so cold, she lay, 
Whilst from her lips, no longer blue, 
A voice came, somewhat hoarse 'twas true. 

And somewhat sore. 
• • • • 

Truth y February 26, 1880. 



After Longfellow. 

{A Long IVay). 

The western sun was sinking fast. 
As through the quiet street there passed 
A tinker with a blackened eye, 
Who ever and anon did cr)* — 
«*'BreIlastomend." 

His brow was dark with smoke and soot, 
His raiment, rags from head to foot ; 
And like a |)enny trumi)et rung 
The bccry accents of his tongue — 
"'BrcUastoniend." 



H. W. LONGFELLOW. 



Teddy 



Glasgow, 1883. 



He lingered at the comer " pub," 
He drew his last coin from his fob ; 
He quaffed his glass of half-and-half, 
And only answered to their chaff — 
"'Brellastomend." 

** Go not again," the landlord said, 
Wild blows the tempest overhead, 
Vour rags will lash you unto death." 
Our friend replied with bated breath — 
" 'Brellas to mend." 

** Oh, stay," the daughter said, ** and rest 
Thy weary head upon this breast ; 
Why should *st thou from our presence fly?" 
This was the tinker's sad reply — 
" 'Brellas to mend." 

" Beware the stem blue-coated man — 
Beware the falling chimney-can ;" 
Such was the landlord's parting word, 
iVnd this was the reply they heard — 
" 'Brellas to mend." 

In Duke Street, at the break of day. 
Within a court the tinker lay ; 
In falling he his leg had broke. 
When gently raised, these words he spoke — 
•* 'Brellas to mend." 

He died ; his Ixxly calmly rests ; 
His ghost the lonely streets infests ; 
And often at the midnight hour 
A voice cries, with sepulchral power — 

" 'Brellas to mend." 
May and other Poems ^ by William Thomson, 
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Voices of Our Nights. 
(Submitted to the American Poet, by Mr. Wrongfellow). 

I HEARD the feline footsteps in the night 

Pad through the Court and Hall ! 
I saw the sable wretch in the moon's light 

Climb Mrs. Coxe's Wall ! 

I felt her (that I did ! I'm sure I'm right !) 

Step o'er me just above ; 
With shrill pathetic mewings through the night. 

As of a cat in love. 

I heard the sounds of passion and of fight, 

'J'he caterwauling chimes, 
That fill each attic chamber in the night, 

Where some star\'ed poet rhymes. 

My night-capped head in the cool midnight air 

Sought vainly some repose ; 
The echo of perpetual squalls rose there. 

From the new cistern rose. 

Peace ! peace ! Orestes- like I breathe this prayer ! 

Descend, you green-eye<l fright ! 
I hale, while thus you screech, and spit, and swear, 

The cat-infested night ! 

Punchy May 4, 186 1. 



Her twinkling feet, her ankles neat, 
H^T pirouettes^ her glances sweet, 
Will make your heart more quickly beat — 
K. V. ! K. V. ! 

When you are seeing ** Lalla Rookh "— 

K. V. ! K. V. ! 
O keep your eyes upon the book — 

K. V. ! K. V. ! 
Or Kate's fair face, and facile grace 
Will ** mash " you in a moment's space ; 
Then yours will be a hopeless case — 

K. V. ! K. V. ! 

Trutky May 22, 1884. 

(Referring to Miss Kate Vaughan's performance of the 
part of Lalla Rookh, in Mr. Horace Lennard's burlesque 
extravaganza of Moore's poem). 



Picked Up at the Stall Entrance to the 
Novelty Theatre. 

I KNOW a maiden fair to see — 

K. V. ! K. V. ! (Cave !) 

She dances most bewitchingly — 
K. V. ! K. V. I 



Picked up at the stage entrance to the 
Novelty Theatre : — 

I KNOW a masher dark to see, 

J. D., J. D. 
He mashes most bewitchingly, 

J. D., J. D. 
His varnished feet, his collars neat, 
His buttonhole (gardenia sweet), 
Must make her heart more quickly beat, 

J. D.,J. I). 

When you are seeing Lalla Rookh^ 

J. D., J. D., 
Pray keep your eyes upon the book, 

J. D.. J. D. 
For Kate*s fair face and lower lace 
Have made you change your mind apace ; 
Ah, yours must be a dreadful case ! 

J. D., J. D. 

The Topical Times, May 24, 1884. 
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Suggested by *'The Village Blacksmith." 
( IVith Apologies to the Shade of LongfelUnv,) 

Under Britannia^s spreading oak 
The Grand Old Woodman stands ; 

A presentation axe he wields 
With large and sinewy hands ; 

But the onslaught of his cruel arms 
As yet the tree withstands. 

His hair is white and dank and long 

His collars none can span ; 
His brow is wet with honest sweat — 

He chops down all he can ; 
He won*t look Duty in the face. 

But he*ll talk with any man. 

Week in, week out, from mom till night, 

You can hear his speeches flow ; 
You can hear him vtig his ceaseless tongue. 

Dreary and loud and slow. 
As the sexton's song on the village bell, 

When the evening sun is low. 



The children of his Rebel School 

Crowd round his open doot : 
They love lo watch his swelling gorge, 

And hear hit blatant roar, 
And catch the myriad words that fly 

Like chafT from a threshing Hoor. 
lie goes on Sunday to the church. 

And sit« among his twys : 
He hors the parson pray and preach— 

He hears his own loved voice, 
Reading the daily lessons, 

And It makes hi< hcarl rejoice. 
Il sounds to htm like an angel's voice 

Singing in Paradise ! 
Which reminds him be will talk no mort 

When in the grave he lies, 
And with his collar entl he wipes 

A tear out ol his eyes. 
Talk ing — ora t i ng — prom ising. 

Onward through life he goes ; 
Each morning lees some task hegun, 

Long years don'l see il close ; 
Too much atlemplett, nothing done. 

How laii he seek repose ? 
Experience by thee, my friend, 

Thy country has been taught ; 
I laiUt thnueh been doomed lo silent life 

As recklesi Inlkers ought, 
Then hid thy native land escaped 

Much evil thou hast wrought. 

7it Glol-e. Scplcmlier lo, 1884. 



Tite Low ItouEMiAN. 
Before the Chtihiti Chtaii Imi 

The low Bohemian stanils ; 
A sallow, seeily man is he. 

With dirty nails, and hands ; 
And 'lis in a gin>soililcn voice 

He " four of Cork " demands. 
His nnse it large atMl verv reil. 

His mouth 'twere hanJ to span i 
His daily work he likes to shirk, 

He borrows when he can, 
AtKl he >canii new comers ajixiously. 

For he owes to many a man. 
Week in, week out, from morn to night, 

He loiters hors before ; 
He knows the barmaids' Chiisiian nana'a 

(A lact they much deplore ;) 
Now here, now there, he, with a leer. 

Slinks in .it the swinging door ! 

!s in the Rtftnt, 

. . j»iU the WhUj Timri, 

In KtfHaiJt' lindii congenial ntnlT, 

Aful wnils il jokes ami rhymes ; 
Var he's a wnter for ihc press. 

When licjuoT duly primes. 
Loaiinii— and loitering —lii|uoring — 

[town tohii gnvc hegnesi 
Kach niurning finds hitn " copper;," 

He's " scrcw'd " ere nighl doth c1<isc : 
Something all emptol— some one "dune," 

Whilst Tiquui uwayi fluni. 



He dies at length, am! round his grave 

His boon companions tread. 
Then go and drink at various liars 

Till maudlin tears arc shed — 
WhiLsl their dead friend has left a wife 

And children locking bread I 
But his Inst life and early death, 

Do they no. sermon preach? 
His doom, self-sought, has it no power 

A lesson strong to leach ? 
No i his friends' brains too sodden are. 

The message them to reach. 

Tnith, Christmas Number, 



TiiK Village Schoolboy. 
Under the garden apple-tree 

The village schoolboy stands ; 
The Iny, a nasly Imy is he. 

With muddy, Rlthy hands ; 
And the mussel-shelb he's playing with 

Are pick'd from dirty sands. 
His hair is short, and red, and straight. 

His foce is like the tar ; 
He cries and bawls when mother calls, 

Vou hear him near and far. 
And when he gets a chance he steals 

The sugar from (he jar. 
Week in, week out, from mom till night. 

He bellows and he cries. 
And in the villaee there's not one 

So good at telling lies ; 
Big stones he throws at other Inys, 

And hits ihem in the eyes. 
He goes on Sunday 10 the church. 

And every one annoys ; 
He [unches all the kids he's near, 

And asks them for their toys : 
Anil when they sing up in the choir 

He shouts out, " HtUyaur »eii( ,'" 
His father smacks him in ihe face. 

He pulls him lC~lhe nose, 
The village sohoollioy only cries, 

,\nd crying— oif he goes i 
His parents go to 1>et1 at night. 

And THERE, they've no re|x>se. 



,».July5. .; 



Tilt VlLLAfik llLAI 



BEsti'K a dingy public-house, the village smithy stands. 
The smith, a noily man is he, with beastly diily hands ; 
And the muscles of his brawny arms a bruiser well migh 



His face is void' 
His brow is wet 
But to drink up . 

You Uldom he 



if any charm, he looks a nasty bnile. 
with beery sweat, he scaicely earns a b 
'■■■■'■ the job! 



rink he's olways < 
t, from morn to night, 
his hammer's beat, I 



Comma n I cations from his mouth are seldon: 
And children coming home from school ri 
his dour, 



» high and 
is dull and 
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They fear to see the ugly beast, and shun his drunken roar, 
They'd only catch a kick or blow, if they lingered near his 
door. 

He never goes inside a church, and never sends his boys, 
He never heard a parson preach, he hates his daughter's 

voice, 
Snarling over her kitchen work, it makes him swear like 

vice. 
Reminding him of her mother's voice — that wasn't over 

nice. 
And when he thinks of her once more, how in the grave she 

lies. 
He thinks in his heart that Providence is sometimes kind and 

wise, 

Cursing, drinking, borrowing ; onward through life he goes. 
No morning sees good work begin, no evening sees its close. 
Nothing attempted, nothing done, from gin he gets repose. 

Th€ Topical Times ^ September 13, 1884. 




The parody of " A Psalm of Life," entitled 
"The Maiden's Dream of Life," which was 
quoted on page 64, Part IV., of Parodies^ was 
copied from a Washington (U.S.) newspaper, 
dated December, 187 1. The idea of this parody 
had evidently been borrowed from one con- 
tained in a small volume by Phoebe Carey, 
entitled •* Poems and Parodies." The borrower 
made some verbal alterations, which were by no 
means improvements on Miss Carey's parody, 
which is decidedly the better of the two : — 

A PsxLM OF Life. 

( IVhai Ou Heart of the Young Woman said to 
the OldMaia), 

Tell me not, in idle jingle, 

Marriage is an empty dream. 
For the girl is dead that's single. 

And things are not what they seem. 

Married life is real, earnest. 

Single blessedness a fib ; 
Taken from man, to man returnest, 

Has been spoken of the rib. 

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow. 

Is our destined end or way ; 
But to act, that each to-morrow 

Nearer brings the wedding day. 

Life is long, and youth is fleeting. 
And our hearts, if there we search. 

Still like steady drums are beating 
Anxious marches to the Church. 

In the world's broad field of battle. 

In the bivouac of life, 
Be not like dumb, driven cattle ! 

Be a woman, be a wife ! 

Trust no Future, howe'er pleasant ! 

Let the dead Past bury its dead ! 
Act — act in the living Present. 

Heart within, and Man ahead ! 



Lives of married folks remind us 

We can live our lives as well. 
And, departing, leave behind us 

Such examples as will tell ; — 

Such examples, that another. 

Sailing far from Hymen's port, 
A forlorn, unmarried brother. 

Seeing, shall take heart, and court. 

Let us then be up and doing. 

With the heart and head begin ; 
Still achieving, still pursuing, 

Learn to labour, and to win ! 

Poems and Parodies, By I*hcebe Carey, 
Boston, 185^. 



The following is an amusing specimen of 
advertisement parodies. It was written by 
Mr. T. Thatcher, of College Green, Bristol : — 

Tell me not in doleful murmurs 

Ink is but a mouldy stream ! 
And the pen it rusts, and murders 

W^riting paper by the ream ! 

Thatcher's Ink is Ink in earnest ! 

And to rust is not its g^al ; 
Mud thou art, to mould returnest, 

Was not spoken as its dole. 

With enjoyment and not sorrow 

W'elcome thee in loudest lay : 
Ink to write, that each to-morrow 

Finds it blacker than to-day. 

Blots begone ! Vile ink be fleeting ! 

Penman, be no more a slave ! 
Let all other inks go beating 

Funeral marches to their grave ! 

In the world's wide field of battle. 

In the bivouac of life. 
Write not like dumb driven cattle ! 

Use this Ink and end thy strife ! 

Lines of this Ink all remind us 
We may write with ease sublime, 

And departing, leave behind us 
Words to live as long as time \ 

Pen marks, that perhaps another. 

Sailing o'er life's solemn main, 
A forlorn and shipwreck'd brother, 

Reading, shall take heart again. 

Let us then be up and doing. 

Seize this Ink before too late, 
Thatcher's now at once securing. 

Neither hesitate nor wait ! 

Short FELLOW. 



Please be Cheerful. 
{Advice to Modern Novelists, ) 

Tell us not, in mournful " numbers, 

Life is all a ghastly dream ! 
Such as those we have in slumbers, 

When. the nightmare makes us screim. 

Life is dark enough in earnest, 
Without bringing in the gaol ; 

Only readers olthe sternest 
Like their heroines out on bail. 



i» " PARODIES. ^ 


Nut to iviniile, or to boirow, 


Let us, then, be up and going. 


Ii thf rcpulablc way ; 


Wilh a heart for any fate. 


Not 10 marry, and lo-monow 


Then succeeding, more persuading 
That 'tis gooil lo emigrate. 


Kill yout bride, ind run awsy. 






An<] uur heai'£, thuoeh pieily biave, 


London, W. Ridgway, 1879. 
(A small pamphlet on Free Trade versus I'roiectloii). 


Now Bjid then get nther weary 


Of the g«llows and Ihc grftve. 




In the great domestic bailie, 




In the malrimoniil >>lrife. 




Be not tike those Mormon "catlle." 


A Som; of St. Stephen's. 


Give your hero but one wife. 


Tkll me not in mocking numb^s 


Wives and daughters sh.iuld remind you 


We shall have lo come to luvm. 


There are wcmen without crime ; 


And resume our wonted slumbers. 


Draw Ihem, and you'll leave behind you 


When the leaves are sere and brown. J 


Fiction) that may weather time ;— 


1 


Fictioni free from that tn^pector 


Livesofpalriolsallremindus J 


Who i* »ent by Kicharo Mavnb. 


We can show uncommon nam. 


Aitd findf footinark^ Ibal alTecl a 


And. departing, leave behind us 


.Solemn butler in the lane. 


Relays ihat shall "keep a House." 


LeI US, then, have do more triaU, 


Kelays ihnl perchance our Leaders 
O'er ihal legi^lalivc main 




Leave the poiion* in ihe phiaU — 


May oliserve, while we are pleaders 


Anil Ihe money in the lill& 


Aulomn leisure lo altain. 




Fhh^I,, July I, 1S83. 


PuHfA. Deccmlwt I, 1866. 


A PSALM OV FARMING. 


A I'SAI.11 OF BiaiAl., 


fft/ri MeneHga: Dtftmiir 9/*, 1878. 


Tell me not wilh words inflaled 
Uodiei were nol meant lo burn ; 


What the Hbakt of the Vouni; Farmer 


For ihc nioo.cow when cremated 


Sail to thf. Olh 'U^. 


Dcih to "frosled silver "lum. 


{Afl>r »-r6Hg,df,IU>-\ 




Tr.i.:. me not in cheerful numben 


Is the cheapest, healthiest way ; 


Vou have Wnown when limes was wuss. 


Hut to rob l|ie wonn preferment 


Kip on iowin' wum ami bailey, 
And Ihings will come right for us. 


Finds wilh cultured men lo-day. 


Lights oi learning all hare told us 
We can shunl the gloomy pall, 


Rents are loo much, labour's hc*vy, 
And our fair shore's nol the goal. 


And. when churchyards will nol hold us, 


Undlordt lake all they can gather. 


Roasi our flesh for funeral. 


Low and cslf, both mare and foal. 


Ut us, then, keep lime with eullute i 
■' Earth lo earlh " is out of date- 


Not enjoyment and nol profit 


Seems our destined end or way ; 


Leave no carrion for the vullurc, 


Bui 10 act ihal eath lo-morruw 


Spum the seilon, and cremotc. 


Finds us [>oorer than to-day. 


MeoiuMae, May 17. 18&4. 


The world is big and sleam is quick. 




But our heatls. ihough iiool and brave. 




Do sol like lo leave the " dear " land. 




'Caute our wives do look so grave 1 


On ReaI'Ini: a Live and Letters. 


Wilh Ihe worlil's broad field for famine. 
With Ihe chance of a free life. 


■• Lives" of great men all remind ua 


Friends may after our lasl breath 


Be m>t like dumb, driven donkeys 
Wilh luch prospecU have no strife. 


Publish what we leave behind us. 


Adding thus new fears to death. 


Trust no landlord, huwe'er pleasant ; 


Wives of rich men oft remind us, 


I.«t Ihe dead past bury ili dead. 
Acl, act in the living present, 


We may make our wives sublime ; 


But len pounds for a lady's bonnet 


Heart within and God o'etbead. 


Knocks a cheiiue-b.Kit out of limc. 


Happy Colonist* do leach us 
We can go and be the ume. 


« « « see K 


And, dqniting. leave behind us 




Uistr landlords, much more lame. 


"The Dav is Dose." 


Landlords, thai peihaps another 


The day is done, and darkness 


Veat or to might nuke hi wise. 


From the wing of night is loosed. 
As a feather is wafted downward. 


Mighi then know ibu 'l>> qulle ccruin 


kcnb must fall a> well a. r»c. 


From a chicken going lo roosl. 


^^^H ^^^^^^^^^1 
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I see the lights of the baker 

Gleam through the rain and mist, 
And a feeling of sadness comes o*er me, 

That I cannot well resist. 

A feeling of sadness and longing 

That is not like being sick, 
And resembles sorrow only 

As a brickbat resembles a brick. 

Come, get for me some supper — 

A good and regular meal — 
That shall soothe this restless feeling, 

And banish the pain I feel. 

Not from the pastry bakers, 

Not from the shops for cake ; 
I wouldn't give a farthing 

For all that they can make. 

For, like the soup at dinner, 

Such things would but suggest 
Some dishes more substantial, 

And to-night I want the best. 

Go to some honest butcher, 

Whose beef is fresh and nice. 
As any they have in the city, 

And get a liberal slice. 

Such things through days of labour, 

And nights devoid of ease. 
For sad and desperate feelings, 

Are wonderful remedies. 

They have an astonishing power 

To aid and reinforce. 
And come like the ** finally, brethren,** 

That follows a long discourse. 

Then get me a tender sirloin 

From off the bench or hook. 
And lend to its sterling goodness 

The science of the cook . 

And the night shall be filled with comfort, 
And the cares with which it begun 

Shall fold up their blankets like Indians, 
And silently cut and run. 

Po€nts and Parodies, By Phoebe Carey, 
Boston, United States, 1854. 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

/T\ /W\ /T\ /W\ /W\ 

The three parodies following are imitations 
of Longfellow's 

The Arrow and the Song. 

I SHOT an arrow into the air. 

It fell to earth, I knew not where ; 
For, so swiftly it flew, the sight 
Could not follow it in his 6ignt. 

I breathed a song into the air. 
It fell to earth, I knew not where ; 
For who has sight so keen and strong, 
That it can follow the flight of song ? 

Ix>ng, long afterwards, in an oak 
I found the arrow, still unbroke ; 
And the song, from beginning to end, 
I found again in the heart of a friend. 



The Birds and the Pheasant. 

I SHOT a partridge in the air. 

It fell in turnips, ** Don,** knew where ; 
For just as it aropped, with my right 

I stopped another in its flight. 

I killed a pheasant in the copse, 

I I fell amongst the fir-tree tops ; 

For though a pheasant's flight is strong, 
A cock, hard hit, cannot fly long. 

Soon, soon afterwards, in a pie, 
I found the birds in jelly lie ; 
And the pheasant, at a fortnight's end, 
I found again in the carU of a friend. 

Punchy October 12, 1867. 



Ballad. The Ex-Premier. 

(J/r. Gladstone). 

I WROTE a pamphlet t'other day ; 

It fell still-born in the usual way ; 
For the public knew 'twas the old, old talc, 
And they thought it just a wee bit stale. 

I wrote an article in a *'mag,'* 

And it made its circulation flag ; 
For the readers knew 'twas my only work 
To speak about th' unspeakable Turk ! 

Not long after my spirits sunk. 

For I found the pamphlet lining a trunk ; 
And the article (degradation utter) 
Was round a pat of the best salt butter. 

Truth. Christmas Number, 1877. 



The Arrow and the Hound. 

At Shanklin, in the Isle of Wight, 
I shot an arrow such a height. 
It fell to earth, I know not where. 
And, sooth to say, I do not care. 

A poem to a mag. I sent. 
Receiving no acknowledgment ; 
The subject was, 1 know not what — 
If e'er I knew I have forgot. 

A traveller the arrow found 
Half-buried in his faithful hound. 
And what he said in his distress 
I do not know — I dare not guess. 

And soon, when reading in the train, 
I found my poem once again ; 
But on the nre that in it burned, 
A comic hydrant had been turned. 

What verse with arrow had to do 
I know not now — I never knew ! 
But that such things should hap no more 
I called upon the editor. 

I aimed an arrow with such care, 
It hit I scarce remember where ; 
A tear stood in his bright blue eye, 
He turned, and called me with a sigh — 

But what, to tell you were not right ; 
Besides, I have forgotten quite ; 
But arrow, editor, and hound. 
Are famed to earth's remotest bound. 



Excelsior Junior. 



The Topical Times ^ June 14, 1884. 



Thk Soiree. 
(Afler '• Tht Arsenal at Spritisfitld.") 
This is the Solriff! : lioin gta.te U> entrance. 

Like millineia' figures, stand the lovely girU ; 
But from thcii silcnl lips no merrj sentence 

Disturbs the Emoothness of their shining cutis. 
Ah ! what will rise, how will Ihcy rally, 

When shall anive the " gentletoen of ease !" 
What brilliant repartee, what witty saily. 

Will mingle wilh their pleasant symphonies I 
I hear even now the infinite swecl chorus, 

The laugh ofecslacy, the merry tone, 
llial through the evenings that have gone before u^ 

In long reverberations reach out own. 
From round-faced Germans coine the guttural voices, 

Through curling meuslaehe s\ea\^ the Italian clang, 
And, loud amidst their universal anises, 

From disum comets sounds the Yankee Iwang. 
I hear the Editor, who from his oDice 

Sends out his paper, tilled with praise and pulT, 
And holy priests, who, when they warn the scoirers, 

Beat the fine pulpit, lined with velvet stuff. 
The (umull of each laqiad, and charming maiden, 

'Ilie idle lalk that sense and reason drowns, 
The ancient damei wilh jewelry o'erladen, 

And trains depending from the brocade gowns — 
llie pleasant lone, whose sweetness makes us wonder. 

1*he laugh of gentlemen, and ladies, loo, 
And ever and anon, in tones of thunder. 

The diapason of some lady blue, — 
Is it. O man, wilh such discordant noises, 

With pastimes so ridiculous as these. 
Thou drownest Nature's sweel and kindly voices, 

And prrest the celestial harmonics ? 
Were half the wealth that fills the world with Indies, 

Were half the time beslowrd on caps and lace, 
(liven lo ihe home, the husluinds, and the babies, 

There were nu time to visit such a place. 
Fotmi and Patedits. By Thcebe Carey {I'ickoor, Kecd> 
and Fields). Uoston, United Slates, 1854. 

^^ jwi ^^ ^"i ^% 

The following old parody was written in imita- 
tion of the hexameters of Efange/iiie : — 
IK)LLARINEi A TALE OF CALIFORNIA. 

A FBAiiMENT IK HeXAMFTEBS, 

By I'itOFKSSOR W. II, LoNUA.I DSHOBTFBl.tjOW. 

O/CamhriJgt. CenHtiliml. 

In Si. FrancivM located w»i Nathan Jehoiakiu Howib ; 
Down by the wharf on the harbour he traded In lii|uars and 

dry goods, 
llamed hard knot at a deal, at Meetin' a powerful eider. 
There al bis store, in the ihade, they met, onbraeed and 

enli|;htmed 
Trulcii and trapFert and captingt, and Uuyen and cdilon 

bIml 



1 back wotjds man's 



bachelor 



Glimmer'd, through clouds of Virginny, the cyphi 

of Nathaniel. 
Sweeter nor candy of maple, a'most too genteel to be rnal. 
Straight as a hickory sapling and clean as a Nar'ganset 

Tall iht moved through the bat, a-satvin' of juleps and 

' the cobblers with smiles, and firiti' >Iavannsbs 




wilh gl 
Nathan J. Bowie's fair darter, splendiferous Miss Doi.- 

Tall she moved thro' the bar, colleclin' the joes and the 

Not that she needed to did it, but 'cause nigger helps there's 

And she was luo tender-hearted to get the black varmint 

cow-hided. 
^-Therc in pastoral peace, since first the Aication was ceded, 
UH*elt the old man and his child, beneath (heir own vine 

and their fig-lree, 
Doin' a good stroke of business, for cash or beaver-skina 

On Nat's, roof of split shingle, illustrious Govemkuk 

Tar n ox 
Hoisted I he Stars and the Stripes, representative thereof 

the Mighty, 
The Free, and the Fearless of 'aitth, the Go-a-head 

'Meiican people ; 
Boarded there the great Tardox, and took his horn like a 

Paying four doUor^ fir diem for grub, grog, shake-down, and 

Then came down, like iled lighlning. 



couniry. 
How gold stuck to folk's fingeni that washed in the St. Sacra- 

Nat. chawed (wo plugs extra to hear it ; the editor swore he 
Wished to be darned, if it wasn't a caution how folks could 

be gammoned. 
" My :" sighed sweet Dollarina, and paused as she squoie 

a half lemon ; 
But ihe magnanimous Tarcox, he reckoned 'imight be 

kinder likely, 
Seein' the States whipt the airth for men, and why not for 

Came from the diggins a straanger, with two carpc(-bags full 

of goold dust ; 
Na'i HAS' diskivered ihe fact, as he traded a pinch for a gin- 

And as that straanget loafed, ihto' the bat, ftom pariot ta 

Streams of the glorious sand ooied oul through a hole in his 

— Gathered the rumour and grew, and soon rose a sudden 

demand for 
Calabash, can, keg, and kettle ; and Nathan's prime lot of 



Till one mumin' liompoused the lawyer and editi 
Off were the ttippers for beaver, they slid, Iml 
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■ Nathan remnrked, " they wouldslrilte l>e»ver-trail in them 

■ there iDcalions." 

■ Tben the caplings went loo, they said, to bring back Iheir 

f And OS it standi to nutur', their custotners followed the 

'i they thinned — that's a fact — till, down to 

1 the fall, congiq^tioiu of e'en the 

r the flock of back- 

look utet the 



I Hext the Meetin 

the elders, 
FCfopped, like leaves i 
^ awakened. 

Oniil the deacon was forced to look a 

Minister miulin' himself, before long, t 

deacon. 
Why should Nathan hold on, with his bar of its customers 

Smwers unsucked in the cobblers, and mint unplucked in 

the garding. 
Swopped his prime tin doin's, or sold to iheiitiermost pipkin? 
So hie ireni— bat before him the helps, black and Irish, bad 

vanished. 
Lone in tbe shanty sbe lingered, the fair and forlnrn Dol- 



in the face of great ni 
3 the governor's 



■', and GovERSoi 
■ger, when first u 



' Lone like a flower, i 
I Tarbox ! 
[ Bliishin' she bowed t 
I his bed-room, 

Bearin' hik Ijoots and his breakfast, she came like a 

minisl'rin' angel- 
Blushin' she raised her bright face — and the Governor swore 

citawampus, 
"Bum my old btee— that is, boots— gats like you didn't 

oaeht for lo do it." 
— Soft was the heart of Great Tarbox, and most horrid 

hansuni the maiden, 
Loftily spoke he of goold, and (he tamal low hitch of the 

humani, 
Lenvin' such gals all alone, to go the who'e hog a1 tbe 

Sweetly she'd set there beside him, the while with his 

governor's hanrls he 
Washed his own dicky or fried his simple rc[iasi of pork 

Sweetly she sol there beside him, and Tahhov a slavin' was 

happy 1 
Slill now and then that bright eye from its tail would glance 

lAnJ 

wder; 

n her pail of ablution he'd catch her a rin>in' the water ; 
\ And once she ventured to murmur, " I wonder what natcral 

(^oold's like." 
I —Down came the moment al last — «et Tabhmx n-mendin' 

his ihoe-sole, 
I Bteathin' his love in a Sonnet, and chawin' a ping of 

lobaicer — 
\ Entered the maiden !lo stately— and bowin' her lirauiy liefore 

soLbingly altered, "Adoo — I am off for the 



I Suisl the full hean of Great Tarbox ' 

Iffere the MSS., btcemts illesibU, apfatrnlly /mm t 
Punch, January JO, 1849. 



She ol Miletus lay, and beside her an aged satyr 

Scratched his ear with his hoof, and playfully mumbled hli 

chestnuts. 
Vainly ihe Mxnid and the Hassarid gambolled nboni her. 
The free-^od Bacchante sang, and Fan— the renowned, Ihe 

accomplished — 
Executed his difficult solo. In vain were Iheir gambols and 

High o'er the Thracian hills rose the voice of the shep- 
herdess, wailing — 
" Ai ! for the fleecy flocks,— the meek-nosed, Ihe passionless 

K\ ! for the tallow -scented, the straight- tailed, the high- 
stepping ; 
Ai ! for the timid glance, which is that which the rustic. 

Applies lo him who loves but may not declare his passion ;" 
Her then Zeus answered slow: "O daughter of song and 

Hapless tender ofsbeep,- 
Sin^e thou canst not tru 

Greek maiden. 
Look and behold thy sheep." — And b ! they relumed n 



ISrb 



ilARI 



In 1856 a pamphlet was published (at the 
price of two shillings), by W. J. Golhourn, of 
Princes Street, Leicester Square, entitled : 
" Marks and Remarks for the Catalogue of the 
Exhibition of the Royal Academy, mdccci.vi. 

(after the manner of ) by A. E., to which is 

added a Dirge (in imitation of another)," This 
very scarce pamphlet consists of thirly-two 
pages, mostly occupied by descriptions of the 
pictures in the Royal .Academy for that year, 
and the author's comments upon them, in the 
metre of Hiawaiha, commencing thus ; — 



" SnoLi,i> you ask me whence the Stories? 
Whence the legends and tiadiiions ' 
That have furnished forth our Artists 
With the most atlratt.ve subjects 
For the present exhibition? 

" I should answer, I should tell you,"" 
They have drawn them from the Poets; 
From Ihe Book-of-l>ooks have drawn them, 
From the best Historic sources, 
From the Mountains, Lakes, and Rivers, 
From the Hilta, the Lanes, the Meadows, 
From the Highland and the Lowland, 
And the mighty suiting Ocean ; 

And the Ponraits, large and Jilile, 
And the Portraits of all slicJ. 
" With their freijuenl repetitions," 
Pillar^ table cloths and curtains, 
Fiom the Court, ihe Camp, Ihe Senate, 
And pUin Uentlemen and Ladies. 



The Lost Tails of M 
fHiOH on the Thracian hills, half hid in 
\ Thyme, and the asphodel blooms, an 
streamlet. 



A long political parody appeared in Punch, 
February 33, 1867, entitled "The Great Medi- 
cine-Man ; a new Canto of Hiawatha." This 



^BI^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^K PARODIES. ^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 


" Beware I " a wiihered crone cried out, 


^^^H 


"Take care, Uke care what you're about : 


The shades of nighl were falling fast, ^^^1 
As o'er a nation platform passed ^^^H 


Far up ihe pole they heard him panl, 


As ihoiieh his breath was rather scant, 


A youth, who bore, with step precise. ^^^H 


Excelsior t 


A paper with the strange device ^^^^H 


hvil at he nenrcil the priie he slopped. 


OfSLOFER. ^^^H 


Then quick as falling star he dropped, 
lie Uii uiion Ihe ground and groane<l, 


His coat was torn, his hair unkempt. ^^^H 


His face from water long exempt, ^^^H 


^■ei Mill in feel.le accents moaned. 


Bui quick his action, sharp his eye ^^^^H 
As lou<l he shtniled. " wdo will buy ^^^H 


Excelsior I 


MlNSFE MltM. 


A SU)PER." ^^H 




'• Stay ! " said an old man, " stay, toy bon^^^H 




Who ought to Iw your mother's joy, ^^^H 




Linger a while, and give to me ^^^^H 


"Wheeling Annual" for 1885 contains many 


(For I would wish amu>>ed to lie) ^^^H 


excellent parodies, relating principally, of course, 


A SLOFER." ^^^H 


to the joys and troubles of bicyclists. 


"Here!"saidamaiden,>iad yet "swell, ^^^H 




In accents like a silver liell, ^^^^H 


What Rcvtiii ! 


" Come here, my youth, and I will try ^^^^H 




To drown my sorrow : /will buy ^^^H 


pleaded guilty to riding on the footpath with a In., an<l 
excuse.! himself on the ground ihal ihe roads were very 




And soon from every si<1e there came ^^^H 


muddy. I'.C. X. w. p^o^■edlhe case, and a fine of 5s. wu 


The accents of thai well-known name, ^^^^H 


The shades of nighl were falling fast, 


Until the little urchin stan.ls, ' ^^^^H 
And there's nut in his dirty handii ^^^H 


As thro' a local village pass'd 

A youth, who rode a Rudge, once bright, 


There in ihe gas-light, dearly seen, ^^^H 
The little hoy stood ■' all serene ; " ^^^H 


He cried, as onward sped his flight, 
" What roads ! " 


A amile lit up his bright blue eye, ^^^H 
He whistled loud, and ceased his cry ^^^^H 




His brow WES sad, the road licncath 


Of St OPKN ^^^^H 


Re>enible<1 much ilull Hounslou' Heath. 


^M 


And in a voice, jusl tinged with ire, 
Crieil as he still rode through the miic, 
■■What Toads 1" 


^^ra 


In happy "nub.." he saw the light 

Raid he, '■nUlopan.fl.yadrinL" 
Mine host replied with knowing wink, 
" What roa.ls ! " 


Tllf. WVR Hl.A. ksvriH. 


Under its sulphurous canopy 
Old Vulcan's smilhy stands. 
And Vulcan, grown a man.of-war. 
Has so much on hii hands. 


" Try on the path." the landlord said. 
"Out Roberts 'off.' e'en gone to luxl." 


That slocks run low. and fdes but ■.how 


War- orders and demands. 


•■ A good idea," the youth replietl, 
" Awl one IhM shall be quickly tried, 
"Whalr™ls!" 


His Cyclopt when he needed mo.^1. 
Off every Cyclops ran ; 
For why should not a Cyclop do 
As another woi king-man, 


" Oh ■ stay," the baniiaid sakl. ■' and rest." 


The wheelman anmcred. " Pray dno'l jwl ! " 


And take Ihe lime when trade is bnsli 


r/r TSY ihe |«th, il tam'l be wor»«, 


To insial on all he can ? 


Which liriOK» us |o another verse 
What ron.l( ■ 


So every day. and all day long 
Poor Vulcan's sweat must flow. 


" Beware the stone* thai lie in heap. 


To'lipg for Kurope's sovereigns, 


'■ Beware the dog the Utmei keepf." 


And stUI the orders grow 


Th» wheeli>i mounlnl. «[iol away. 




And huleil the light of Iveaking day. 


Sleel-»hot and chilled also. 


What roaii* ! 




JM then. .\ M, ..n hb track, 

SiotMi'd Khort the j'ouih'i career, alack ! 


(O'er Dreyw they've the pull). 




In vain he plead., " Thii, im'i fair ! " 


And Sniden for John BVLii 


\ aa take* him yeu inew ^.'ktn. 




What rmdt ! 


His hand* may well be lull. 


Ther* in ihc Court wlih face ([uilc ruddy 


' Meanwhile the E«rt.ROR writti to us 


He orcea Ihal. " Tlie ro»<l» were muildy." 


And bids u» be good boys: 
1 Ii does one good to hear him preach, 


Vain hope ! The Chairman wiili a wil>, 
MurmiaM wtwiely. " Fin,d Fiv fltf ,' " 


And ICC how he enjoys 


"\Vhatroa.l.." 


The shift of weight, ihat trim ihe l'owf.a» 


^^^^ W. F. FiULi). 
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How glad he is that Prassia comes 
So strong out of the row, 
That Italy Venetia gains— 
Fid France, as all allow : 
Proving ** whatever is, is best " — 
At all events, y//j/ noza. 

And when France sulks that East and South 

Her neighbours' power increases, 

He hints, *tis not from rvery smash 

She can ** pick up the pieces,*' 

While Peace is Peace, although it brings 

No Savoys, and no Nices, 

Some say 'tis like the voice that once 

Wiled Eve in Paradise ; 

But it preaches so delightfully, 

And gives such good advice, 

Bidding France arm, because she's sure 

Of peace at any price. 

So Vulcan all his toil and stock 

Must on War's task bestow, 

And iron, good for spade and share 

For sword and gun must go : 

For before this the Emperor's word 

Has been a word and blow. 

Then let us thank the Emperor 
For the lesson he has taught, 
That it is in the forge of War 
The arms of Peace are wrought. 
And if we haven't breech-loaders, 
Breech-loaders must be bought. 

Punchy September 29, 1866. 

It will be remembered that the Austrians had 
been completely defeated by the Prussians at 
Sadowa, on July 3, 1866, and that the Emperor 
Francis Joseph had ceded Venetia to Napo- 
leon III., requesting his intervention with the 
King of Prussia to arrange the terms of peace. 
From that period until the outbreak of the 
Franco-Prussian War, Napoleon was looked 
upon as the arbiter of Peace or War in Europe. 



Although the following parody is taken from 
an old Christmas annual, it is singularly dpropos 
at the present time, when disgust is universally 
expressed at the costliness and uncertainty of 
our Legal system. Recent scandals have also 
greatly detracted from the confidence and respect 
which should be felt for the administrators of 
Justice : — 

The Lord Chancellor. {Loq.) 

" Were it once known that only right could win, 

No villain then an action would begin ; 

Did rogues not know how equal was their chance 

With honest men*s, false claims they'd not advance ; 

In short, were only simple justice done. 

The special pleader's course were well-nigh run.** 



Song: The Lord Chancellor. 
Tune: ''The Village Blacksmith:' 

Under a stunted black elm tree 

The Q.C.*s chambers are ; 
Q.C, a leading silk is he. 

With name known near and far ; 
And the practice he*s contrived to make 

Is famous at the bar. 

Ilis wigr is crisp, and soiled, and black — 

That s where the ink once ran — 
His eye is bright, and apt to roll, 

' ris his most favourite plan ; 
And he looks a jury in the face 

As very few men can. 

Week in, week out, from ten till four, 

You can hear his language flow ; 
You can see him hitch his gown and swing 

His arm with motion slow. 
Like a ranter beating the Holy Book 

With a downright thumping blow ! 

And country people up in town 

Look in at the Law-court's door ; 
For they like to see the great Q.C, 

And hear his voice's roar ; 
And 'tis thought a bit of luck to catch 

Him standing on the floor. 

He sits on Sundays in his rooms. 

And * ' tots " up his week's fees ; 
He thinks on those he hasn't earned, 

And had no right to seize : 
And much it makes his heart rejoice 

As he turns over these. 

He thinks of verdicts he has won. 

By torture and by lies ; 
Of verdicts lost through his default 

Thoughts will unbidden rise : 
Through one a widow lost her all, 

He seems to hear her sighs. 

Toiling — speechmaking — circuiting. 

Onward through life he goes ; 
Each evening sees some bnefs begun, 

How many ? goodness knows ! 
Something attempted, some one ** done," 

He's earned a night's repose. 

Thanks, thanks to thee, my legal friend, 

For the lesson thou hast taught ! 
That fortune quickly comes to one 

Who does what he '* didn't ought ;" 
And that taking fees for work not done 

Is a very " happy thought." 

Finis (Beeton's Christmas Annual, 1877.) 

In a recent trial for libel brought against the 
son of the Lord Chief Justice, the plaintiff had 
to conduct his case in person, and was subjected 
to continual interruptions, and hostile remarks 
from the bench. This conduct on the part of 
the judge, Mr. Justice Manisty, was even more 
noticeable than his contemptuous treatment of 
the verdict of the jury, and the following parody 
of a Law Report (which appeared in the Fall 
Mali Gazelle, November 25, 1884)— is really but 
a mild exaggeration of the actual proceedings : — 



Trial b 
The libel case of - 



■Jm 



J 1884. 



I 



was iried in the Court 

of . before Mr. Justice Manifest. The plainliff con- 
ducted his own case j the Jefendant was represented by his 
counsel, a peat legal luminary, and several of the most 
proininenl names at the bur. The defendant is the son of a 

Crson high placed in the legal world, and is himself a 
rrister. The pluotilf is, vernacularly speiiiing, " Ihe 
deuce knows who." The ■Ueged libel is contained in a 
letler wriltea by Ihe defendant to a widow lady (hia ^eat 
aunl by marrbgc), who wished to ally herwif by marriage 
lo the plaintiff. 

The plaintiff was proceeding lo open his own case, when 
the judge asked him why he was not properly represented 
bjr professional counsel, after the manner of a gentleman, 
and warned him that such an omission was likely to tell 
against him in the gravest manner. 

PlainliiT; May il please your lordship, I am a poor man, 
and cannot well afford — 

Mr. Justice Manifeil : The question of your means is 
wholly irrelevant. I mart request you to keep strictly to 
the matter in hand. 

rlainlilf: My other reason was that I feared no member 
ufyour respected profession would be quite whole-hearted 
in conducting my case, in view of who the defendant is. 
(Groans from the members of the Bar present.) 

The great legal luminary : 1 protest against the plaintiffs 
speech OS an iosull to the entire profession, including your 
lordship. 

Mr. Justice Manifest condoled warmly with the outraged 
feelings of the legal gentlemen present, but ui^ed them lo 
allow ihe plainliif to proceed 1 as by so doing he would best 
reveal lo the jury the manner of man he was. 

Plaintiff: With the permission of the court, I will first 
read the letter. 

The great legal luminary objected to this, as unnecessarily 
wounding to Ihe feelings of the defendant's eminent family. 

Plaintiff humbly submitted to the court thai unless he 
were allowed to produce the letter it would be difficult for 
the jury to decide whether it were a libel or not. Mr. 
Justice Manifest begged the great legal luminary to allow 
Ihe letler to be read as a personal favour to himself. The 
great legal lumiiury consenting, the plaintiff read the letter, 
trhich was as follows : — " My dear Aunt, — ^II is with sincere 
regret that I see myself forced lo point out lo you the true 
character of the unprincipled scoundrel you ore thinking of 
marryin)!!. Should you be surprised to hear that he is a 
profctscd alheist ! Should you be surprised to hcjr that he 
has been three limes married already, and that one of these 
mairiaen took place while Ihe former wife was still alive I 
ShoultT you be surprised to hear that many excellect people 
suspect him of having mode away with his last wife, though 
Ihe murder ha<> never been brought home to him? Shoiild 
you be iurprite<l to hear that he has on several occasions 
embeuled large sums of money ? Should you be surprised 
lo hear that he u a convicted felon? Should you be tur- 
piiied 10 hear that he has a daughier In ihe workhouse ? " 
. . ... At tbit point Ihe reading ofthe lellei was interrupted 
by the great Iq^ lominary, who laiil that the remainder 
ul il hKlno beahnc on the case. 

1'h« plainlifF uid he thought he had read enough to e*ive 
the courl some idea of the a.-limus of Ihe ducumcni. lie 
would next ask if the defendant denied having written il > 

Tlie great legal turainaty iiid his clienl acknowledged 
having written the letter. 

Mr. Justice Manifest said this was one more instance of 
the maoly and straigfatforwani manner in which ihe case 
for the defendant was beir^ carried on. 

1'Ik plalniifl laiil he hailgivai the dclendaal an openiiiu 
t>j wiihdniw hi« Mta'cnienti in presence of Ihe defendant^ 



Mr. Justice Manifest (interrupting) ; " I must beg you not 
to mention eminent people in no way connected with Ihc 

nued : The defendant 

iate his charges. 

Mr. Justice Manifest ; Quite right loo. (Loud cheering-) 

The plainlifT next called witnesses lo speak lo his 

character and disprove the charges contained in the letter 

which the defendant acknowledged having wrilten, and 

refused to withdraw. 

The Rev. Lord Bishop of wis sworn, and in ans* 

lo [[ueations said he had known the plaintiff from a boy, and 
that he had always borne the highest character. 

Several other reverend gentlemen, of whose congregalion* 
the plainlifT had at various times been a prominent member, 
were called, and deposed to the same effect— namely, thai 
he was a man against whom there had never been a breath 
of even ordinary scandal. Also that he was of a most 
edifying piety. 

Plaintiff: Would it have been possible that such facts oi 
my having murdered my wife, embeuled money, been •. 
convicted feion, tc, could have remained unknown to you 
during the lime I was a member of your congregations ? 

The Reverend Gentlemen ; " Quite imposidble." PlainlifT 
then produced evidence that the period during which he had 
sat under the various reverend gentlemen extended over *•— 
whole life, from the age of eighteen to the pteseut day. 

Mr. Justice Manifest asked ihe great legal luminary if he 
did not wish to cross-examine the witnesses.— T.real _legal 
luminary ; "' No, my lord, 1 have no questions lo ask." 

Mr. Justice Mmifest thanked him for so considerately 
saving the time ofthe court. 

The plaintiff next called witnesses to prove thai he had 
only been once married, that he had lived in great peace 
and harmony with his late wife, that she had died a natural 
death, that he had sincerely mourned her, thai he had 
always supportetl his daughter honourably, and as well as his 
small means would allow. 

The great legal luminary scornfully refused to cri 
examine any of the witnesses. 
The plaintiff then declared his case closed. 
Mr. Justice Manifest : And high time loo. 
The great legal luminary then opened the case for the 
defence : My lord I dn not mean to waste the valuable tlnu! 
of the court, already so mercilessly squandered by the 
plaintiff. My client, acting on my advice, has comiderately 
refused to appeir in the witness-box, or to call any witnesses. 
I shall not soil myself by attempting to set aside any of the 
evidence the plainliff has thought fit so tediouily to mflict 
upon the patience of the court. The fact that a man i« 
obliged to call such evidence lo his personal character is, 1 
should hope, sufficiently significant lo all right- thinkij^ and 
unprejudiced minds. The law of libel is happily clear and 
concise, and is known lo all. That the position occupied bjr, 
Ihe defendant's family could in any way influence the 
judgment ofthe court, which, monstrous as il may seem, the 
plaintiff has not hesitated lo imply, is a supposition 1 m 
not even repudiate. My lord, I have done. 

Mr. justice Manifest 1 I cannot sufGcicntly express my 
admiration for the moderation with which the counsel for IM, 
defence has expressed himself, or my regret that such a c 
should have been brought into court at all. The jury n 
now, consider carefully whether such a Idler, wrilten cm 
dentblly by one member of a family to another, can in 1 ., 
sense of Ihe word be rightly called a. libel, ot whether the 
whole thing is not a base conspiracy to annoy a fiunily of 
high position, ami degrade the law. For my own part mjr 
mind is quite made up, and though t have Ihe highot, 
opinion of juries and their decisions, I must warn the juiy, 
that in Ihe extremely improbable cvi-m uf ihctr diingreelng 
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with me, I shall reserve to myself the right of setting aside 
their decision. 

The jury, without retiring, consulted for a few moments, 
when the foreman said : My lord, we are unanimously 
agreed. 

Mr. Justice Manifest : I was sure you would be ; and your 
verdict is ? 

The Foreman : We find unhesitatingly for the plaintiff. 

Mr. Justice Manifest (with withering sarcasm) : Oh, do 
you ? Then may I ask at what you fix the damages ? 

The Foreman (after a brief consultation with the other 
jurors) : At ;f 2,000, my lord. 

Mr. Justice Manifest : I have no hesitation in overruling 
the decision of the jury, and have much pleasure in deciding 
that the court finds for the defendant with costs. 



The Village Pet. 

Around their panting captain 

The village clubmen stand ; 
A presentation ** pot " he bears 

In his large and sinewy hand ; 
For he just has won the mile " cham," 

To the music of the band ! 

His hair is gingery, coarse, and long ; 

His muscles none can span, 
His brow is wet with honest sweat — 

He's ** put in " all he can ; 
He ain't much to look at in the face, 

But he'll ride 'gainst any man ! 

(In the village !) 

Week after week, morn, noon, and night, 

You could see him rushing round 
The cricket-field the club had hired 

For an impromptu training-ground ; 
You could hear his back wheel clump and clatter. 

Although with wire bound ! 

The loafers and cadgers of the place : 

Crowd round the open gate : 
lliey love to watch him wheeling round 

Like some pursuing Fate ; 
To count each gasp, to cheer each spurt. 

And fill with pride his pate ! 

He goes on Sunday to the church, 

And sits among his pals : 
Receiving homage from each youth, 

And winking at the gals ! 
Makes weak attempts to *' mash " 'em, and 

Criticises their "fal-lals!" 

He sleeps — dreams — hears his trainer's voice 
Telling him when to ** stick it on !" 

Remembers that he'll ride no more 
When the cold earth lays his chest upon ! 

Waking, he checks a deep, loud snore. 
And finds his *'mishes " homeward gone ! 

Training — perspiring — grinding : 

Onward through life he goes — 
Each evening sees a mile begun, 

2m. 50s. sees it close ! 
Something attempted, something done, 

Has gained a broken nose ! 



Experience by thee, my friend : 
Thy chums, they have been taught, 

Hadst thou been doomM nJes to ride 
As reckless fellows ought 

Then had thy Roman nose escaped 
Much evil thou hast wrought ! 

The IVhgeling Annual ioi 1885. 



R. C. Blow. 
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//>//V(Beeton's Annual, 1877) contained along 
parody on ** Evangeline," from which the follow- 
ing lines may be quoted : — 

Mabel, The Made-up. 

This is the Forest of St. John. The murmuring pines and 

the hemlocks. 
Bearded with moss and with lichens, have nothing to do 

with this Forest. 
Here 'stead of pines there are lamp-posts ; and 'stead of the 

hemlocks, post- pillars ; 
And as for the moss and the lichens, there's dust and there's 

slush in their places. 
This is the Forest of St. John — but here are no beasts save 

cab-horses ; 
Birds, though — soiled doves as some call them — roost pretty 

thick in its villas. 
Sooth 'tis a forest, say some, where one may find lots of 

" dearstalking." 
Certainly is it a tract for growing wild oats very famous ! 
Ye who believe in fair beauty, in beauty skin deep and 

enduring. 
Ye who believe in the truth and the genuine charms of a 

woman. 
List to my mournful experience gained not long since in the 

Forest ; 
List to the tale of Miss Mabel, a belle of that north-western 

quarter. 
In the Ranunculus Road, near to the underground station ; 
In a small villa, detached, bounded on all sides by garden ; 
Lived on a competence easy, Mabel, the Ifelle I have 

mentioned. 
Fair as to face and so slim ; flawless, in sooth, was this 

damsel ; 
Rounded her bust in a manner approved of by painters and 

sculptors ; 
Golden her hair as the sunshine that, careless, got tangled 

amongst it ; 
Blue though her eyes as tlie ocean, jet black her brows and 

her lashes ; 
Soft was the bloom on her cheeks as the delicate blush upon 

peaches ; 
Seeing her smile, teeth and lips seemed like pearls set in 

pinkest of coral ; 
Snow in her bosom had melted, despairing to rival its 

whiteness ; 
Taper and lithe were her fingers, each with its pink pearl- 
shell helmet ; 
Lightly had Time run the wheels of his chariot over her 

forehead. 
Never a rut had they made, for the road was like white 

alabaster. 
All this I saw and still more, though I am not a little 

short-sighted, 
When at a morning performance by chance I happened to 

meet her. 



Known lo ihe 

imroduccd mt 

And from tbat 



I was with, hi; in the cnly'ade 
I her XvM became ihe shtinc of a 



I 
I 



Kept 1 my hr^iielu on Mabel, walching her momls and her 

Perfect was each of her poles as that ofa [rainltT's lithe 

E'en when she talked to her friends tlit shape of het lijis 

seemed like potlry ; 
Smiles rippled over her f^cc [ike suniiliine upon broken 



Ifgg-^gg:^ ! 



During the war between the Northern and 
Southern States of America many humorous 
works were published which were intended to 
expose the weaknesses, and abuses, in the policy 
and udministrations of hoth sides in the struggle. 
Amongst these, few were more amusing, or more 
popular than the Orpheus C. Kerr {i.e., office- 
seeker) Papers, and the following chapter is 
quoted, as it contains imitations of the poets 
most papular in the States twenty oddyears ago. 
Under the thin veil of initials the names may 
be traced of H. W. Longfellow. Kdward Everett, 
J. (j. Whitlier, Dr. 0. W. Holmes, R. W. Emerson, 
W. C Bryant, G. ?. Morris, N. P. Willis, T. B. 
Aldwick, and R. H. Stoddari. 

LETTER VIII. 
Till: Kejilctcii "Nauonal Hymns." 

Uashineton, D.C., June 3olh, iS£i. 
iMMrniATELV after niai line iny list to you, I »cured a 
(hort furlough, knd proceeded to Hevs York, to examine 
Into ihe aflniri of that venerable commillee which had 
oflered a priic of 500 dollan for the best National Hymn, 

Astounding and diitractii^ to relate, the commiltcc 
annouacet ilie reception of no lesi than eleven hundred and 
fifty '■ anthems ! " 

And alt theM " nnlhems " are rejected by Ihe venerable 
eummillee '. But must they aJl, therefore, be lust to the 
world ? I hope not, my bay, — i hope not, Having some 
■ei|Uainlince wiih Ihe diacrirainaling rag-merchani to whom 
Ui«y were lamed over ai rejected, I have procured some of 
the best, from which to quote for your ipccial eililicatlon. 
Imprimis, tny boy, observe ihli 

NATIONAL ANTHEM 
Bv H. W. L , OK CsMBRiiMir. 

Back In Ibi years when Phlagdaff, the Dane, 
was monarch 
Over the Kl-tibbcd land of (he fleet-fouted 

Once there went forth young Ur« to g"* ■' 
Ihe heavena — 

L'lM, the nobleat of all I lie Vlkingi and 
horsemen. 




Musing, he sat in his' stirrups and^ viewed the 
hoiizon, 
Where the Aurora lapt sliUS in a North-polar 

Wildly he started — for there in Ihe heavens before 
him ■ 
Fluttered and flew the original Star-Spangled 



s to this : in the first 
secondly, it is a gross 
in war-song of the 



plagiarism fruiti ar 
primeval ages, 
Next, I present a 



Bv T 



NATIONAL ANTHEM 
; Hos. Edward E , of 



BusTO 



Ponderous projectiles, hurled by heavy hands, 

Fe'l on our Liberty's poor Infant head, 
Ere she a stadium had well advanced 

On the great path that lo her greatnesK led ; 
Her temple's pmpylon was shattered ;} 

Yel thanks 10 saving Grace and Washington, 
Her incubus was from her bosom hurled 1 

And, rising like a eloudHiisiiellitig sun, 
She took Ihe oil, with which her hair was curled, 

To grease the " Hub " round which revolves the world. 

This line production is rather heavy for an " anihem," 
and contains too much of Boston to be considered slrictlj 
national. To set such an " anthem " to music would require 
a Wagner ; and even were it really accommodated to a tune^ 
it could only be whistled by the populace. 



NATIONAL ANTHEM 



My native land, thy Puritanic slock 

SiUI finds iis roots tirm-tmund in Ptymuuih Kock, 

And all thy sons unite in one grand w* ' 

To keep the »i " "' " -' ""' 



» of Preserv-ed Fish. 



I'reserv-ed Fish, the Deacon stem and true, 
Told our New England what her sons should do. 
And should they swerve from loyally and right. 
Then the whole land were lost indeed in night, 

The sectional bias of this "anthem " renders it unsuitable 
for use in ihat small margin of the world situated outside of 
New Kngland. Hence ihe above masi be rejected. 
Here we have a very curious 

NATIONAL ANTHEM 
Bv Ha. OuvER Wendell H . 

A dii^nosii of our hist'ry proves 
Our native land a land its native lovei ; 
III birth a deed obstetric wllhout |>eer, 
Its growth A source of wonder far and near. 

Tu love it more Iwliold how foreign shores 
Sink into nothingness beside its stores ; 
Hyde I'ark at best — Ihangh counted ultra-grand, — 
The " Boston Common " of Victoria's land— 

The cummlitec must not be blamed for rejecting the 
above, after reading thus far ; For such an " anihem " could 
only lie mng by a college of surgeons, or a lleacun-streel tea- 

j«i1y. 
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Turn we now to a 

NATIONAL ANTHEM 
By Ralph Waldo E . 

Source immaterial of material naught, 

Focus of light infinitesimal, 
Sum of all things by sleepless Nature wrought, 

Of which abnormal man is decimal. 

Refract, in prism immortal, from thy stars 
To the stars blent incipient on our flag, 

The beam translucent, neutrifying death ; 
And raise to immortality the rag. 

This " anthem " was greatly pn ised by a celebrated 
German scholar ; but the committee felt obliged to reject it 
on account of its too childish simplicity. 

Here we have a 

NATIONAL ANTHEM 

By William Cullen B^— . 

The sun sinks softly to his evening post. 
The sun swells grandly to his morning crown ; 

Yet not a star our flag of Heav'n has lost. 
And not a sunset stripe with him goes down. 

So thrones may fall ; and from the dust of those, 
New thrones may rise, to totter like the last ; 

But still our country's nobler planet glows 
While the eternal stars of Heaven are fast. 



ti 



Upon finding that this did not go well to the air of 
Yankee Doodle," the committee felt justified in declining 
it ; being furthermore prejudiced against it by a suspicion 
that the poet has crowded an advertisement of a paper which 
he edits into the first line. 

Next we quote from a 

NATIONAL ANTHEM 

By Gen. George P. M . 

In the days that tried our fathers 

Many years ago. 
Our fair land achieved her freedom. 

Blood-bought, you know. 
Shall we not defend her ever 

As we'd defend 
That fair maiden, kind and tender, 

Calling us friend ? 

Yes ! Let all the echoes answer. 

From hill and vale ; 
Yes ! Let other nations, hearing, 

Joy in the tale. 
Our Columbia is a lady, 

High -bom and fair ; 
We have sworn allegiance to her — 

Touch her who dare. 

The tone of this "anthem " not being devotional enough 
to suit the committee, it should be printed on an edition of 
linen-cambric handkerchiefs, for ladies especially. 

Observe this 

NATIONAL ANTHEM 

By N. p. W . 

One hue of our flag is taken 
From the cheeks of my blushing Pet, 

And its stars beat time and sparkle 
Like the studs on her chemisette. 



Its blue is the ocean shadow 

That hides in her dreamy eyes ; 
It conquers all men, like her. 

And still for a Union flies. 

Several members of the comn>ittee being pious, it is not 
strange that this " anthem '' has too much of the Anacreon 
spice to suit them. 

We next peruise a 

NATIONAL ANTHEM 

By Thomas Bailey A . 

The little brown squirrel hops in the com. 

The cricket quaintly sings ; 
The emerald pigeon nods his head. 

And the shad in the river springs. 
The dainty sunflower hangs its head 

On the shore of the summer sea ; 
And better far that I were dead. 

If Maud did not love me. 

I love the squirrel that hops in the corn, 

And the cricket that quaintly sings ; 
And the emerald pigeon that nods his head, 

And the shad that gaily springs. 
I love the dainty sunflower too. 

And Maud with her snowy breast ; 
I love them all ; — but I love — I love — 

I love my country best. 

This is certainly very beautiful, and sounds somewhat like 
Tennyson. Though it was rejected by the committee, it 
can never lose its value as a piece of excellent reading for 
children. It is calculated to fill the youthful mind with 
patriotism and natural history, besides touching the youthful 
heart with an emotion palpitating for all. 

Notice the following 

NATIONAL ANTHEM 

By R. H. Stod 

Behold the flag ! Is it not a flag ? 

Deny it, man, if you dare ; 
And midway spread, 'twixt earth and sky. 

It hangs like a written prayer.* 

Would impious hand of foe disturb 

Its memories' holy spell. 
And blight it with a dew of blood ? 

Ha, tr-r-aitor ! ! ' • • It is well. 

And this is the last of the rejected anthems I can quote 
from at present, my boy, though several hundred pounds 
yet remain untouched. 

Yours, questioningly. 

Orphei's C. Kerr. 




Longfellow has borrowed the refrain of ** The 
Old Clock on the Stairs " from a phrase of 
Jacques Bridaine : — 

" L'cternite est une pendule, dont le balancier dit et redit 
sans cesse ces deux mots seulement, dans le silence des 
tombeaux ; * Toujours ! jamais ! Jamais ! toujours !' " 

" And from its station in the hall 
An ancient timepiece says to all, — 

* For ever — never I 

Never — for ever !' 
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* * Half-way up the stairs it stands, 
And points and beckons with its hands 
From its case of massive oak, 
Like a monk, who, under his cloak. 
Crosses himself, and sighs alas i 
With sorrowful voice to all who pass, — 

* For ever — never ! 

Never — for ever !* " 

It is somewhat remarkable that such a poet 
as Charles Beaudelaire, the tone of whose 
writings is generally far removed from that 
of Longfellow, should so often have borrow^ed 
sentiments and ideas from him. Thus in 
** L'Horloge *' he has two verses distinctly 
reminiscent of "The Old Clock":— 

** Horloge ! dieu sinistre, effrayant, impassible, 
Dont le doight nous menace, et nous dit : Souviens-ioi ! 
Les vibrantes Douleurs dans ton coeur, plein d'effroi, 
Se planteront bient6t comme dans une cible. 

» ♦ ♦ » * 

**Trois mille six cents fois par heure, la seconde 
ChUchote ** SoiiviefU'toi "' — Rapide avec sa voix 
D'insecte, maintenant dit : Je suis autrefois, 
Et j'ai pcmpe ta vie avec ma trompe immonde !" 

Another poem in **Les Fleurs du Mai" 
contains not only two verses appropriated 
from ** A Psalm ot Life," but curiouslv weaves 
in with them a verse from Gray's ** Elegy in a 
Country Church-yard.*' 'J'his piece of patchwork 
is entitled — 

Le Guignon. 

Pour soulever un poids si lourd, 
Sisyphe, il faudrait ton courage ! 
Bien qu'on ait du coeur a I'ouvrage, 
L'Art est long, et le Temps est court. 

Loin des sepultures c^l^bres. 
Vers un cimeti^re isole, 
Mon coeur, comme un tambour voile, 
Va battant des marches funebres. 



— Maint joyau dort enseveli 
Dans les tenebres et Toubli, 

Bien loin des pioches et des sondes ; 

— Maint fleur ^panche \ regret 
Son parfum doux comme un secret 
Dans les solitudes profondes. * 

Beaudelaire himself admits that ** Le Calumet 
de Paix " is an imitation of Longfellow^ it is, in 
fact, a translation of The Peace- Pipe in **The 
Song of Hiawatha," and opens thus : — 

"Or Gitche Manito, le Maitre de la Vie, 
Le Puissant, descendit dans la verte prairie, 
Dans I'immense prairie aux coteaux montueux ; 
£t 1^, sur les rocners de la Rouge Carri^re, 
Dominant tout Tespace et baign^ de lumi^re, 
II se tenait debout, vaste et majestueux.'* 

The spirit of the original poem is fairly well 
rendered throughout, but the exigencies of 
Fiench rhyme do not admit the versification 
of " Hiawatha." Whilst on the topic of para- 
phrases, it might be asked whether Longfellow 
did not borrow his line — 

**Tell me not in mournful numbers," 
from 

** Singet nicht in Trauertonen," 
in Goethe's Wilhelm MeisierT 

It should have been mentioned that the 
parody quoted on page 88, Part VL, entitled 
** The Close of the Season," originally appeared 
in Punch, August 8, i868, under the title, 
" Flight," also, that a political parody of " The 
Bridge " was contained in Punch, ]u\y 8, 1865. 



Full many a gem of purest ray serene 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear ; 

Full many a flow'r is bom to blu»h unseen, 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 
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IEIRD, thrilling, and mysterious as 
are the poems and novels of this 
unfortunate man of genius, nothing 
that he ever wrote could call up 
the emotions of pity and regret 
more powerfully than the melancholy slory of 
his own wayward career, and his sad and early 
death. 

Much has recently been written about Poe, 
and no difficulty can be found in learning all 
that is known, with any certainty, of his singular 
career; but an impenetrable veil of mystery still 
obscures the record of several years of his life, 
in spite of all the research of his numerous 
biographers. 

The name of Mr. John H. Ingram has long 
been associated with these investigations, and 
his pen has supplied biographical, and critical 
essays, to all the best modern editions of his 
works. Many of the following parodies are 
copied from the large collection formed by Mr. 
Ingram, and especial mention must here be made 
of the curious so-called "Spiritual Poems," sup- 
posed to have been written by the shade of Poe, 
which will be referred to later on, 

Edgar Allan Poe was born in Boston, United 
States, on January 19, 1809. His parents, who 
were actors, died leaving him an orphan at an 
early age; he was adopted by a wealthy child- 
less couple, of the name of Allan, by whom he 
was brought to England in 1816, and placed in 
a school at Stoke Newington. In i8ii he 
returned to the United States, and spent some 
years in desultory study and romantic rambles 
abroad, of which very little, that is reliable, is 
known. 

At length his friends obtained a nomination 
for him to the West Point Military Academy, 
to which institution he was admitted as a cadet 
on July I, 1830. But Poe soon took a disliketo 
a military career, and wilfully set the authorities 
at defiance, so that they had no ojHion but to 
expel him. Having thus cast away all chance 
of an honourable career In the United States 
army, Poe returned to Richmond, to the house 
of his only friend and protector, Mr, Allan. 
But that gentleman, incensed at his conduct, 
would not receive him, and Poe was thus 
thrown penniless on the world. 



He had already published a few poems, and 
now adopted the precarious profession of 
journalism, at which he laboured hard for 
several years, and then, with no settled income. 
still almost unknown, and with few prospects of 
an encouraging character, he was rash enough 
to marry his cousin, a girl but a little over 
fourteen years of age. This was in May, 1836 ; 
after a few years of struggling poverty and 
anxiety, his young wife broke a blood-vessel, 
and although she lingered on several years, it 
was as a doomed invalid, whose death was 
almost daily expected, 

Poe was much attached to his wife, and 
having a highly strong sensitive nature, the 
grief and anxiety about her, unfitted him at 
times for all menial labour. On such occasions 
Poe had recourse to drink, thus adding new 
sorrow and fresh misery to his already darkened 
home. Vet, during this melancholy period of 
his life, Poe produced many of his wonderful 
tales of the imagination, and was maturing his 
finest poems. 

His wife died early in 1846, and Poe, for a 
time, led a retired and solitary life ; then he 
resumed his newspaper work, and his practice 
of lecturing on poetry and kindred topics, He 
was now fast making his way to a good position, 
his fame as a poet was rapidly spreading, his 
lecture engagements were remunerative, and it 
was rumoured that he was about to marry a 
wealthy widow. 

With ordinary steadiness and application, a 
brilliant future awaited him, but his craving for 1 

drink proved fatal, although he struggled against 1 

it BO far as to take the pledge of total abstinence. I 

He started to visit New York, on business, and 
reached Baltimore on October 3, 1849, where it 
is supposed that he took some drugged whiskey, 
as he was found helpless in the streets. He 
was conveyed to the Washington University 
Hospital, where he died on the 7th of October, 
1849- 

Of his Poems, those which are the best known, 
and the most generally ad mired, are amongst the 
latest he produced. Thus, " The Raven," which 
obtained a great and immediate success, was 
not published until early in 1845; " Eulalie," in 
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August, 1845 ; " Ulalume," most musical, moat 
melancholy of poems, appropriately appeared 
soon after his wife's death. 

"To my Mother" was addressed to his 
molher-in-law, and best friend, Mrs. Clemm, 
in 1849; "Eldorado" and "For Annie " came 
out in the same year; whilst the two very cele- 
brated poems, "Annabel Lee " and " The Bells "' 
were not published until after their author's 
death. 

All hii poems have a melancholy tinge, and, 
unlike most modern American authors, Poe 
seems almost destitute of humour. 

"The Raven" is at once the most charac- 
teristic and the most popular of his poems; it 
is also that which is most frequently selected 
for parody, or imitation, Many authors have also 
adopted the metre for serious poems, such as 
"The (iazelle" and "The Dove." Poe wrote 
an ingenious and amusing account of the origin 
and growth of "The Raven." The article is 
much too long, and too discursive, to give in 
full; but the following extracts contain its most 
important passages : — 
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Holding in view Ihne consideiationa, as well as that 
d^ce of cicitement which 1 deemed nol above the popular, 
while nol below ihe eiilicil tosie, I tcachet! al once what I 
conceived Ihe proper kiiglh for my intended poem — a 
length of about one hundred lines. Ii U, in fact, a hundred 
*nJ ei^bt. 

■ thought concerned the i 
1 be cunvejed : and hen 
thai, ibroughoul the construction, I kept ilradilyii 
design of tendering the work iiHivtrsally appreciable. I 
thould be cartied too far out of my immediate topic were 1 
to demonstrate a point upon which I have repeatedly insisted, 
and which, with the poetical, stands not in the slightest need 
of demonstration ~lhc point, I mean that Beauty is the sole 
legitimate province of the Poem. 

Regarding, then, Beauty as my province, my next question 
referred 10 the lout of ilt highest manifeslation — and all 
eipeiienoe hat shown that this tone is one of sadntsi. 
Beauty of whatever kind, in its supreme development, 
invaiiably excilei the scniitiTe soul to tears. Metoncholy ii 
ihiu the most Intimate of all the poetical tones. 

These poinu beinfj wttled, I ncul bethought me of the 
naltiri at my refrain. Since its applicatiuo was to be 
repealedly varied, il wa« clear thai the rtfrain it*elf must 
be biief, for there would have been an Jiuurmonntahle 
difiicuJly in frequent variations of application in any sentence 
of length. In proportion to the brevity of ihe lenience, 
would, of caurM, be the facility uf the variation. This let! 

e at once to a tingle wutd as the best rtfrmtt. 

The question now arose u 10 the fAarji'/f r of the word. 
Having made up my mind to a rtfrain, the division of the 
-jfjem into itanui was, of course, a coruUair ; the rtfrain 
lorming the cIum Io each stania. That luch a close. 
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r as the most producible 1 

The sound of the rtfrain being thus determined, it became 
necessary to select a word embodying this sound, and at the 
same time in the fulleEl possible keeping with that melan- 
choly which I had pre-determined us the lone of the poem. 
In such a search it would have been absolutely impossible 10 
overlook the word "Nevermore." In foci, it was the very 
lirst which presented itself. 

The next disidtraltim was a pretext for the continuous use 
of the one word "Nevermore. In observing the difficulty 
which I at once found in inventing a sufficiently plausible 
reason for its continuous repetition, I did nol fail to perceive 
that this difHcully arose solely from the pre-assumplinn that 
the word was to be so continuously or monotonously spoken 
by a human being — I did not fail to perceive, in short, ibat 
the difficulty lay in the reconciliation of this monotony with 
Ihe exercise of reason on the part of the creature repeating 
the word. Here, then, immediately arose the idea of a 
noH - reasoning creature capable ol speech ; and, very 
naturally, a parrot, io the first instance, suggested itself, 
but was superseded forthwith by a Raven, is equally 
capable of speech, and inhnilety more in keeping with the 
intended lont. 

1 had now gone so far as the conception of a Raven — the 
bird of ill oraen^monolonously rcpeaiiug Ihe one word, 
" Nevermore," at the conclusion of each stania, in a poeni 
of melancholy tone, and in length about one hundred lines. 
Now, never losing sight of the object suprtminiss, or per- 
fection, at all points, I asked myself — " U( all melanclioly 
topics, what, according to the universal undErstanding of 
mankind, is the "ii>.t/ melancholy?" Death — was the obvious 
reply. "And when," I said, "is this most melancholy of 
topics most poelii^al ?" From what I have already explained 
al some length, the answer here also is obvions— " When it 
most closely allies itself to Biauty : the death, then, of a 
beautiful woman is, unquestionably, the most poetical topic 
in the world— and equally is il beyond doubt thai the lips 
best luilcd for such topic are those of a bereaved lover. " 

I had now Io combine the two ideas, of a lover lamenting 
his deceased mistress and a Raven continuously repeating 
the word, " Nevermore." I had to combine these, bearing 
in mind my design of varying, at every turn, the applifatieti 
of the word repeated ; but the only intelligible mode of such 
combination is that of imagining the Raven employing the 
word in answer to the queries of the lover. And here it 
was ihal I saw at once the opportunity afforded for the eHect 
on which I hod been de[iending— that i* to say, the effect of 
the varialion ef afflicalioH. 1 saw that I could make ihe 
first query propounded by the lover — the first query to which 
the Raven should reply " Nevermore " that 1 could make 
this first query a commonplace one^the second leas so— the 
third still less, and so on— until at length the lover, slarlled 
from his original mmchalanu by the melancholy character of 
ihe word itself^by its frequeni repetition — and by a corui> 
deration of Ihe ominous reputation of the fowl that ultered 
it— is at length excited to superstition, and wildly propounds 
queries of a far different character— queries whose solution be 
has passionately at heart- propounds them half in tupenli- 
tion, and half m that species of despair which detlgbts ia 
self. torture— propounds tbein not altogether because he 
believes in the prophetic or demoniac character of the bird 
[which, reason assures him, is merely repeating a lesnn 
learned by rote) but because he experiences a frenzied 
pleasure in so modelling his questions a* to receive from tfa* 
ttftiled " Nevermore the mosl delicious because the moat 
intolerable of sorrow. Perceiving the opportunity ihm 
afforded me— or, more strictly, thus forced upon me in tb« 
progress of the construction I first established in mind Ilw 
climax, or concluding. query— that query to which " Ncvwi 
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more " should be in the last place an answer — that query in 
reply to which this word ** Nevermore *' should involve the 
utmost conceivable amount of sorrow and despair. 

Here, then, the poem may be said to have its beginning — 
at the end, where all works of art should b^n — for it was 
here, at this point of my preconsiderations, that I first put 
pen to paper m the composition of the stanza :^ 

"Prophet," said I, ** thing of evil I prophet still if bird or 

devU ! 
By that heaven that bends above us — by the God we both 

adore, 
Tell this soul with sorrow laden, if within the distant 

Aidenn, 
It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name 

Lenore — 
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name 

Lenore." 

Quoth the raven, ** Nevermore,' 
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The Raven. 

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and 

weary. 
Over many a auaint and curious volume of forgotten lore, — 
While I nodaed, nearly napping, suddenly there came a 

tapping, 
As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber 

door. 
** 'Tis some visitor," I muttered, ** tapping at my chamber 

door, — 

Only this, and nothing more.^ 

Ah, distinctly I remember, it was in the bleak December, 
And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the 

floor. 
Eagerly I wished the morrow ;^vainly I had sought to 

borrow 
From my books surcease of sorrow, — sorrow for the lost 

Lenore, — 
For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name 

Lenore, — 

Nameless here for evermore. 

And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple 

curtain 
Thrilled me— filled me with fantastic terrors never felt 

before ; 
So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood 

repeating 
"'Tis some vbitor entreating entrance at my diamber 

door,^ 
Some late vbitor entreating entrance at my chamber door ; 

This it is, and nothing more." 

Presently my soul grew stronger ; hesitating then no longer : 
•*Sir," said I, **or, madam, truly your forgiveness I 

implore ; 
But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came 

rapping. 
And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber 

door, 
That I scarce was sure I heard you,*' — ^here I opened wide 

the door ; 

Darkness there, and nothing more. 

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there, 

wondering, fearing. 
Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortals ever dared to dream 

before; 



But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no 

token. 
And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, 

" Lenore 1 " 
This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, 

** Lenore I" 

Merely this, and nothing more. 

Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me 

burning. 
Soon again I heard a tapping, something louder than before. 
** Surely," said I, " surely that is something at my window 

lattice ; 
Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore, — 
Let my heart be still a moment, and this mystery explore ;— 

1" is the wind, and nothing more." 

Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and 

flutter. 
In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore. 
Not the least obeisance made he ; not a minute stopped or 

stayed he ; 
But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber 

door, — 
Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door, — 

Perched, and sat, and nothing more. 

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling. 
By the grave and stem decorum of the countenance it wore, 
"Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou," I said, 

" art sure no craven. 
Ghastly, grim, and ancient Raven, wandering from the, 

nightly shore. 
Tell me what thy lordly name is on the night's Plutonian 

shore I " 

Quoth the Raven, " Nevermore." 

Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so 

plainly. 
Though its answer little meaning, little relevancy bore ; 



For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being 
~ lessed \ 

door, — 



Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber 



Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber 
door, — 

With such name as " Nevermore." 

But the Raven, sitting lonely on that placid bust, spoke only 
That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did 

outpour. 
Nothing forther then he uttered; not a feather then he 

fluttered ; 
Till I scarcely more than muttered "Other friends have 

flown before ; 
On the morrow A€ will leave me, as my hopes have flown 

before." 

Th«i the bird said, " Nevermore." 

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, 
"Doubtless," said I, "what it utters is its only stock and 

store, 
Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster 
Followed fast, and followed faster, till his songs one burden 

bore, — 
Till the dirges of his hope that melancholy burden bore 

Of * Never — nevermore.* " 

But the Raven still beguiling all my sad soul into smiling, 
Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in "front of bird, and 

bust, and door ; 
Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking 
Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore 
What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird 

of yore 

Meant in croaking " Nevermore." 
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This and m< 

lectin! ng 
On Ihe cushion's velvet li 
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diviping, wUh my head at cose 

that the lamp-l^ht gloated 

But whose velvet violet lining with the lamp'light gloating 

Sit sh:iit press, ah '. nevermore I 
Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed [torn an 

Swung by seraphim whose faot-fillG tinkled on the tufted 

"Wretch!" 1 cried, " Ihy God halh lent thee— by these 

an^ls he bath sent thee 
Respite— tcipite and nepenthe from thy memories ol Lenore ! 
Qoaff, O uuaff this kind nepeathe, and forget Ihli lost 

Quoth the Raven, " Nevermore." 
" Prophet 1 " jaid I, " thing of evil ! — prophet still, if bird 

whether tempest tossed thee here 

Desolate, yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted — 
On this home by Horror hauntefl — tel! me Irulyi I implore, 
Is there— M there lalm in Gilead?— tell me— tell rae, t 

Quolh the Raven, "Nevermore." 

sai 

■evil I 
By that heaven that bendi above us- by that God we both 

Tell this loul with sorrow laden, if, within the distant 

Aldenn, 
It shall clup a. sainted maiden whom the angels name 

CUip a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name 

Quoth the Raven, " Nevermore." 
"Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend !" 1 
shiiebed, upstarting, 
'Get thee back into the tempest and the night's Plutonian 

u black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath 



Whether tempter si 

ash or 









Take thy bcnk from out my heart, and take thy form from 
off my dour ! " 

Quoth the Raven, " Nevermore," 
. And the lUien, never flitting, still is sitting, ititl is sitting 
I On the pallid bust of ?atlas, just above my chamber door ; 
I AikI his eyes lutve all Ihe seeming of a demon's that is 
[ d learning, 
„ Ami Ihe lam|>>light o'er him streaming throws his shadow 

from out that shadow that lies floating on Ihe 



At ihc tiine when Poe produced "The Raven" 

he was editor of "The Broadway Journal,'' 

■ pHtritshed in New York. The first number 

1 Jantiary 4, 1845, and in the number 



for April 16, 1845, Poe inserted the following 
editorial note, which shows that he was not 
averse to a parody of even his own most grave 
and solemn poem ; — 

A Gentle Puff. 
"If we copied into our Journal all the complimenlary 
notices that are bestowed upon us, it would contain 
hardly anything besides ; the following done into poetry 
is probably the only one of the kind thai we shall 
receive, and we extract it from our neighbour, the 
New World, for the sake of its uniqueness.' 



Then' with step sedate and si 

him lately. 
Came a bold and daring w, 



.tely, as if thrones had borne 
lior up the distant echwng 

THE 



As he passed the Courier's Colonel, then I 

Bkoadwav Journal, 
In a character supernal, on his gallant front he bore. 
And with stately step and solemn marched he proudly 

through Ihe door, 

As if he pondered, evermore. 

With his keen sardonic smiling, every other care beguiling. 
Right and left he bravely wielded a double-edged and broad 

claymore. 
And with gallant presence dashing, 'mid his confreres sloutJy 

clashing. 
He unpityiogly went slashing, as he keenly scanned them 

And with eye and mien undaunted, such a gallaol presence 
bore. 

As might awe them, t 



heeding, with his foes around him 

ne, his course he kept upon that 



Neither rank ne 

bleeding. 
Sternly, singly 

While the countless foes attacking, neither strength nor 

valor lacking. 
On his goodly armor backing, wrought no change his visage 

As with high and honest aim, he still his falchiuo proutUj 

Resisting ei 



C. C Cooke, a young Virginian poet, who 
died at a very early age, also wrote " The 
Gazelle," a poem of which Poe said " .\lthough 
professedly an imitation, has a very great deal 
of orij^inal power." 

This was headed : — 

" The following, from our new-found boy poet 
of fifteen years of age, shows a most happy 
faculty of imitation " : — 

The Gazelle. 

(A/Ur fAi mattHir »f Pet's " KavtH.") 

Far from friends and kindred wandering, in my sick iumI 

sad soul pondering. 
Of the changing chimes that float, from Old Tinie't evcf 

■winging bell. 
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While I lingered on the mountain, while I knelt me bf the 

fountain, 
By the clear and crystal fountain, trickling through the 

quiet dell ; 
Suddenly I heard a whisper, but from whence I could not 

tell, 

Merely whispering, **Fare thee well." 

From my grassy seat uprising, dimly in my soul surmising, 

Whence £at voice so gently murmuring, like a faintly 
sounded knell. 

Nought I saw while gazing round me, while that voice so 
spell-like bound me. 

While that voice so spell-like bound me — searching in that 
tranquil dell, 

Like hushed hjrmn of holy hermit, heard from his dimly- 
lighted cell, 

Merely whispering, ** Fare thee well I " 

Then I stooped once more, and drinking, heard onc^ more 

the silvery tinkling;. 
Of that dim mjrstenous utterance, like some fairy harp of 

shell- 
Struck by hand of woodland fairy, from her shadowy home 

and airy, 
In the purple clouds and airy, floating o'er that mjrstic dell, 
And from my sick soul its music seemed all evil to expel. 

Merely whispering, ** Fare thee well '. " 

Then my book at once down flinging, from my reverie up 

springing, 
Searched I through the forest, striving my vain terror to 

dispel. 
All things to my search subjecting, not a bush or tree 

neglecting. 
When behind a rock projecting, saw I there a white gazelle. 
And that soft and silvery murmur, in my ear so slowly fell. 

Merely whispering, ** Fare thee well ! " 

From its eye so mildly beaming, down its cheek a tear was 

streaming, 
As though in its gentle bosom dwelt some grief it could not 

quell, 
Still those words articulating, still that sentence ever prating, 
And my bosom agitating as upon my ear it fell. 
That most strange, unearthly murmur, acting as a' potent 

spell. 

Merely uttering, ** Fare thee well I " 

Then I turned, about departing, when she from her covert 

starting. 
Stood before me while her bosom seemed with agony to 

swell, 
And her eye so mildly beaming, to my aching spirit seeming. 
To my wildered spirit seeming, like the eye of Isabel. 
But, oh ! that which followed after — ^listen while the tale I 

tell— 

Of that snow-white, sweet gazelle. 

With her dark eye backward turning, as if some mysterious 

yearning 
In her soul to me was moving, which she could not thence 

expel. 
Through the tangled thicket flying, while I followed panting, 

sighing. 
All my soul within me dying, faintly on my hearing fell, 
Echoing mid the rocks and mountains rising round that fairy 

dell. 

Fare thee, fare thee, fare thee well ! 

Now at length she paused and laid her, underneath an 

ancient cedar, 
When the shadowy shades of silence, from the day departing 

fell, 



And I saw that she was lying, trembling, fainting, weeping, 

dying, 
And I could not keep from sighing, nor from my sick soul 

expel 
The memory that those dark eyes raised — of my long lost 

Isabel. 

IVhy, I could not, could not tell. 

Then I heard that silvery singing, still upon my ear 'tis 

ringing, 
And where once beneath that cedar, knelt my soft-eyed 

sweet gazelle. 
Saw I there a seraph glowing, with her golden tresses 

flowing. 
On the perfumed zephyrs blowing, from Eolus' mystic cell 
Saw I in that seraph's beauty, semblance of my Isabel, 

Gently whispering, * Fare thee well ! * " 

" Glorious one," I cried, upspringing, ** art thou joyful tidings 

bringing, 
From the land of shadowy visions, spirit of my Isabel ? 
Shall thy coming leave no token? Shall there no sweet 

word be spoken ? 
Shall thy silence be unbroken, in this ever blessed dell ? 
Whilst thou nothing, nothing utter, but that fatal, 'Fare 

thee well ! ' " 

Slill it answered, * Fare thee well !' " 

** Speak ! oh, speak to me bright being ! I am blest thy form 

in seeing. 
But shall no sweet whisper tell me, — tell me that thou 

lovest still ? 
Shall I pass from earth to heaven, without sign or token 

given. 
With no whispered token given— that thou still dost love 

me well ? 
Give it, give it now, I pray thee —here within this blessel 

dell. 

Still that hated * Fare thee well.'" 

Not another word expressing, but her lip in silence pressing. 
With the vermeil-tinted finger seeminj silence to compel. 
And while yet in anguish gazing, and my weeping eyes 

upraising. 
To the shadowy, silent seraph, semblance of my Isabel, 
Slow she faded, till there stood there, once again the white 

gazelle, 

Faintly whispering, " Fare thee well ! " 

C. 
Evening Mirror, New York, April 29, 1845. 



The W^hippoorwill. 

« * « » » 

In the wilderness benighted, lo ! at last my guide alighted 
On a lowly little cedar that o'erspread a running rill ; 
Still his cry of grief he uttered, and around me wildly 

fluttered. 
Whilst unconsciously I muttered, filled with boundless 

wonder slill ; 
** Wherefore dost thou so implore me, piteously implore me 

still ? 

Tell me, tell me, Whippoorwill ! 

Soon beneath him, as he hovered, by the starlight I dis- 
covered 

That his gentle mate was lying on the dead leaves, dead 
and still : — 



I 

I 

I 



"Then," snid I, 
Hitting o'ef me, 
[ Flilline lo and fro before me, to avert some ieatful ill ; — 
I With prnpbelic instinct surely, he entreated huioan skill 
To save the dying WhippoorwiU." 



O'er the lifeless bird then kneeling, all his grier within me 

And ray sou] within me moving all its longing to fulfil, 

On her velvet wing 1 laid her, in a grave my bands had 

made her. 
Underneath Ibe htile cedar, and beiide the running riti ; — 
Odorous leaves her shroud and pillow, and her dirge the 

running rill — 

Buried I tbe Whippoorwill. 

Evening Mirrtr, New york. May 30, 1S45. 

I'his somewhat dull imitation consists of 
twenty-four verses in all, the extracts siifliciently 
indicate its style. The numerous parodies to 
be found in the American papers as early as 
1845 attest how rapidly "The Raven " had 
acquired popularity. 



The following clever parody appeared origin- 
ally in " Cruikshank's Comic Almanac " for 
185J, but it was reproduced in "The Piccadilly 
Annual," published in 1870 by John Camden 
Holten. The parody was written by Robert 
llrough, and was most humorously illustrated 
by H. G. Hinc:— 

THE VULTURE: 
An Ornithological Sti'dy. 
{Afltr Iht lalt Edgar A. PM.) 
The Vulture is the moit cruel. Headly, and voracious of 



to be ihaken off 
whilst the humblest pickings remain. He is usually lo be 
found in an indifferent sUtc of feather.— AVw TrmslMwn »} 

Once upon n midnight chilling, as I held my feel unwilling 
O'er a (ub of scalding water, ai a heal of ninely-four ; 
Nervously a toe in dipping, dripping, slipping, then out- 

akipping. 
Suddenly there came a ripping, whipping, at my chambers 

'Tit ihe second floor," I multei'd, "flipping at my 

■el" 

Ah ! didioctl^ I remember, it was in the chill November, 
And ouh cuticle ami memtier was with iulluenta sore - 
Fall'iingly I ^tlri'il the itruel, steaming, creaming o er the 



b« 

L 



And I recollect a certain draught that fann'd Ihe vrindow 

Chilt'd me, fill'd me with th« horror of two steps iLcross the 

floor, 
And, besides, I'd got my feet in, and a most refreihiag 

beat in. 

othedoo 



t lo burst ihc 



" that snd s( 



lelhing c 



To myself I sat repeating — 
Rise to let the ruffian in 

I'll be 

Presently the n 
"Really, Mist 

implore. 
Such an observation letting slip, but when a man's just 

getting 
Into bed, you come upsetting nerves and posts of chambers 

Making such a row, forgetting "—Spoke a voice beyond the 

" 'Tisn't Johnson "^nothing more \ 

I clammy bathed me, and I ullered 



. perspi 



Quick s , 

■ ' Dammy 1 

(Observation wrested from me, like the one 1 made before) 
Back upon the cushions sinking, hopelessly my eyes, like 

winking. 
On some stoat for private drinking, ranged in rows upon the 

Fix'd— and on an oyster barrel (full) beside ihem on the 

Look'd and groan 'd, and nothing more. 

Open then was flung the portal, and in slepp'd a hated 

mortnl. 
By the modems call'd a VULTURE (known as Spo'tgi In 

days of yore). 
Well I knew his reputation \ cause of all my agitation — 
Scarce a nod of salutation changed, he pounced upon the 

Coolly lifted up the oysters and some stout from off the 

Help'd himself, and took some more t 

Then this hungry bcait untiring fix'd his gaie with fond 

admiring 
On a piece of cold boil'd beef, I meant to last a week or 

Quick he set to work devouring— plates, in quick si 

scouring— 
Stout with every mouthful show'ring — made it 

If he quite enjoy'd his supper, as 1 watch'd the liquid pout ; 
Said tbe Vulture " Never more." 






Much disgusted at ibe spatii 



Xamclcu hcic for 



^<uttm by this brute 

Excavated in the beef— (he'd eaten quite enough for foar) — 
Still, 1 felt relief surprising when at length I saw hint 

That he meant to go surmising, said I, glancing at the 

" Ooing ? well, 1 wont detain you— mind the slain and tliiu 

Ihe door " 

" Leave you, Tomkins 1 — never more." 

Startled by an answer dropping hints that he inlrndcil 

stopiiing 
All hii life — I knew him equal lo ii if be liked, or more — 
Half Id dismal osraett, half in joke, with an attempt at 

laughing, 



J 
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I remarked that he was chaffing, and demanded of the bore, 
Ask'd what this disgusting, nasty^ greedy, vile, intrusive 
bore 

Meant in croaking " Never more ?** 

But the Valtare not replying, took my bunch of keys, and 

trying 
Sev'ra), found at length the one to fit my private cupboard 

door ; 
Took the gin out, fiU'd the kettle ; and with a sangfroid to 

nettle 
Any saint, began to settle calmly down the grate before. 
Really as he meant departing at the date I named before, 

Of never, never more ! 

Then I sat engaged in guessing what this circumstance 

distressing 
Would be likely to result in, for I knew that long before 
Once (it served me right for drinking) I had told him that if 

sinking 
In the world, my fortunes linking to his own, he'd find my 

door 
Always open to receive him, and it struck me now that door 

He would pass, p'raps never more ! 

Suddenly the air was clouded, all the furniture enshrouded 
With the smoke of vile tobacco— this was worse than all 

before ; 
*' Smith !" I cried (in not offensive tones, it might have been 

expensive* 
For he knew the art defen<iive, and could costermongers 

floor) ; 
" Recollect it's after midnight, are you going ? —mind the 

floor." 

Quoth the Vulture, ** Never more I' 



i») 



*' Smith !" I cried (the gin was going, down his throat in 

rivers flowing), 
'* If you want a bed, you know there's quite a nice hotel 

next door, 
Very cheap. I'm ill — and, joking set apart, your horrid 

smoking 
Irritates my cough to choking. Having mentioned it before. 
Really, you should not compel one — Will you mizzle^as 

before ?" 

Quoth the Vulture, "Never more !** 

"Smith !" I cried, "that joke repeating merits little better 

treating 
For you than a condemnation as a nuisance and a bore. 
Drop it, pray, it isn*t funny ; I've to mix some rum and 

honey — 
If you want a little money, take some and be off next door ; 
Run a bill up for me if you like, but do be off next door." 

Quoth the Vulture, " Never more !" 

** Smiih !" I shrieked — the accent humbler dropping, as 

another tumbler 
I beheld him mix, ** be off ! you drive me mad— it's striking 

four. 
Leave the house and something in it ; if you go on at 

the gin, it 
Wont hold out another minute. Leave the house and shut 

the door — 
Take your beak from out my gin^ and take your body through 

the door /" 

Quoth the Vulture, " Never more !" 

And the Vulture never flitting — still is sitting, still is sitting. 
Gulping down my stout by gallons, and my ojrsters b^ the 
score : 



And the beast, with no more breeding than a heathea 

savage feeding. 
The new carpet^ tints unheeding, throws his shells npon the 

floor. 
And his smoke from out my curtains, and his stains from out 

my floor. 

Shall be sifled never more I 



The Tankard. 

Sitting in my lonely chamber, in this dreary, dark 

December, 
Gazing on the whitening ashes of my fastly-fading fire, 
Pond'ring o'er my misspent chances with that grief which 

time enhances — 
Misdirected application, wanting aims and objects higher, — 

Aims to which I should aspire. 

As I sat thus wond'ring, thinking, fancy unto fancy linking. 
In the half-expiring embers many a scene and form I traced — 
Many a by-gone scene of gladness, yielding now but care and 

sadness, — 
Many a form once fondly cherished, now by misery's hand 

effaced, — 

Forms which Venus' self had graced. 

Suddenly, my system shocking, at my door there came a 

knocking, 
Loud and furious, — such a rat-tat never had I heard before ; 
Through the keyhole I stood peeping, heart into my mouth 

upleaping, 
Till at length, my teeth unclenching, faintly said I 

"What a bore !^ 
Gently, calmly, teeth unclenching, faintly said I, " What a 

bore ! " 

Said the echo, " Pay your score ! " 

At this solemn warning trembling, some short time I stood 

dissembling, 
Till again the iron knocker beat its summons 'gainst the 

door. 
Then, the oak wide open throwing, stood I on the threshold 

bowing — 
Bows such as, save motley tumbler, mortal never bowed 

before, 
Bows which even Mr. Flexmore never yet had tried before. 

Said the echo, * ' Pay your score ! " 

Grasping then the light, upstanding, looked I round the 

dreary landing, "^ 

Looked at every wall, the ceiling, looked upon the very 

floor ; 
Nought I saw there but a Tankard, from the which that 

night I'd drank hard, — 
Drank as drank our good forefathers in the merry dajrs of 

yore. 
In the comer stood the Tankard, where it oft had stood 

before. 

Stood and muttered, " Pay your score ! " 
Much I marvelled at this pewter, surely ne er in past or 

future 
Has been, will be, such a wonder, such a Tankard learned 

in lore ? 
Gazing at it more intensely, stared I more and more 

immensely 
When it added, " Come old boy, you've many a promise 

made before. 
False they were as John O'Connell's who would * die upon 

the floor.' 

Now for once —come, pay your score \ " 



From my placid temper starling, and upon the Tankard 

darting 
With one furious hurl I flung it down beTore the porter's 

But as I my oak was locking, heard I then the self-sanic 

knocking, 
And on looking out 1 saw the Tankard silting as before,^ 
Sitting, squatting in the selfsame corner as it sal before, — 
Silling, crying, " Pay yout score ! " 

And the Tankard, never flitting, still is sitting, itiU Is sitting 
In Ihe very self-same corner where it sat in days of yore ; 
And its pewter still b shining, and il boars the frothy lining, 
Which the night when (irst Idrained its cooling beverage it 

But my mouth that frothy lining never, never tasted more, 
Since it milttereil, " Pay your score 1 " 
Edmund H. Vates. 
Mink and MUrt, ii%%. 



The Parkot, 
By Edgarilo Paoh. 

Oncb, as through the streets I wandered, and o'er many a 

lancy pondered, 
Many a Sincy qualm and curious, which had filled my mind 

Suddenly my footsteps stumblcil, and against a man 1 

luinlited, 
Who, beneath a sailor's jacket, something large and heavy 

■' Beg yonr pardon, sit ! " I muttered, as I rose u|i, hurl and 

But the sailor only swore. 
Vcied al this, my soul grew stronger : hesitating then no 
"Sir, said I, "now really, truly, your fo^veness I 
But, in fact, my sense was napping " then the sailor 



Answered he. " Come, hold your jow ! 

" May my limbers now l« shivcreil — " oh, al this my |KKir 

heart (juivcred, — 
" If you don't li«ii any parson that t ever met before I 
You've nut huil mc ; stow your prosing " — then his huge 

peacoat uncluting, 
Siraighl he ihoweirihe heavy parcel, which beneath his arm 






Which ai 






Much 1 marvelled at this parrot, green as grass and red as 

Which, with fluency and ease, was uttering sentences a score ; 
And it {deasei! me su imniemely, and I like<l it so intensely. 
That t bid for it at once ; and when 1 showed of gold my 






ind h: 



Intlanlly the sailor suki It ; 



Prvuiln was I of ihU bargain, e'en than patriolic Dargan, 
When his Sovereign, (^necn Vicloria, ctoued the ihicdiolil 

Surely 1 hajl gone dcmcnted—iurcly 1 bad soic repented, 



Had I known the dreadful misery which for me Fate bad ii 
Known the fearfii 1, awful misery which for me Fate had ii 



Scarcely to mv friends I'd shown it, when (my mother'a 

dreadful groan !— it 
Haunts me even now !) the parrot from his perch began to 

Forth the moat tremendous speeches, such as Mr. Ainsworth 

Us were uttered bjr highway men and rapparees of vote 1 — 
By the wicked, furious, tearing, ridinc rapparees of yore ; 



his mind — It w 



And my father, straight uprising, 

surprising. 
That this favourite son, who'd nei 

Should have brought a horrid, screaming — nay, e'en woise 

than that — blaspheming 
Bird within that pure home circle— bird well leatDcd in 

wicked lure I 
While he spake, the parrot, doubtless thinking it a horrid 

Cried out " Cuckoo I " barked, and swore. 
And since then what it has cost me, — all Ihe wealth and 

friends it's lost me, 
All the trouble, care, and sorrow, cankering my bosom's 

Can't be mentioneil in these verses ; till, at length, my 

heartfelt curses 
Gave I to this crael parrot, who quite coolly scanned me 

Wicked, wretched, cruel patrol, who quite coolly scanned 

Laughed, drew several corks, and swore. 
" Parrot ! " said I, " bird of evil I parrot still, 



ird n 



By the piper who the Israelitlsh leader playeil before, 

1 will stand this chad no longer \ We will see now which is 

stronger. 
Come, now, — offl Thy cage is open — free thou an, and 

there's the door ! 
Off at once, and I'll forgive ihee intake the hint, and leave 

my door." 

But the parrot only swore. 
And the parrot never Riiting, still is silting, still is sitliitg 
On the very self-same perch where first he sat In days of 

And his only occupations seem acquiring imprecalions 

Of the last and freshest fashion, which he picks up liy the 

Picks them up, and, with the greale«l qHsto, Inwls Ihcm hy 
the score. 

And will sweat for evermore. 



The Cat-Fibnd. 
\An Original AdapiatUn.) 

On a bleak evening of December I sat alone in my gloomy 
chambers and brooded over the post. I had sought in vain 
to turn the cuirenl of my ih<>uglits by plunging into meta- 
physical researches : Wallt tit llit Mind lay open, but 
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unheeded, beside me. Never had the apartment worn so 
ghostly an aspect. My lamp threw a fitful gleam upon the 
sumptuous but sombre furniture ; the fire was expiring, yet I 
lacked energy to put on more coals. If I had been expiring 
myself I should have hated the man who put coals upon me. 

The chief object of my memories was a young person to 
whom I had formerly been attached. I dwelt fondly, but 
bitterly, upon the day when my Leonora, accompanied by 
her vulgar and intrusive mother, had brightened my dingy 

roonis in 's Inn with her presence to tea, previous to 

visiting Drury Lane Theatre. That was all over now; 
Leonora married into the city and left me desolate. I am 
not even acquainted with her present name ; but it fills me 
with despondency to think that her graceful form will never 
again press the velvet lining of my quaintly carved arm-chair. 

While I sat buried in my sad reflections, it seemed as 
though there came a soft rapping at my outer door. It was 
growing so late that I made my mind up to disregard the 
summons. * * It is only Briggs," I murmured ; ** if I admit 
him he will weary me with platitudes until the dawn. Or it 
15 Potter, perchance, advanced in liquor. I will none 
of him." 

At this point the rappini; was renewed more loudly. My 
resolution suddenly changed, and I resolved that I would 
explore the mystery. Making my way to the door I flung it 
wide open. The landing was in darkness ; no voice gave 
answer to my challenge, and, feeling a little nervous, I 
slammed the door and went back to my arm-chair by the 
fire. 

Weird — ghastly — inscrutable — was the apparition that 
awaited me ! Stretched upon the hearth-rug at my feet 
lay a large cat of ebon blackness, glaring at me with a pair 
of wild eyes in which anger was mingled with an expression 
of diabolical sarcasm. The blood curdled in my veins ; I 
seized the poker and yelled, ** Get out, beast ! How dare 
you come in here ? Go away directly, or !" 

The lips of the animal opened and pronounced slowly and 
solemnly ^he words ** Never no moreT 

My hair stood on end, and the poker fell from my grasp. 

** Horrible being !" I cried ; — ^'* fearful and ungrammatical 
being leave me, and return to darkness and the Stygian 
shore." 

*\ Never no more!" said the brute : **rve come to stay 
for ever." 

" Nonsense, monster ; you are insane," I shouted. 

*' Fact, I assure you," replied my tormentor ;— " they 
hadn't got no raven handy, and so they sent ffte. It's about 
the Leonora business." 



a 



** Ah, that name ! Tell me, I implore you, tell me— is she 
widow yet ? May I hope i* Shall I again behold her?" 



** Never no more /" 



This was Uo much. I ran and threw the door open again 
—came back — firmly grasped the poker, and 

But the beast had sought refuge under the sofa. Thence 
it retreated beneath my table, and thence under the arm- 
chair. Round and round the apartment I chased it vainly. 
Its demoniac laugh thrilled me with rage and horror. 
• * » • ♦ 

The cat-fiend still inhabits my gloomy chambers. I have 
abandoned all hope of expelling it. The creature exists 
without food, so that the expedient of starvation is impracti- 
cable. At all hours of the day and night I am haunted by 
the wild eyes of my hated persecutor : at all hours of the 
day and night I hear the detested brute murmuring with a 
chuckle that maddens me, 

** Never m more /" 
FuHf February i, 1868. 



The Craven. 

Once upon a midnight lately, might be seen a figure 

stately. 
In the Tuileries sedately poring over Roman lore ; 
Annotating, scheming, mapping, Caesar's old positions 

sapping. 
When there came a something rapping, spirit-rapping at the 

door. 
'* Tis some minister," he muttered, ** come, as usual, me to 

bore." 

So to Caesar turned once more. 

Back to Caesar's life returning, with a soul for ever yearning. 
Towards the steps his promise-spurning prototype had trod 

before. 
But the silence was soon broken ; through the stillness came' 

a token 
Life had moved again, or spoken on the other side the door. 
** Surely I've no trusty servant," said he, ** to deny my door 

Now De Momy is no more. " 

Rising, of some trespass certain, slow he draws the purple 

curtain. 
On whose folds the bees uncertain look like wasps, and 

nothing more : 
Open flings the chamber portal, with a chill which stamps 

him mortal. 
Can his senses be the sport all of his eyes ! For there before 
He sees an eagle perchmg on a bust of Janus at the door : 

A bleeding bird, and nothing more. 

Deep into the darkness peering, not in fear, but only fearing 
Adrien's vulgar indiscretions, Marx* of eaves-dropping in 

store : 
** Though thy wings are torn and bleeding." said he, with a 

voice of pleading : 
** Thou'rt a bird of royal breeding : thou hast flown from 

foreign shore. " 

Quoth the Eagle, " Matamore." 

Started with the stillness broken, by reply so aptly spoken, 
•* Silence," said he, ** never utter memories of that field of 

gore. 
Where your poor Imperial master, whom imperious 

disaster 
Followed fsist, was tortured faster, till his heart one burden 

bore: 
Till the dirges of his hope, this melancholy burden bore ^ 

Never see Carlotta more." 

Then upon the velvet sinking, he betook himself to thinking 
How he'd forced the murdered Prince to leave his quiet home 

of yore ; 
How he'd ma^e him wield a sceptre, which no erudite 

preceptor 
Might have told would soon be wept or lost on that 

forbidding shore, 
Where earth cries for retribution, where for justice stones 

implore. 

Quoth the Eagle, *' Matamore." 

'* Wretch !" he cried, •* some fiend hath sent thee, by that 

mocking voice he lent thee 
Concience-driven accusations rising up at every pore — 
Must my master-mind* so vaunted, ever hence be spectre 

haunted — 
Must I see that form undaunted, dying still at Matamore ?" 

Quoth the Eagle, •* Evermore. * 



* Adrlen Marx, purveyor of Court news to Tkt Figrnrt, 



" Prophel I" shrieked he, " ihing of evil I Here we fear 

not God nor Devii I 
Wing thee Id ihe House oC Hapsbui^ I Up to Austria's 

Leive no btoodf plume as token, of the lies my soul has 

Leave my iron will unbroken 1 Wipe the blood before my 

DosI ihou think to gnaw my entrails with Ihy beak for 



I 
I 



Quoth the Eagle, "Jusqu'a Mori." 

The above parody appeared in TAe Tomahmvk 
after the execution, on June 19. 1867, of the 
Emperor Maximilian in Mexico. "The Craven " 
was intended for Napoleon I II., to whose Govern- 
ment The TomaAawk was bitterly opposed. 



I. 
OxcE upon a morning dismal, as I smoked in blues abysmal, 
Caiing at [he curioU!i patterns on the drcs-sing gown I wore. 
While my cat her milk was lapping, suddenly ihcre came a 

lapping. 
Like a lellow's knuckles rapping, rapping at my chamber 

"It's that nuisance Smith," I muttered, rapping at my 
chamber door — 

He may rap his fingers sore.'' 
II. 
Ah 1 t do remember clearly small was then my income 

yearly, 
And to pay my lodging nearly did my slight finances floor ; 
And my prospects, never sunny, fishy were as any tunny, 
And I oMy wanted money, money to pay Baize and Illore, 
Pay Ihe fa^ionable tailors colled in Oxrord Baiic and Blote, 
Who will dunn 



IH. 
Bui my cat, prophetic puaty, now got ominously fussy, 
Clawed me, pawed me with her tuons as she'd never 






So that now to stay her terror and convince her of her error, 
"Tabby," said I, " il is Smith entreating entrance at my 

It's that feeble Smith demanding entrance at my chamber 

Only Smith and nothing more I " 
IV. 



From my writing-table's kncchole hIoIc 1 softly lu the 

weeholc 
Which the {icople call ihe keyhole — keyhole of my chamber 



lop Ihai sly eye's pr>ine, to ihc key my ll]is 



And be seemed to be departing, so I whispered, " Is it 
This I whispered through Ihe keyhole ; echo answered " It 
Answered thus, and nothing more. 
VI. 
Back I went and lelt elated, and my blues had now abated. 
When again I heard thot rapping rather louder than before ; 
"Surely," said I, rising, "surely, if he thinks IT! sit J 

demurely 
While he makes that din securely, his mistake he ahlil 

deplore ; 
If I only catch him at it, his misdeed he shall deplore — 
He shall not annoy me more." 
VIl. 
Open here I flung the portal, when there entered in a mortal. 
Crooked legged, with clothes loo short all— seedy garments 

that he wore ; 
Never once " goal morning " bade me— not a bow or scrape 

he made me, 
But upon my table bud me down a bill from Baize and 

Blore, 
Took his stand upon the oilcloth just within my chamber 

Stood and hiccupped — nothing more. 
VHI. 
Then this festive creature winning all my sad soul into 

grinning, 
Such a vis^e idiotic I had never seen of yore ; 
" Well, you have l>een drinking brandy, said I, " and your 

legs are bandy, 
And you hardly look a dandy, though you come from Baize 

Tell me what on earth your name is in the firm of Baiie and 
Blore?" 

Quoth Ihe tailor, " Tick -no- more ! " 

IX. 

Scarce I wondered this unsightly ilun had answered 

unpolitely. 
And his answer little comfort, little consolation bore ; 
For you cannot help confessing that it's surely not a blessing 
When you find yourself addressing dun within your chamber 

Man or dun u[wjn the oilcloth just within your chamber-door, 
Wiih a name like Tick-no-more 1 



But the tailor standing solus gave me like a bitter bolus 
That one word, as if his vacant soul in that he did outpour ; 
Me with no fine words he Imtiered, this from time 10 lime 

Till I very softly muttered, " other duns have been before ! 
They will give me further credit as my tradesmen have 
Ixifotc : " 

Then the dun said, " Tick-no-more ! " 



Sunled that he spoke so flaily and replied 10 very pally, 
"Limited," I said, " il seems is his linguistic stock and 

If or no more wonis he's master, if he duns not harder, foster. 
Verily he'll bring disaster on Ihe house of Baiic and Blore, 
And I shall remain indebted to the firm of Baize and Bk>te 
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XII. 

Still his strange demeanour winning all my sad soul into 

grinning, 
Straight I wheeled a cushioned couch in front of oilcloth, 

dun, and door ; 
Then upon the cushions sinking I betook myself to drinking 
Little sips of sherry, thinking what this plague from Baize 

and Blore, 
What this gloomy, greasy, groggy messenger from Baize and 

Blore 

Meant by stuttering " Tick-no-more." 

XIII. 

But my cat I soothed by stroking, and small bits of bread 

kept soaking 
In the milk, and gave them to her, dropped them for her on 

the floor : 
Long I sat, strange things divining, with my head at ease 

reclining 
Near the sherry I was wining that the dun's eye gloated o*er ; 
But the liquor I was wining with his green eyes gloating o'er 

He shall taste, on I nevermore. 

XIV. 

Cloud by cloud the air grew denser, perfumed from my 

meerschaum censer, 
I should think I must have smoked of pipes that morning 

half a score ; 
"Man," I said, '* I have no treasure, or I*d pay the bill 

with pleasure. 
Only once more take my measure for a suit from Baize and 

Blore, 
Take your tape and take my measure for a suit from Baize 

and Blore. 

Quoth the tailor, " Tick-no-more I " 

XV. 

"Dun I" I cried, "inhuman creature, human still in form 

and feature. 
Much I've hoped you'd take my orders as you've alwajrs done 

before ; 
Tell me — for although you're fuddled, you're not utterly 

bemuddled — 
Tell me if this hope I've cuddled is well-founded, I implore ; 
Will they, will they give me credit? tell me clearly, I 

implore ? " 

Quoth the tailor, " Tick-no-more ! " 

XVI. 

"Dun!" I cried, "inhuman creature, human still in foim 

and feature, 
By the piper who performed for Moses in the days of yore, 
Tell me won't, oh ! brainless brute, your firm supply to me 

in future 
Raiment of unequalled suture — genuine make of Baize and 

Blore, 
Clothes of rare and radiant suture — splendid make of Paize 

and Blore?" 

Quoth the tailor, " Tick-no-more ! " 

XVII. 

" Then be off, you sour curmudgeon !" cried I, starting up 

in dudgeon, 
" Get you back to goose and scissors, get you back to Baize 

and Blore ; 
Leave no long account suggestive of reflections most unfestive, 
Such as make me sleepless, restive — quit my chamber, quit 

my door ; 
Take your bill from ofl my table, take yourself from out my 

door ! " 

Quoth the tailor, "Tick-no-more I " 



XVIIL 
Thus the tailor dunned for payment for the raiment, for the 

raiment 
Mentioned in the bill he did not take from out my chamber 

door ; 
Thus he left me grimly staring, and that long account up 

tearing. 
Part went up the chimney flaring, part lay scattered on the 

floor ; 
But that bill whose shreds went flying, or lay scattered on 

the floor 

Now is settled ever more. 

Odd Echoes from Oxford^ by A. Merion, B.A. (John 
Camden Hotten, London, I872.) 



The Shavin'. 
(A piece of ravin' h la Edgar A. Poe.) 

One morning after sleeping I thought I heard a creeping. 
As if some one were approaching close to my bedroom door : 
Then a loud impatient tapping put an end unto my napping, 
And I wondered who was rapping, rapping at my bedroom 

door. 
So I timidly enquired who was at my bedroom door- 
Only that, and nothing more. 

When there came another knock, with, "Sir, 'tis eight 

o'clock," 
And, only half awakened, I leaped out upon the floor ; 
And by want of proper care hit my leg against a chair, 
Which improperly stood there, as 'twas left the night before, 
And I limped a very little as I crept towards the door — 

Just a little, nothing more. 

Then on asking, "What's the matter?" said the servant, 

" Here's your water," 
And you've slept in rather later than you ever did before ; 
So as I was rather press'd I got very quickly drest 
In my trousers and my vest ; then I opened up the door. 
And I muttered as I took it and shut to my bedroom door — 

** Oh, that shavin', what a bore ! " 

While inwardly I cursed — thus my feelings I disbursed — 

I set about to rummage and to busily explore ; 

But I couldn't find the strop, and someone had nailed the 

soap. 
Which completely put a stop to my shavin' — horrid bore ! 
And my razor, too, was blunter than it ever was before— 

Than it ever was before ! 

As I rushed about half raving, I bethought me of this 

shaving. 
And I wondered that I hadn't stopped the practice long 

before : 
So I made an inward vow, that from this moment now. 
My beard should, like my pow, grow at pleasure evermore, 
And my resolution echoed as I ope'd my bedroom door — 

" I shall shave, ah ! nevermore ! " 

John F. Mill. 

The above Parody appeared, some years ago, 
in a Scotch magazine called The People's Friaid. 



Chateaux D'Espagne. 

{A Reminiscence of " David Garrick " and 
" The CastU of Andalusia:') 

Once upon an evening weary, shortly after Lord Dundreary 
With his quaint and curious humour set the town in such a 
roar, 



Wilh my shilling I slood rapping — only vciy gently topping — 
For the Ditn in chaige was napping — al the maucf-lakci's 

It wu Mr. Buckstone's playhouse, where I linger'd at the 
doorj 

Paid haSf-piice and nothing more- 
Most distinctly I remember, it was just about Seplemlier — 
Though il might have been in Augnet, or it might have been 

DreadfuHy I fcar'd the rootrow. Vainly had I sought to 

ho now j 
For (I otm it to my sorrow) I was miserably poor. 
Anil the heart is heavy laden when one's misciably poor ; 

(I have been so once before.) 
I was doubtful and uncertain, at the lising of the curtain, 
If the piece would prove a novelty, or one I'd seen before ; 
For a band of robbers drinking in a gloomy cave, and 

clinking 
Wilh their glasses on the table, I had wilness'd o'er and o'er ; 
Since the half- forgotten period of my innocence wis o'er ; 

Twenty years ago or more. 
Presently my doubt grew stronger. I could stand the thing 

00 longer, 
"Miss," said I, "or Madam, truly your forgiveness I 

implore. 
Pardon my apparent rudenesi. Would you kindly have the 

To inform me If this drama is from Gaul's enlighteo'd 
For I know that plays are often brought us from the Gallic 

Adaptations— QOihirg more I 
So I put the question lowly; and ]niy neighbour aiuwei'd 

" It's a Biitish drama, wholly, written quite In days of yore. 
Til an Andalusian story of a castle old and hoary, 
And the music U delicious, though the dialogue be poor I" 
(And I could not help agreeing that the dialogue uvu poor ; 
Very flat, and nothing more. ) 

But at last a lady entered, and my inlciesl grew cenler'd 

In her figure, and her features, and the costume thai she 



And ihc siighlcil sound she ultcr'd was like music ; sc 
leighbour, "Glance a minute at your play-bill, 
-c and radiant maiden? Tell, oh, tell 



To my n 



Who'i that rare and radiant maiden ? Tell, oh, tell me 1 I 
Iniplore. " 

(Juoth my neiglihuur, " Nelly Moore 1" 
Then I ask'd In quite a tremble — il was useless lo dissemble — 
" Miss, or Madam, do not trifle wilh my feelings any more ; 
Tell me who, then, wai the maiden, thai appear'd so sonow 

In the room of David Garriek, with a butt above the door ?" 
(Wilh a butt of Julius C^rar up above the study door.) 

Qaoth my neighbour, " Nelly Moore." 

I've her photograph from htcy's; that dellclou little 



3 Ike wTdched tallow vandie* cii my gloomy seco4id- 



A Ravin'. 
Once upon a midnight dreary, as I slumbered cross and 

Cross from sevcr.il horrid boring books of theologic lore, 
^^'hLle they haunted me In napping, suddenly there came ^ 

lapping, 
As of some confounded rapping, rapping at my bedroon 



lind his doc 
Ah ! I vividly rt 



c rascal," low I muttered, "who's t 



1 screwed to' 



Only ibis and nothing more I " 
^mbcr, il was in a cold Decemlicr, 
And of fire I had no ember till the price of coals should 



Eagerly I wished the t 

borrow. 
Even although il end in 



« i being broke, again VH 
iw, from an Uncle, loved 



From a useliil, prosp'rouB Uncle, who to me is worth a sc 
Surely this, if nothing more I 
(Out vtru omitteil.) 

Up I got, and ope'd the shutter, when without the sligt: 

flutter, 
Sat a dissipated Tom-cat coolly down upon (he floor ; 
Though he looked exceeding shady, nol a moment slof 

But with impudence unheard of walked right to the bedrooni 

Perched upon 



mer cuptioard just beside my bedroom 
Whiskeii his tail, and nothing more 



[Th, 

" Prophet," said I, "Thing of evil ! prophet still, if cat 

devil ! 
Whether tempter sent, or whether tempest toss'd thee hi 

Battered thou, and all undaunted, in this room they say i|' 

haunted. 
If you are at all enchanted 
Will ihe coals be ever cheaper? 'tcli me, tell me, I 

Quoth the Tom-Cat, " Never m 
The Figaro, August rj, 1S73. 



DUNRAVIN. 

[The Earl of Dunraven, in protesting against the thoit' 
time alloweil for the considcrDlion of ihe Irish Land Bil^ 
saiil " he was not a strict Sabbatarian, and bad eroi 
advocateil in that House the desirability of enjoying' 
reasonable recreation on tlic .Sunday, but il was impOEEihla^' 
Ihal racking one's brain* over the tangled Inlricadei of that' 
Bill could be considercil wholesome recreation for anyone.'^ 

A.VD Dunraven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is dttitig 
O'er thot blessed Bill of Billy's, puulinE at it o'er and o'er J 
And his eyes have all the seeming of a diild's that hath beat 

screaming, 
And the gaslight o'er him streaming shows them heavy, red. 

And hi» voice from out its pages rises in a muffled roar : — 
" Hang the Bill 1 jtuabore!" 
PuiuA, August 13, IMI. 
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The Dove. 

A Sentimental Parody, 

I. 

Once upon a stoiro-night dreary, sat I pond'ring, restless, 
weary, 

Over many a text of • Scripture, helped by ancient -sages' 
lore, 

Anxious, nervous, far from napping ; suddenly there came a 
tapping ! 

As of some one gently rapping — rapping at my chamber- 
door. 

Night like this *tis scarce a visitor, tapping at my chamber- 
door? 

This, I thought, and nothing more. 

II. 

Ah ! distinctly I remember, it was in the bleak December, 
And each separate dying ember, glimmer'd ghostly on the 

floor: 
Earnestly I wished the morrow ; vainly had I sought to 

borrow 
From my Bible ease of sorrow — sorrow for the lost Annore — 
For a saintly, radiant matron, whom the angels name Annore 

Lately wife, now wife no more. 

III. 

She had passed the gloomy portals, which forever hide from 

mortals 
Spirit mystVies, which the living are most eager to explore. 
Poring o'er the sacred pages, guides to all the good for ages. 
Sat I, helped by lore of sages, when the rapping at my 

door. 
Startled me as if a spirit had come to my chamber-door, 

Tapping thus, and meaning more. 

IV. 

And the plaintive, low, uncertain rustling of each window- 
curtain 

Thriird me — filled my quaking heart with terrors never felt 
before. 

Is there, then, a life ol glory, as we're taught in sacred 
story ? 

Can this be some prophet hoary, standing at my chamber- 
door — 

Prophet from the dead arisen, standing at my chamber- 
door — 

Rapping thus, and meaning more ? 

V. 

Presently my soul grew stronger ; hesitating then no longer, 

•* Truly, friend, I treat you badly, your forgiveness I 
implore ; 

Surely I have not been napping, but so gently you came 
rapping, 

And so faintly you came tapping — tapping at my chamber- 
door. 

That I scarce knew what the sound meant " — here I opened 
wide the door : 

Darkness there, and nothing more. 

VI. 

Deep into the darkness peering, long I stood there, wondering, 

fearing, 
Awe-struck, thinking thoughts few mortals ever happ'd to 

think before ; 
But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no 

token, 



And the only word there spoken, was the whisperM woid, 

"Annore!" 
This / whisper'd, and an echo murmur'd back the word 

** Annore r 

Merely this, and nothing more. 

VII. 

Back into my chamber hasting, anguish deeper still now 

tasting. 
Soon again I heard a rapping — something louder than 

before. 
Surely, thought I, that is something at my window-lattice ; 
Let me see, then, what there at is, and this mystery 

explore ; — 
Oh ! my heart, be still a moment, till this mystery I 

explore ; — 

Is*t the wind, and nothing mor6 ? 

VIIL 

Open here I flung the shutter, when with gentle nod and 
flutter, 

In there came a gracious white dove of the saintly days of 
yore. 

Then, as if obeisance made he, and no longer stopped or 
stav'd he. 

But m innocence array'd, he perch*d above my chamber- 
door, — 

Perch'd upon a bust of Paulus, just above my chamber-door — 

Perch'd and sat, and nothing more. 

IX. 

Then this snowy bird surprising my sad heart into surmising, 
Whether this was done at random, or some mystic meaning 

bore, — 
** Surely," said I, ** thou art fairer than of ill to be the bearer. 
Of such saintly guise the wearer, thou art from some heav*nly 

shore ; 
Wilt thou help me on my journey toward that bright celestial 

shore?" 

Quoth the white dove, ** Evermore ! ** 

X. 

Startled now as one from dreaming, suddenly awak'd and 
seeming 

To have heard a voice mysterious thrilling to his heart's 
deep core, — 

Ev*ry thought and feeling reaching after light and further 
teaching. 

In attitude of one beseeching, gazed I at my chamber-door, — 

At the bird, which had so aptly— perch'd upon my chamber- 
door — 

Spoken out that *' Evermore I '* 

XL 

But the white dove's aspect childly, and his soft eyes beaming 

mildly. 
Loving looks, as if a full heart speedily he would outpour, 

Led me to expect revealing, unto which my soul appealing 

With a strange hope o'er me stealing, such as never <Sme 

before, — 
** May I look for peace and comfort such as Vve ne'er felt 

And the bird said, « Evermore I" 

XII. 

So the bright bird thus beguiling all nw ^ ^ 
Straight 1 wheel'd a cushion'd chair \rl c ^ ^^^ ^^^^ smiling, 
and door ; "^ ^^^^^t of bird and bust 

Then upon the soft seat sinking, 1 k#^»^ , 
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Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this holy bird of yore — 
What this lovely, sweet, angelic, quaint, prophetic bird of 
yore — 

Meant by saying, ** Evermore?" 

XIII. 

Thus I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing. 
Till the calm light from those mild eyes seem'd to illume 

mv bosom's core ; 
Banishing all fear and sadness, bringing thither peace and 

gladness, 
Driving out surmise of madness — lately coming o*er and 

o*er — 
Madness casting dreadful shadow, — lately coming o*er and 

o*er — 

Shadow deep'ning evermore ! 



XIV. 

Then methought the air grew denser, perfumed from an 

unseen censer, 
Swung by seraphim, whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted 

floor. 
" Oh, m^ soul, thy God hath heard thee, by these angels 

and this bird He 
Hath to sweetest hopes now stirr'd thee — ^hopes of finding 

thy Annore 



tnv. 
In the 



far-off land of spirits — of reunion with Annore I '* 
Quoth the dove, " For evermore ! " 



XV. 



** Prophet,'* said I, ** thing of glory ! prophet, as in ancient 

story, 
Whether sent from heaven directly, or by chance cast here 

ashore, 
Blessings many on thee rest now ! yea, thou surely shalt be 

blest now ! 
Come into my open'd breast now — tell me truly, I implore, 
Is there a heaven of rest and rapture ? tell me, tell me, I 



implore ! " 



Quoth the white bird, " Evermore 1 ** 



XVI. 



•• Prophet,*' said I, " thing of glory ! prophet, as in ancient 

story, 
By that Ileav'n which bends above us — by the God the good 

adore. 
Tell this soul with hope upspringing — faith undying to it 

bringing — 
If that radiant matron singing midst the angels, named 

Annore, 
Shall be mine a^ain to love — the sainted matron, named 
Annore ? ' 

Ami the dove said, " Evermore I ** 



XVII. 

" Be that word thy sign of dwelling in my heart, of to it 

telling 
Messages of love and mercy from the far-off shining shore ; 
Let thy white plumes be a token of the truth thy soul hath 

spoken ; 



Keep my faith and hope unbroken ; always perch above my 

door; 
Keep thy eyes' light in my heart ; and keep thy form above 
my door ; " 

Quoth the sweet bird, " Evermore ! 



ti 



XVIII. 

And the white dove, never flitting, still is sitting, still is 

sitting 
On the polish'd bust of Paulus, just above my chamber-door ; 
And his eyes with kindness beaming/— holy spirit's kindness 

seemine, — 
And a soft light from him streaming, sheds its radiance on 

the floor ; 
And my glad soul in that radiance, that lies floating on the 

floor, 

Shall be basking — Evermore ! 

This parody was written by the Rev. John W. 
Scott, D.D., Professor in the West Virginia 
University, on the death of his wife, and was 
published with some other poems by Claxton 
and Co., Philadelphia, in 1874. 



Lines by Sarah J. Bolton, of Richmond, on 
THE Death of Edgar A. Poe. 

( Written for the Memorial Committee ; November^ 1875.) 

They have laid thee down to slumber where the sorrows 

that encumber 
Such a wild and wayward heart as thine can never reach 

thee more ; 
For the radiant light of gladness never alternates with sadness. 
Stinging gifted souls to madness, on that bright and blessed 

shore ; 
Safely moored from sorrow's tempest, on that distant Aidenn 

shore, 

Rest thee, lost one, evermore. 

Thou wert like a meteor glancing through a starry sky, 

entrancing. 
Thrilling, awing, wrapt beholders with the wondrous light it 

wore ; 
But the meteor has descended, and the "nightly shadows 

blended,*' 
For the fever-dream is ended, and the fearful crisis o'er — 
Yes, the wild unresting fever-dream of human life is o'er — 

Thou art sleeping evermore. 

Ocean, earth, and air could utter words that made thy spirit 

flutter- 
Words that stirred the hidden fountain swelling in the 

bosom's core ; 
Stirred it till its wavelets, sighing, wakened to a wild 

replying, 
And in numbers never dying sung the heart's unwritten 

lore — 
Sung in wild, bewitching numbers, thy sad heart's unwritten 

lore. 

Now unwritten nevermore. 
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There was something sad and lonely in thy mystic songs that 

only 
Could have trembled from a spirit weary of the life it bore ; 
Something like the plaintive toning of a hidden streamlet 

moaning 
In its prismed darkness — ^moaning for the light it knew 

before. 
For the fragrance and the sunlight that had gladdened it 

before — 

Sighing, sighing, evermore. 

To thy soul, for ever dreaming, came a strange effulgence, 

beaming. 
Beaming, flashing from a region mortals never may explore ; 
Spirits lead thee in thy trances through a realm of gloomy 

fancies. 
Giving spectres to thy glances man had never seen before — 
Wondrous spectres such as human eye had never seen 

before 

Were around thee evermore. 

Thou did'st see the sunlight quiver over many a fabled 

river, 
'Hiou did'st wander with the shadows of the mighty dead of 

yore. 
And thy songs to us came ringing, like the wild, unearthly 

singing 
Of the viewless spirits winging o'er the night's Plutonian 

shore — 
Of the weary spirits wandering by the gloomy Stygian 

shore — 

Sighing dirges evermore. 

Thou did'st seem like one benighted — one whose hopes were 

crushed and blighted^ 
Mourning for the lost and lovely that the world could not 

restore ; 
But an endless rest is given to thy heart, so wrecked and 

riven — 
Thou hast met again in heaven with the lost and loved 

Lenore — 
With the " rare and radiant maiden whom the angds name 

Lenore ;** 

She will leave thee nerenoore. 

From the earth a star has CsKled, and the dirine of song has 

shaded* 
And the Moses veil their faces, weeping s wio w fu l and sore ; 
But the harp, all rent and broken, left ns mamy a tlirillifif 

token. 
We shall hear its nnmbeis spoken, and repeated o'er and o^cr. 
Till our hearts shall cease to tremble— we shall War them 

sounding o'er, 

Sonodiog ever, everMore. 

We shall hear them, like a foontain tinkling down a mffed 

mountain. 
Like the wailing of the tempest mingting 'mid the ocean's 

roar; 
Like the win is of autamn sighing when the fmrnw u er fhwtn 

are djrin^ ; 
Like a spint-voice repljring from a dim and distant dkwe ; 
Like a wild, mysterious edio from a distant, shadcrwy sbore. 

We shall bear tham everMore. 

Nevermore wilt thoa, nndaanfcd, waadcr tkroaglb the 

palace haunted. 
Or the cypress vales Utaaicy wfaidi thy ipific did €3if4au ; 



Never hear the ghoul king, dwelling in the ancient steeple 

tolling, 
With a slow and solemn knelling, losses human hearts 

deplore ; 
Telling in a sort of Runic rhyme the losses we deplore ; 

Tolling, tolling, evermore. 

If a living human being ever had the gift of seeing 
The grim and ghastly countenance its evil genius wore. 
It was thou unhappy master, whom unmerciful disaster 
Followed fast and followed faster till thy song one burden 

bore — 
Till the dirges of thy hope the melancholy burden bore-~ 

Of never, nevermore. 



MY CHRISTMAS PUDDING; 

OR 

The Schoolboy's Dream. 
(With the Author's apologies to Edgar Allan Poc.) 

(Bjf special request, ) 

Listen, all ! 1 tell what happened on the night of Christmas 

Day, 
After I'd been eating pudding in a very reckless way. 
Just as Christmas Day was dying, as I on my \kk\ was 

lying, 
When to slumber I was trying, when I'd just begun to 

snore, 
I became aware of something rolling on my chamber 

floor — 
Of a most mysterious rumbling, rolling on my chamber 

floor, 

Only this and nothing more t 

Partly waking, partly slee|)ing, all my flesh with horror 

* creeping, 
I could hear it tumbling, leaping, rolling on my chamtjer 

floor ; 
Underneath the bedclothes sinking, I Ijctook myself to 

thinking 
If it might not tie a kitten that had entere<l at the door ; 
*' Yes,'^ sakl I, *< it is a kitten, entered at the o 

door, 

This it b ami mHhing more." 



open 



Presently my heart grew stronger; hesitating then no 

lofMfer 
"Cat," sold I, ***rt kitten, kimlly »t/;fMhat rolling on the 

floor," 
Hot it wa* mtM irritating^ Urt tlic s^/un/l wm unaliatini 
On my 
Till 

im|^/re , 

Ami a v'/i/utr mi/I, " S'evermr>rc,^ 



it wa* tmM irritating^ U/t tlic s^/un/l wan unaliatir»g^ 
mj nerves Uh ever grating wa« the rolling tm th« VUfn * 
at la*t I cri^^l in angniiih, " SKfi\t that vAXn^ \ 



Tlw f/m^'vwM fft€ *A my trtf/r, it;/ 1 r^/»e tr* 

titff/r, 
(l€it:un fhai 'twa* tt/^ a kiM^» t\n,t \a/\ \yM^ak h»r '--x, 

d/«r/if»g, Uanxtt^t 
I C6«l«1 ««s a ^/ig ^axn yy\^\ui^ vJum^ m 




yet lighted, and we sat down, half 



And the lamps wer 

benighted, 
We three ; and ihc uninvited— the intruder, she was there. 
On the shoulders oi the captain, the intruder standing there. 
With green eyes and ebon hair. 

shoulder, strange it seemeil to tlie 




:ighlccn years ago 1 

There she stood, with green eye* gleaming ; there she slooil, 

with tail Dulstreaming, 
A hhwt line athwart the cuddy, rising somewhat high in air. 
And the captain look'd behind him, as though puss in spelL 

did bind him. 
And, without a sound, inclined him to keep looking o'er his 

To keep turning to Ihc black cat, on his shoulder o'er the 

With a look that held despair! 

(The Yankee skipper relates that he had formerly been a 
slave-dealer, and that having bought » n<^o with his child, 
he was entreated not to part them.) 

" Deaf was I to all compassion ; brutally I laid the ,la$h on 
His defenceless naked shoulders ; yet I tortured him in vain 
And my anger growing bi^er, out with pistol, pull'd Ihc 

Ifigger ; 
With a cry, dropp'd down the nigger, with a startling cry of 

With the tpum a( the death-pang shooting o'er hb face of 



" Sitting in 
only, 



my parlour lonely, thinking on my day's work 



n I sought to 

Oh, if I could but release her from her hold upon me there 1 

On my chair, or on my shoulder, ever will that cat be there, 

With her eyes of constant glare 1" 

' ' Smile yon may, and disbelieve me ; that black cat can ne'er 

deceive me ; 
She it seal ne from the datkie, come to haunt mc for my 



At>d will leave me never, i 
Oh, that I the tie could t, 



and un earth will haunt 
Oh, the dismal, dismal 



All ihc borion of the past, and all the dreary present tinie, 
Fu too tad for prose or ibymc 1" 



i 



" Why should I detain you lotlger ' Ever)' day the tie grows 

stronger, 
Ending me to my bimiliar, who will never %ay farewell. 
1 am here to ask your aid, sir, and have somewhat you 

delayM, sit, 
Wilb tny story, I'm afraid, sir, with the sorry tale 1 tell ; 
Of this cursed weird grimalkb, this strange history to tell, 
Of ihii viiiloi from hell. " 



Soon the ship away was steering, and the whaler's crew w 



On the poop two eyes were beaming, green eyes t] 

the darkness gleaming, 
And a tail outstrelch'd, ouistreaming, as it stream'd when ii 

the boat, 
When the cajitajn bade farewell, and sadly leA us in Ik 






n eye and husky throat. 



Several verses of this very long parody have Ixen omitted , 
it is contained in TAt Mafiiiig-BirJ ami elhir Poems, by 
Frederick Field (J. Van \"oorbf) London, iS68. 



The Cboakeb. 

Onch in a dccsa-cirdc, weary with discussin^j many a quei- 
Of the palmy days of acting, and of quaint dramatic lore- 
While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came < 

tapping, 
As of some one gently rapping, rapping at a chamber-door. 
"'Tis some visitor," 1 muttered, "outside the dress-circle 

Wants a scat, and nothing more," 

rustling of the painted 

visions never felt before 

kept tapping 



Then the flapping — sad, 

curtain- 
Thrilled me, filled ine with fantastic 



Would deligt 

And I said " \Vhere i^i the box- keeper, to open yonder door? 
For the tapping is a bore," 

And myself the door unlocking, just to end the tiresome 

knocking, 
In there stepped a solemn Croaker of the palmy daya of 

Not the least obeisance made he, not a minute stopped or 

stayed he. 
Passed each fashionable lady with long skiru upon th* 

floor, 
Scanned his voucher through gold-mounted and green 

spectacles he wore. 

Took his scat, and nothing muie. 

Then this Croaker grnve, beguiling my »d fancy into 

smiling 
By the grave aiul stern decorum of the countenance he wore. 
Though his aspect was unHfirinj-, 1 began to speak of 

For 1 doulned not that he had seen of Micbelhs many a 

And 1 blandly then suggested a Shakespearian treat in stotCi , 
When he answered, " Nevermore." 

Much I marvelled this ungainly swell lo hear discouneio' 

plainly 
1 1 the midst of Irving advocates, who voted him a bore — 
In an nudiencc all agreeing that no living being 
I.' vet yet was blest with seeing acting such as that in store, 
Ijuoling Humlit. Rkhtlitu, and Tht Btlls, and many piecM 



For the laurels li 
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But the Croaker, sitting lonely, in his cushioned chair spoke 

only 
That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did 

outpour. 
Nothing further then he uttered ; I was not a little fluttered, 
And at last I feebly muttered, ** Other Macbeths played 

before—" 
** Kemble, Kean, Macready, Young,** he cried, " I saw them 

all of yore — 

Won't be equalled any more !'* 

Startled at the stillness broken, by reply so aptly spoken — 
** Doubtless," said I, ** what he utters is his sole dramatic 

lore, 
Caught from some Shakespearian master, when unmerciful 

disaster 
Followed faster still and faster, as the crowd his parts ignore, 
Till the dirges of his hope that melancholy burden bore — 

** Tragedian, play no more I*' 

Then methought the air grew denser, perfumed from a 

Rimmel censer. 
Swung by pretty girls, whose footfall tinkled on the tufted 

floor. 
"Wretch!** I cried; "pray who hath sent thee? Hath 

some rival Macbeth lent thee 
His spare ticket to content thee with fond memories a store, 

Of the Macbeths seen of yore ?** 

" Croaker," said I, ** pray be dvil, and of Irving speak no 

evil. 
Whether^ rivalry hath brought thee or stage memories of 

yore. 
Are you really not enchanted by this new Macbeth 

undaunted 
In this house by Hamlet haunted ? Tell me truly, I 

implore. 
Is there, is there hope of Macbeth ? Tell me, tell me, I 

implore !" 

Quoth the Croaker, •* Say no more !" 

*' Croaker," said I, "cease to level those stem glances a^ 

the revel. 
By the bust of Shakespeare o*er us — by the bard we both 

adore— , 

Tell this soul with sorrow laden, if within thy distant Aidenn 
Ever widow, wife, or maiden Lady Macbeth's mantle wore 
With a grace beyond Miss Bateman ?" Still this croaking 
man of yore 

Answered grimly, " Yes, a score." 

" Be tliat word our sign of parting. Croaker," then I said, 

upstarting ; 
For the curtain now is rising, and I hear a deafening roar. 
Not a word hath Macbeth spoken ; he can only bow in 

token 
Of the homage all unbroken. Then the Croaker spoke once 

more : 
" Truly this Macbeth reminds me of a figure seen before 

Over many a snuff-shop-QOor." 

And the Croaker, never flitting, still was sitting, his brows 
knitting. 

Growling oft at Irving's action, voice, and costume that he 
wore. 

And his eyes had all the seeming of a croaker who was 
dreaming 

Of Macready, Kemble, Kean, and Young, in palmy days of 
yore; 

And the last words that he muttered^ as he passed the circle- 
door, 

Were—** I'm very glad *tU o'er." 

Funny Folks OoXohti 9, 1875. 



The Stoker. 

Once in February dreary, while the Commons, weak and 

weary. 
Pondered many a quaint and curious Tory measure then in 

store. 
While they nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a 

tapping. 
As of some one gently rapping, rapping at the chamber* 

door; 
"Some new member 'tis," they muttered, " tapping at oar 

chamber-door ; 

Tis Kenbaly— nothing more !" 

But the house was in a flutter when, without a " Hem " or 

stutter. 
In there walked a stately Counsel some of them had seen 

before; 
Not the least obeisance made he — not a minute stopped or 

stayed he^ 
But with mien of ancient member took his place upon the 

floor. 
Hitched his '* gamp " upon the mace, and hung his hat 

behind the door — 

Hitched and stood, and nothing more ! 

Stood the Counsel grim, beguiling their "gay wisdom " into 

smiling 
By the grave and stem decorum of the countenance he wore«- 
" None come here without proposer," said the Speaker, as a 

poser; 
**'Tis the Parliamentary custom for two hundred years and 

more ;'* 
But outspoke the doughty Premier, *' Truly all know how he 

came here ;" 

He's Kenealy — nothing more ! 

Mr. Whalley, sitting lonely on his placid bench, spoke only 
But one word, as if his soul on that one word he did outpour; 
Nothing further then he uttered. He was just a little 

fluttered. 
While a host of members muttered, "Other bores have 

flown before ; 
Some fine moming he will leave us as our bores have left 

before." 

Whalley whispered, " Nevermore I" 

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, 
** Doubtless," said they, " what he utters is his only stock 

and store, 
Caught from Liberal disaster when that party had no master. 
When mistakes came fast and faster, and their songs one 

burden bore, 
Wlien the dirges of their hopes that melancholy burden bore 

Of never, nevermore." 

Members willing to be civil said, "Oh, quit the Tichborae 

drivel ! 
By the roof that bends above us — by the Commons we 

adore. 
Tell our souls with sorrow laden that our Parliamentary 

Aidenn 
Shall not echo with the name of ** Arthur Orton " any 

more; 
That the mystery unriddled who the name Sir Roger bore 

Shall not vex us any more !" 

But Kenealy, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting 
With his gingham hitch^ upon the mace, his hat behind 

the door. 
And his eyes have all the seeming of a Counsel who is 

dreaming. 



And Ihe lamplight o'er him tlrraming ibtows hia ^hsdcw on 
And Ihe Cuitimonr, in thai shadow ibat liri floaling on the 
Have a prcliy iitnt in siore ! 
ThiB amusing parody originally appeared in 
/■untiji J-e/is, March 6, 1875, accompanied by a 
portrait of Dr. E. V. Kenealy. This was imme- 
diately after his election ae member for Stoke, 
and the week after it appeared the clever but 
eccentric advocate of the " unfortunate noble- 
man " inserted the parody in his newspaper, 
TAe Englishman, with a compliment to its author, 
and it was re-copied in many other newspapers. 
The author, Mr. Joseph Verey, a well-known con- 
tributor to dramatic and humorous pericdicala, 
has written many other clever parodies, amongst 
them being "Mariana at the Railway Station," 
inserted on page 4, Volume J. ; and "The 
Nighl Policeman," after Longfellow, insetted 
on page 68, Volume I. of this collection. 



"The Raven." 
{Afitr Edgar A/tan Fat. ) 

Latk ■! mldnighl 1 Has leaied, and mj brain was oveihented 
With refleclioni ijuaiut and cutioui as I thoueht tny snbjecl 

While I pondered, almost napping, suddenly (here came a 

tapping 
A> oroumeone softly mpfing, rapping at ihe pntloui door, 
And my heart it (airly llutlcrcd, bcaiine at the pailour-dcoi, 

Jull a lap. and nulhlng more. 
Vci 1 dislinci ly 1 icmember how 1 trtniblcd in each inemlier, 
Thoagbt 1 uw in every ember gha«lly romiofoncorniore 1 
Uoblins came before mjr virion, grinning wildly with derision , 
Therr I sat as ibough in piiaon, prison closed by parlour- 
Icy chill nme creeping o'er me whilst I gaud upon the 

(ietling frighiencd more and more. 
And (he windy gusli uncertain Ihrougb ihe window shook 

ihe curiam. 
Thrilled mc, nilcd me with riniauic tenors never felt beroie. 
Then meihoaghi pcrhapt >he npplng might \k but llic 

serv«nl lappine 
That awoke ma from my napping, she might then be at the 

Bringing dh the nightly candle, candlestick with broken 

A* she'd often done before. 
Then mr soul grew diong in valour, anil my cheeks lost al I 

then pallor, 
"Mild,'* said I, "ut Mar^, jui^I you place the candle al the 

I'oDd'fin^ was I, almosl najipinci when you came fo genlly 

lapping. 
Am) you came so softly rapping, tapping at the parlour- 
Mary, scarcely could 1 heat you," ihen I west nnlo the 
I>aiknei* Ihcrc, and nothing more t 



Scarcely hid I gel me sealed, feclicp »iil1 all over-healed, 
Wh.n syain I heaid Ihe larr're liud.r ih:n ii v»* te'ore 
■■ Pllss ire!" raid I, "This igsin, souieihing's si ll 

windi.w-pane, 
Now some knowledge I'll obtain of this strange mysteriooB 

Courage, heart ! a single moment, while ihis mystery t 

Tis (he wind, and nothing more !" 

Scarce ibe wonts my tongue had spoken, scarce the silence ' 

hnd broken. 
Thro' Ihe window stepped n raven like I0 Ingoldt-by's ( 

Notice icok he of me never, off he hopped and looked soi 

Flight he took with lold er.dtsvour, pciching o'er 

parlour door, 
From his perch he eyed me closely, watched me frcm ihtt 



ir-door 



Sal and looked— did ntlhing n: 



tl 



Cunning looked he, as though chaffing — fminy bird ! he 

me laughing, ^_ 

Perched aloft, and lookirg gta*e, with both his eyes upoq 
ihe floor ; — 

" Ebony friend, wilb head alt shaven, surety ihou cant! b 

Out so late, you funny raven, lell me what misfortune bore 
Thee unto my humble roof, and 10 sit above my door," 
Quolh the raven, " Say no mote 1" 

" Tell me, raven, what has brought you, how it is that you'iv 

Iwlhoughl yru 
Mete to fly in midnight darkness, coming hither to eiplore^ 
Hasi thou good or evil omen to pronounce lo men or nviiiaw 
Which ihou wilt reveal lo no wen — speak the message, I 

implore." 
Tbcn he ruffled all his feathers, speaking from the parlour 

Said he, "Think the mailer o'er." 



There he was with n 

sedately. 
Like a monk he was 



> stately, looking solemn 
iplalely," thinking something 
one sepulchral' 



All al once bis wings be llullered. 

Something indistinctly uttered, as 

Most intently did I listen, listened as t ne'er before 
To a raven o'er a door. 

— Al the Prince's Pierhead, said he, iheie you'll find ■ 

policeman steady, 
Strulliug ptondly ever ready 10 annoy the cabmen ihete. 
With the Jehus roughly dealing, causing ihem a Lilttt 

Vain il is the men apoealing, one and all they now dectare 
Pierlieait rank they 11 never stand in, never ply fur Undiq 

Whilst ihal " bobby 't " stationed then 
At the Town Hal l>anqiiei lately, was a Colonel bold am 

stately. 
Full of pomp he woji "complalely, silling rigi'J in his chal^ 
When (he Army's health was loaded, up he rose and proni"^" 

Whilst with with 'ring tongue he " roasted " Captain 

sitting there, 

That the Naval forces never, whilst he sal upon that chair 
With the Airoy moat compare 1 
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When tbe Cokmel Yates, conceited, had his fiilsome speedi 

completed. 
And vpcni his chair was seated,— Colonel Steble, gallant 

Said with gradons tone and manly, how the noble House of 

Stanley 
Oft in fonner times like him had sat upon the dvic chair ; 
Tlien the noble Earl, replying, said with truth he might 

declare 

" Such an honoor now was rare !" 

Chinamen oat there in "/Viking," Treaty obligations 

breaking. 
Our Ambasador is seeking wily'stnbborn men to awe. 
Telling them the British nation anger'd cannot brook 

evasion ; 
Better listen to persuasion, or he threatens hell withdraw ; 
So they wisely yield submission. Frightened of the Lion's 

paw, 

China says shell keep the law. 

Sea is roogfa and weather breezy, still ** Serapis,** steaming 



Slowly sails from oat Brindi&i, bearing son of Britain's 

Qaeen, 
Foaming billows nobly riding. Eastern seas her prow 

diTiding, 
Sooo in sonny waters gliding Royal Standard will be seen ; 
Prince will have a royal welcome, Rajahs proud, of royal 



Greeting son of India's Queen — 

Thus he spake what he intended, and his croaking speech 

was ended. 
Flipping wings he soon descended from his perch above the 

door. 
Not another word was spoken, nor again the silence broken, 
He had given me the token, and he hopp'd along the floor. 
Thro* tbe window into darkness — glancing at my parlour 

door. 

Raven saw I nevermore ! 

The Porcupine (Liverpool;, October 30, 1875. 



A Black Bikd that Col'ld Sisc but Wouldn't 

Sing. 

(^ Lyric of the American Southern States. ) 
Once npon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and 



O'er tbe War of the Rebellion and the things that were 

before ; 
While I sat absorbed in thinking, brandy cocktails slowly 

drinking. 
Suddenly I saw a blinking, one-eyed figure at my door- 
Saw a nasty, stinking, ^j.ink'irig, one-eyed figure at mv door, 
Staxtding up as ttiff as vteel->ari-, jast acrrjss my chamber 

floor, 

Pecplr^j ID, and— nothing more. 

Ah : I never ihall f'jr^^. ir. how in gkndng ronsd I met it. 
And I ercr ihail reg/«t ;t that I iooice'i towards iha: d>w. "* 
For I saw a moi»er«>a« fig^jre—lilce a giant, onlx bimr. 
And there svyyj a Lig t/iik nigger, wi-ii his' back acainst 

tbe d<x^, ^ 

Darting, with a hldtf/tn wJgger, glances right across mv 

floor, ^ 

A reekine, lantem'jair'd bock nigger bolt upright araisst mv 

door, ^ 

OUacing in^ and — nothing 



Quick instinctively espying where my ham and eggs were 

firying, 
There 1 saw a poker lying near the hearth npon the floor. 
And with most determined vigour seized and buried it at the 

nigger. 
But so quick was he on the trigger, as he jnmp'd it struck 

the door. 
Struck beneath him, as he bounded just like lightning from 

the floor. 
As like a tarr*d and feather'd Mercury, up he bounded from 

the floor. 

Grazed his heel, and — nothing more. 

Back toward my hearth-stone looking, where my ham and 

eggs were cooking. 
Shaking, quaking as no mortal evershaked or quaked before. 
Soon I heard uie ugly sinner mutter forth these words, 

*' Some iA'nner,'' 
Looking still more gaunt and thinner, even than he looked 

before. 
These the words the heathen mniter'd— the sole and only 

sound then uttered. 
As down from his high jump he flutter'd lighting on his 

major toe, 

** Dinner," said he, nothing more. 



Then his impudence beginning, he displayed his gums in 

grinning, 
And with e}-es anght else but wiiming, lecr'd upon me from 

the door, 
Speakipg thusly: *"Tis your treat, man. 111 never go into 

the street, man. 
Till 1 get some grub to eat, man, I shall nezrr leave your 

door. 
Never quit them aigs and bacon, now just done, Tm very 

sure. 
Never till I've cleaned the platter, ihoi^h you beat me till 1 

roar. 

Treat me. or lU charge 'em sure." 

Then toward the firepibu* marchir^. where my cofte too 

was parching. 
Boldly stalked this sassy nigger righ: acn»s my chamber- 

flvx>r. 
Never sit-^pped to bend or iv^w. sir. then 1 knew there'd 

be a row, sir. 
For 1 made a solemn vow. sir, he shocid sooa recrws that 

floor. 
And 1 kicked him through the rwrn. sir, back ag^ toward 

tbe door. 
Kickd and a:5ed him, in my ai^er, back against my 

chamber^ oor. 

Then I kicke^d him vet once more. 



But this miinig»:t bird beguiling my sarr'd ^irit into 

smiling. 
Bv the wretciied. mloi. i^venozs Iwk bis hungry visage 

wore. 
••Th.-'."* 1 saii -tbor ar. a freeisaa, th^c hast gone so 



much .0 



So n give yoa one gc»i feed, man, as yx: secai to be so 

loor— 

One ffooi feed in yocr sore need. =jai, as ywi seem so very 

Tbe efiK and meat jiaS: be my atai, if with light woA 
3ro?n pay the scare."* 

Qaoth the nigger — ** Work no 



I 



Hach I marvelled ihii angaini; nigger should refuse so 

lo da a little work, for food he craved and needed sore, 
we eannot help agreeing Ihat no livirg human being 

Should decline lo labour seeinglhal he wa-i so deuced foor ; 

Should refuse lo earn a dinner, which he hungeicd tor I'm 



Duld have damned his soul hy s 
Escaping thence t 



tling bad he hoped 



I 



Awhile I aal absorbed in musing, what meant he by this 

Till, mad, 1 turned into abusing the odiot;!, odorou<! 

btackamooi. 

" Sure," said I, " you must be craty, lo be so infernal laiy, 
So eossedly, outrageous lary, ai lo want lo work no moie ; 
You ucly, grim, ungainly, gbaslly, heathen, saTage 

blackaiuiHii, 
Will yoa even work for wages — food and clothes and 

pa)inent sure ?" 

Qttolh the nigger— "Work no more." 

" Nigger," said I, "horrid Atvaott \ Kigger slill if ilavt or 

frrtman. 
Pause and ponder eie you answer this one i^uesiion, I 

Have you got no sense of feeling ? do you mean lo live by 

stealing ? 
Or by working and fair dealing ; lell me truly, 1 implore, 
On your honour as a ni^;er, will you ever labour more? 
Plough In com or hoe in cotton, a« you did in days of yote ?" 
Quoth the Nigger—" Nevermore !" 

Stutled by the stillness broken by reply so flatly spoken, 
"Doubtless," said I, " this big nigger once could eat enough 

for four, 
When on some grand rice plantation, he could out-eat all 

warned him he coold eat no 



t Scorning any calculstion of how much cash it cost I'm snr 
For the master paid the piper in the good old days of yore, 
Days hell revel in no more !" 



'& 



«aid I, "thing of ciil! ([uit my sighi ! ^elo the 



I 



Or even yet, pause, reconsider terms HI ofTcr yoa no more. 
Tell me truly, 1 implore yon, for the last time I conjure j-ou, 
If gooil wages I enmre you, and clothes the best yuu ever 

Will >-ou work three dap in seven, al tasks far lighter than 

Only three short days in seven — labour light and payment 



Quoih the nigger—" Work n 
lar sign of parting, nigger ma 
u came from, let m 



I said 



"Be that won 

upstarting, 
" Get yon gone to where yi 

bee DO more. 
Quick, vamose, cut dirt- skedaddle— teek some far-olT, 

distant thore, 

i Haste, relieve me 'if that visage— i/air,frf> not again my door. 
Join the army-go to Texis 1 Never come back here to 



t> Texi* 1 Ncv 

Take your gue from off my vicluili— lake your carcase from 
' my door " — 

Quoth the nigger--" Kc " 



Every kind of honest labour, in the house or out of door. 

And his eye has all the seeming of a vulture's starved and 

dreaming, 
And my bacon, gently steaming tempts him still to cross my 

floor. 
But I'll gamble with that poker that I hurled at him before. 
That I'll maul his very lights out, if he dares to pass that 

He shall work or— cat no more ! 
Tht Fiiam^ February iG, 1876. 



COWGATE PHII.ANTHROI'V. 

Onile, while in the Cowgale dirty, on an evening damp and 

murky. 
Mournfully I gazed at objects swarming there from door 10 

From a whisky palace, swearing, a poor woman issued, 

bearing 
.\ child upon her bosom bare, and that bosom stained with 

gore, 
And she uttered dreadful threats against the man that kept 

the store - 

Idle threats, and nothing more, 
To myself 1 said, intcrror, " Surely here there is some error ; 
This woman seems in deep distress- distress which pierces lo 

So I stepped into the palace, with the view of getting solace, 
For that creature whose deep sorrow my soft heart with 

anguish tore. 
That shadow of an angel bright, for her ci 



Trace of beauty, r 



\S'hen my tongue ils wonted action ceased, as if by somi 

attraction. 
Ho I stood a perfect dummy at this dreadful gin-house door 
Pointing to that seeping woman, whom no one would nov 

This 1 did, and nothing mot>'. 



from the 

And the answer from the monster who had been this 

woman's wrongsler 
Was, she had not filthy lucre to pay oflf her whisky score ; 
He'd be blowed, or something stronger, if he'd give her any 

And he thought her ijuile a bore. 

Then I fell my Angers itching, and my muscles all a 

To seize the rascal by the throat, and stretch him straight 

apim the floor 1 
Bui he gave a loud hoar<e chuckle, lei me see his mighty 

knuckle. 
And adviscl me for my safety thai I'd better seek ihe door— 
li I didn't vanish quickly I might go upon all four: 
So I vanisTled — nothing more. 
Thi MkUth Athenian (Edinbu^h), March 1 1, 1876. 
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LINES 

Respectfully dedicated to the 

Right Honourable Henry Bouverie William Brand, M.P., 
Speaker of the House of Commons. 

"Once upon a Wednesday dreary, while I Ustenetl somewhat 

weary, 
To the dull and dismal business going on upon the floor, 
On me, in my melancholy, broke the voice of Mr. Whalley, 
Pouring forth of words a volley, and this, too, I meekly bore ; 

* 'Tis near five o'clock,' I muttered, and my lot I meekly 

bore, 

Hoping there was little more. 

" For since noon I had been sitting, and the daylight now 

was flitting. 
As M.P.'s, their places quitting, noiselessly passM through 

the door. 
Motions, though, in such a number did the notice-1x)ok 

encumber. 
That I'd vainly sought to slumber, though my eyes were tired 

and sore, 
Dareil not nap like those around me, though my eyes were 

red and sore ; 

But a watchful look I wore. 

"Tired of talking, Whalley finished, and my list was thus 

diminished 
By the Bill on * Open Spaces ' — this it was his name that 

bore — 
Next, I saw with heartfelt pleasure, came an agricultural 

measure ; 
For methought no member surely over this dry Bill will 

pore — 
They will not discuss its details, they will never o'er it pore ; 

Merely pass it — nothing more. 

"So I thought, until up-glancing, I beheld a form advancing 
From the seats below the gangway, boldly out upon the 
floor, 

* Stay,' mused I ; * I know that figure. Yes, it is — it must 

be Biggar !' 
Through the House there passed a snigger, but my heart was 

very sore ; 
For he caught my eye, confound him ! and my heart was 

very sore ; 

Hope was left in it no more. 

" Not the least obeisance made he, nor where he had risen 

stay'd he ; 
But he strode across the gangway, nearer to me than before. 
All the time that he was walking, he was hoarsely at me 

talking. 
Nothing stopping him nor baulking, not a moment he 

forebore, 
Caring not for sneers nor laughter, not a moment ho 

forebore, — 

But talked on for evermore. 

" Much it grieved me this ungainly man to hear discourse so 

plainly, 
Though his phrases little meaning, little relevancy bore, 
For I knew his stubborn nature, knew, too, in the Legislature, 
That so obstinate a member it had never known before ; 
That a member so pig-headed never had been known before. 

Never would be evermore. 

** * Far too **narrer " is this measure,' quoth he, slowly, at 

his leisure ; 
*Yes, it*s Tcry much too "narrer!"* then he went its 

clauses o'er ; 



Turn'd it inside out, and twisted its provisions, as he listed ; 
While his friend Parnell assisted — helped this most portentous 

bore ; 
Backed him up, and often prompted this unmitigated bore ; 

Who kept speaking evermore ! 

" Presently my wrath grew stronger, hesitating then no 

longer, 
* Sir !' I said, * you're not in order; keep in order, I 

implore I 
This is but the second reading, yet you are in sooth 

proceeding 
-\s though in Committee pleading ; cease from this or leave 

the floor ! 
Mean you long to go on speaking, mean you long to keep 

the floor ?^ 

Quoth J. Biggar, * Evermore !' 

" Then methought his voice grew hoarser, and his manner 

rather coarser ; 
Till that he my eye had ever caught, I did at heart deplore ; 
Why, I thought, has Cavan sent thee ? can no earthly |H)wer 

prevent thee ? 
None bring respite ami nepenthe, from thy rudeness and thy 

roar? 
Am I doomed to always listen to thy inharmonious roar?' 

Quoth J. Biggar, * Evermore. * 

** *ii»gga.r,' said I, * Joseph Biggar, why thy most undoubted 

vigour. 
Didst thou not devote to business on thy own Ulsterian shore? 
Why not give to lard and bacon, all the energies mistaken. 
Thou from night to night art wasting on this House of 

Commons floor ? 
Stick to lard ! Drop legislating ! This of thee I would 

implore !* 

Quoth J. Biggar, * Nevermore.* 

*' * Biggar,' said I, * tell me truly, wilt thou always be unruly ? 
Is there nothing thy lost senses can to thee at last restore ? 
Wilt this chamber long be haunted by thy presence so 

undaunted ? 
Or would'st thou at home be wanted if pigs fetched much 

less per score — 
If lard fell a lot per bladder ? Tell me — tell me, I implore ?" 

Quoth J. Biggar, * Nevermore I' 

" 'Joseph,* said I, *have a care, sir, lest thou shouldst me 

too much dare, sir. 
For I give thee warning, fair sir, that if thou art much a 

bore, 
I will henceforth always try, sir, that thou mayst not catch 

my eye, sir. 
When in future thou mayst rise, sir, and stand out upon this 

floor!— 
Stand in all thy blatant boldness on this desecrated floor ; 

Thou shalt catch it nevermore ! 

" But J. Biggar never stirring, went on stating and averring. 
Naught him staying or deterring, still his speech did he 

outpour. 
And back on my cushion sinking, I was filled with dread at 

thinking 
That this grim and greasy member might for ever harshly 

roar — 
That this grim, ungainly, lardy man might never cea^ to 

bore, — 

But talk on for evermore 1** 

Truths March 8, iSy;, 



The Saw. 

Atajf, whilst I wailed, laint snd 

1^ Oa Ae 1j h J » % till ihe dooor ibe eipccted tidings bore ; 

la I nodd ei l, oeaiij napping, dreaming ot what then 

OBOwiif of wW thca was hap[ui^ t'olhet side yon 

Stood Ac doctor ifaoc, aad wbiipered. opening the chamber 
Ams, 

** Tit a bojr !** and nothing more. 

Aailttwed ea 

rati '^J ^ wiihcd foi iIomJii i. at Bay feet ■■£) handi grew 



•a, oh, bow quicklf 1 would 
Ok, bow I vvhU wake ifcc ediocs with my di 



F«> u I tboi thra<i ^ of inoriag, cane a found of liquid 

pcwu^— 
Tttaa a ioaad thai oft, when llunty, I had heard with juj 

Mum 
Aad wbcD il I heard repealing, thro* the darkness sent I 

Rojiog, " who il thai ihal'i drinking something in behind 
Pv the kmikI came from a chamber, mine erstwhile, now 
" Vi'ho are you and what d'yon pour i" 
Ual nuaniirncsme, so rising wiih a rashnesEmoft surprising, 
" .^ir." laid I, " DI madam, ml]' your forgiveness I implore ; 
Hut the fact i> I was napping, when I heard some liquid 

lapping. 
Lapping, bppiiig, softly lapping, in behind this chamber- 



Wbo are yon in there, I pray you ?"— here I opened wide 

Smell of tpititt, nothing more t 
Deeply that ilrune odour sniffing iliwd 1 "bulling" ihere 

and ■' if-ing : 
Gociaing, wuodeiing, surmising who it was that I'd heard 

Still the uience was unbroken, and the stillness gave no 

Unl a bcitlle bfandr-suokeii I remarked upon the fiocir. 
Thi* I noticed, black and cmply, lying ibcci: upon the 

Merely that, and nothing more 1 
Fran the duaber I wa> taming, all my soul within me 
Fat ■ little ctip of cacnac : since xnj chilbluns were so 

^^'l■cn I heard a sonnd of ruMling, » of tome stout woman 

hnlhng— 
"Ah,''Blil 1, " Ihii chaml>e>'i mystery I will linger and 

Stay will I another minute and il> mystery explore — 
Why I heard that brandy pour J" 
Opened bne a foliling-d'ioi wu ; and in a few leconda 



A full M 



nnd snnffy t 



V coming lowaidi me o'er the 
innie (topped Ot 



But upon I chair down sitting, beckoned mc to what she 



Then this flannel roll beguiling my sid fancy into smiling. 
By the strange and utter contrast ihat il to the matrun bore. 
Sought my thoughts anulher channel, and I spoke unto the 

flannel. 
Saying, "What an Ihou and wherefore art thou brought 

here, i implore?— 
Tell me why Ihou art thus carried, why so K^ntly, I 

But it sobbed, and nothing more ! 
Much I maiveilL-d ai iij i^obbing, and my heart was quickly 

throbbing 
As nntu the ponderous malron said I, ■' Turn that flannel 

For you cannot help agreeing that no living human being 
Ever yet beheld a bundle thai could sob, and nothing more — 
Ever yet a roll of flannel saw that sobbed and nothing more !'' 

Quoth the matron, " Shut the door." 
Then the flannel pink unfolding, soon was I with awe 

beholding 
Something like to which my eyes had never gated apoo 

Nothing luriher then il ufered— but I mouthed awhile and 

stuttered 
Till I positively muttered, " 
Said the matron, "There ii 



■•Tell me 
i little 



'Tis your son, and nothing more 1" 
longer dreaming, with a sadden knowledge 
seeming, and 'twas you that t 



"Ah," said I, 

gleaming, 
" Vou've a monthly 

heard pour ; 
Tell me, then, when 1 may slumber, when this room you'll 

cease to cumber, 
Since of chilblaiis such a number in the passage 1 deplore ] 
Tell me when I may turn in and cease iheir smarting it 

Quoth that woman, " Never more 1" 

" Woman !" said 1, " nurse, how dare you ? If you do no 

have a care, you 
Soon will And that 1 can spare you, for 111 show to you thi 

But that woman, calmly silting, and her brows engaged it 



Waved it and said, "Never more 1" 

" Nurse," 1 shouted, " I won't stand it ; put it down, at 

once, unhand il I 
A* your master, I demand it, and this room lo me restore i 
Take yon saucepan from mj table ; clear my bed, for yon 

C.fyour wardrobe, and the baby taLe where il was heretofore ; 
For 1 long to sink in slumber : nuise, I'm dying for 



Quoth that woman, " Ne 
r sign of parting, monthly 



"Be that word 
upsl ailing, 
'* Get thee gone, thou Gamp outragewi, 

Leave that botUe ai a token of the tot that llwu Imm 



where'er thou 
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Now be off— have I not spoken ? Get thee gone, Gamp, 

there's the door — 
Take thy wardrobe from my bed, and take thyself out 

through that door !" 

Quoth that woman, "Never more !" 

And that monthly nurse is sitting, drinking in a way unfitting. 
In an easy-chair luxurious just behind my chamber-door ; 
There for weeks she has been sleeping, me from my own 

chamber keeping ; 
Degradations on me heaping, till my heart of hearts is 

sore ; 
Fearing that her shadow never will be lifted from my floor. 
And that, smelling strong of spirits, she through yonder 

open door 

Shall be lifted — Never more ! 

Finis (Beeton's Christmas Annual, 1877.) 



The Maiden. 

Once upon a summer morning, whilst I watched the sun 
adorning 
All the hilltops lying round me with an ever-golden hue, 
Suddenly I saw a maiden with a basket heavy laden, 
Yes, a basket heavy laden with some clothes which looked 

like new, 
And I cried, " My pretty maiden, these look just as good 
as new ; 

Have they, pray, been washed by you ?** 

Ah ! distinctly I remember how my soul burned like an 
ember. 
As the maiden's eyes grew brighter — ty^^ of such a lovely 
blue ; 
How her auburn tresses glistened in the sunlight while I 
listened, 
Wondering how she had been christened ; but her 

answering words were few. 
And somehow they didn't please me, these her answering 
words so few — 

" Truly, sir, what's that to you?" 

Then I said, " O, lovely maiden, with this basket heavy 

laden, 

Tell me truly, I implore thee, from what parent-stock 

you grew ? 

If your father is a humble, honest, labourer like the Bumble- 

Bee that works, but does^not grumble at the work he has 

to do? 
Maiden did you ever grumble at the work you had to do ?" 

Quoth the maid, " What's that to you ?" 

Presently my soul grew stronger, hesitating then no longer. 
For I felt a little angry, and thus said what wasn't true : 
" Hark you, maid, my friend, Joe Simmen, says that all you 
washerwomen 
Are as sour as any lemon, cross as any ole cW Jew ; 
Tell me maiden, is it not so, that you're like some oh clo^ 
Jew?" 

Quoth the maid ** What's that to you ?" 

Deep into that countenance peering, long I stood there 
wondering, fearing, 
Lest the girl should prove a vixen, and begin to hit 
me too ; 
But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no 
token. 
And the only words there spoken were the whispered 

words, " Pooh ! pooh !" 
These I whispered* for I feared her, whispered just the 
words, " Pooh 1 pooh 1" 

Aod I knew not what to do. 



Round about myself then turning, all my soul within me 
burning, 

For I did not dare to face her, as she was I knew 
not who ; 
I began at once to wonder how on earth I could thus 
blunder, 
And why I thus should cower under these her answering 

words so few, 
And I could not find a reason why her words should be 
so few ; 

Still I knew not what to do. 

Then I glanced across my shoulder, as it were some sheltering 
boulder. 
And I saw the maiden laughing, laughing till her face 
was blue. 
Then I thought " 'Tis now or never," so I said (and thought 
it clever), 
"Pretty maiden, did you ever have a^nice young sweet- 
heart, who 
Was, as I am, tall and handsome? If so, prithee tell 
me who ?" 

Quoth the maid ** What's that to you?" 

And the maiden, thus beguiling all my angry soul to 
smiling, 
Made me say, •* Ah ! lovely maiden, fairly I'm in love 
with you." 
Then began my heart to flutter, and began my tongue to 
stutter. 
And began my lips to mutter, while around me objects 

flew. 
Thus I muttered, while the objects round about me swiftly 
flew, 

" Maiden, I'm in love with you." 

But the maiden, sitting lonely on the velvet sod, spoke only 
These four words when I made of her some interrogation 
new ; 
So upon the green grass sinking, I betook myself to linking 
Fancy unto fancy, thinking what on earth I now should do, 
And I asked the washer maiden, what on earth I now 
should do ? ,, 

Quoth the maid " What pleases you.' 

** Torment !" said I, "thing of evil! you, at least, might 
have been civil, 
And not given such answers to the questions I have put 

to you. 
When I told you that I loved you, surely then I think I 

moved you, 
And I think it had behoved you to make answers straight 

and true, 
'Stead of which you gave me answers which were anything 
but true." 

Quoth the maid, " What's that to yon." 

" Be these words our sign of parting, saucy maid I" I 
shrieked, upstarting. 
" Get you back into the village, take these clothes alone 
with you ! 

Leave no thread even as a token of these horrid words 
you ve spoken ! 

^"u.Tllke'iS' ""^~^*° ' "^^^^ *^*** *^^°*« ^"^^ 
^'"dSTai^nT^" ^"^ "*"' *'*'«• ^-^tli th«e dothe. « 



Quoth the «^^^ .. ^^ ^ ^^,. 



Yet mr sleep Is oft enchanted, aad my dreams are attea 
Dnonled 
By her form when just not wanted, uid the basket seems 

there too. 
And she ask& in tones of mockery, pointing at the 
basket, too, 

" What is this, now, sir, to you ?" 

D. J. M. 
EdinlmrsJi Faptr, November, S, 1879. 



The Pbomissojiv Noie. 

In the lonesome latter years, 

(Fatal yean I) 
To the dropping of my tears 
Danced the mad and mystic s[iheres 
In a louniJed, lecline nine, 

'Neath the moon, 
r To the dripping and the dropping of my tears. 
Ah, my soul is swathed in gloom, 

(Ulalume !) 
In a dim Titanic tomb. 
For my gaunt and gloomy soul 
Ponders o'er the penal scroll, 
O'er the parchment (not a rhyme), 
Out ot place, — out of time,^ 
I am shredded, shorn, iinshiny, 

(O, the fifty !) 
And the days have passed, the (hrue, 

Over me I 
I And the debit and the credit are as one la him and u' 
Twa» the random runes I wrote 
Al the bottom of the note 

(Wrote, and freely 

Gave to Greeley), 
Id the middle of the night. 
In the mellow, moonless night. 
When (he stars were out of sight. 



When the fifty, drawn at thirty, 
Seeming thrilly, yet the ilirty 

I Lucre of the raukci, wu the moil that I could raise .' 
Fiends controlled it, 
(Let him hold it ■) 
Devils held for me the inkstand and the jien ; 
Now the days of grace are o'er, 

(Ah, Lenote t) 
I am but as other men : 
What is time, lime, lime, 
To my rare and runic rhyme. 
To my random, reeling rhyme, 
By ihe samls along the shore, 

' Where the tempo! whUuers, " Pay him !" and 1 answer 



Gai-AIIAD : What du yuu mean by the reference to 

Horace Greeley ? 

ZolLUs : I thoncht cverytKxIy hail heard that Greeley's 

\ only Biilocralih of Toe wu a ligrialurc 10 a ptomissoiy note 

lor fifty dollan. He offers to kII it fur half Ihe money. 



Now, I don't mean to be wickcil, and lo do nothing with 
Ihe dead except lione 'em, but when such a cue pops inlo 
one's mind, what is one to do ? 

The Ancien'I-: 0, I think you're siill wilhln decent 
limits 1 There was a congenital twist about poor Poc. We 
can'l entirely condone his faults, yet we stretch out charily 
so as to covet as much as possible. His ^Iry has a hectic 
flush, a strange, fascinating, narcotic quality, which belongs 
to him alone. Baudelaire and Swinburne afler him have 
been trying to surpass him by increa^ng the dose ; but his 
Muse IS the natural Pythia, inheriting her convulsians, 
while they cat all sorts of insane tools to produce Ihehirs. 

Galahad {tagcrly) ; Did you ever know him ? 

The Ancieni' : I met him two or three times, heard him 
lecture once (his enunciation was exquisite), and saw bim 
now and then in Broadway, -enough to satisfy me that thetc 
were two men in him : one, a refined fientleman, an aspiring 
soul, an artist among those who had little sense of literary 
art i Ihe other— 

Zo!i.us : Go on 1 

The Ancient; "Built his nest with the lards of night." 
No more of that I 

Divtrsieni of Iki Echo Cluh. By Bayartl Taylor (John 
Camden Ilollen, London.) 



"The Aueh." 

This clever parody, by Prof. J. P. Stclle, edilor of Ihe 
Pro^eiiivt Farmer, and of the agricullural department of the 
Mobile Register, has been repeatedly published in United 
States newspapers, though generally in a mutilated form. 
The following is believed to be the correct veision ; — 

Once tpon an evening bleoty. 
While I sat me dreamy, dreary. 
In the sunshine, thinking over 

Things Ihal passed in days of yore ; 
While fnoddcd, nearly sleeping. 
Gently came a something creeping 
Up my back, like water seeping — 

Seeping upward from the floor. 

" 'Tis a cooling lireeze," I mutiereil, 

From the rc^ons 'neath the Hoot — 

Only thb, and nothing more." 

Ah 1 distinctly I remember 
It was in that wet Septemlier, 
When the earth and every member 

Of creation that it bore 
Had for days and weeks been soaking 
In the meanest, most provoking 
IS thai, without joking. 



'chade 



n before 



So 1 knew it must lie very 
Cold and damp lencolh the floor- 
Very cold beneath the fioor. 

So I sal me nearly napping. 

In the sunshine, stretching, gaping. 

Craving water, but delighted 

Wilh the breeie from 'neath the floor. 
Till I found me waxing coliler. 
And the sltelchir^ growing bolder. 
And myself a feeling older — 

Older than I'd fell before ; 
Feeling that my joints were stltlcr 

Than they were in days of yore — 

Stiflcl than Ihey'tl been before. 
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All along my back the creeping 
Soon gave place to rushing, leaping, 
As if countless frozen demons 

Had concluded to explore 
All the cavities — the "varmints" — 
*Twixt me and my nether garments, 
Up into my hair and downward 

Through my boots into the floor ; 
Then I found myself a shaking, 

Gently first, but more and more — 

Every moment more and more. 

*Twas the "ager," and it shook me 
Into many clothes, and took mc 
Shaking to the kitchen — every 

Place where there was warmth in store ; 
Shaking till the dishes clattered. 
Shaking till the tea w^as spattered, 
Shaking, and with all my warming 

Feeling colder than l)efore ; 
Shaking till it had exhausted 

All its powers to shake me more — 

Till it could not shake me more. 

Then it rested till the morrow. 
Then resumed with all the horror 
That it had the face to borrow, 

Shaking, shaking as before ; 
And from that day in September -r- 
Day that I shall long remember — 
It has made diurnal visits, 

Shaking, shaking, oh so sore ! 
Shaking off my lKX>ts, and shaking 

Me to bed, if nothing more — 

Fully this, if nothing more. 

And to-day the swallows flitting 
Round my cottage see me sitting 
Moodily within the sunshine 

Just inside my silent door, 
Waiting for the ages, seeming 
Like a man forever dreaming. 
And the sunlight on me streaming 

Throws no shadows on the floor ; 
For I am too thin and sallow 

To make shadows on the floor ; 

*Nary shadow — any more ! 



The Chancellor of the Exchequer 
AND THE Surplus. 

Lately on a midnight dreary, whilst I studied, though so 

weary, 
Several sheets of close-writ figures I had gone through times 

l)efore ; 
Whilst I no<lde<l, nearly napping, suddenly there came a 

tapping. 
As of some one gently rapping, rapping at theTreasury door. 
** Is that Kempc?*' I slowly mutter'd. ** If it is, pray leave 

the door — 

I shall want you here no more !" 

Oh ! distinctly I remember, for it happen 'd this I)eceml)er 
And each separate, dying ember seem'd a figure on the 

floor. 
Nervously I wishM the morrow ; for so far I'd failed to 

lx)rrow — 
From the Bank of England Ixjrrow — at the same rate as 

before — 
At the same low rate of interest I had l)orrow'd at l)efore — 

They would lend at Two no more. 



And I had a sort of notion that this fact was known to 

Goschen, . 
Whilst the dread of Childers fill'd me with a fear not felt 

before. 
So that now to still the l)eating of my heart I'd been 

repeating : 
" P'rhaps some luck may yet l)efall you ere you stand upon 

the floor — 
Stand next April with your Budget at the table on the 

floor — 

And a Surplus yet restore !" 

Presently the rap was stronger ; hesitating then no longer, 
*' Kem{)e !" said I, '* or Law, or Lingen, is that you outside 

my door ?" 
If it be, pray cease your tapping ; if you have no cause for 

rapping. 
Cease, and let me strike my l)alance ere I sleep, I you 

implore. 
Do come in if you are out there !" Here I open*d wide the 

door — 

Darkness there, and nothing more. 

Deep into the darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, 

fearing. 
Seeing ghosts of former Budgets — Gladstone's Budgets— o'er 

me soar ; 
But the silence was unbroken, and of Kempe I saw no 

token ; 
He had gone with Law and Lingen shortly af^er half-past 

four. 
So I ** H-s-s-h'd" — perchance assuming there were cats alxnit 

the floor — 

Merely cats, and nothing more. 

Back into my room returning, where two composites were 
burning. 

Soon again I heard a tapping, something louder than l)efore. 

***Tis too soon for chimney-sweeper; can it be the office- 
keeper ?'* 

This I said, and once more rising, tried the mystery to 
explore. 

" I will go and try the window, for there's no one at the 
door "— 

This I said, and nothing more. 

Open then I flung the shutter, when with quite a fussy 

flutter. 
In there stalk'd a handsome Surplus of the Liberal years of 

yore; 
Not the least obeisance made it, not a minute stopp'd or 

stay'd it. 
But — nor tried I to dissuade it—hopp'd on something on the 

floor ; 
HoppM upon my rough-drawn Budget, which I'd thrown 

upon the floor — 

Hopp'd, then sat ; and nothing more ! 

Then this welcome guest beguiling my sad fancy into smiling. 
By the cheery and contented cast of countenance it wore ; 
** Welcome, said I, "Surplus comely! though you have 

arrived so * rumly,' 
For 'tis some years since a Budget drawn by me a Surplus 

bore ; 
Let this \yc a happy omen — that they'll come as heretofore !" 

Quoth the Surplus — ** Nevermore !" 

Much I marvell'd that so plainly it should answer, and so 

sanely ; 
Though in sooth I hopeil its answer little relevancy lx>re. 
For 't had fill'd my heart with pleasure, and with ecstacy 

past measui" 



KOdcc ■gain lo see a Surplus come within the Treasury door, 
■T" »l»erve a renl Surplus on my Budgel on Ihc floor, 
Like ihe one in 'Sevenly-foiir. 

I Su[ the Surplus, silling lonely on my Budget draft, spake 

I 'That one word already menllon'd^I refer lo " Nevermore." 
I And not for its nnswer earing, and by no means yet 

despairing, 
P't took heart and said : " Six millions was Ihere left in 
I 'Seveflty-lour ; 

P When Hhalll next get a Surplus large as that in 'Seveniy- 
■ four?" 

Quoth my guest T " Why, nevermore 1" 

\ But this time 'twas not contcnled with the word 1 so 
resenleil , 
But went on and said ; " Oh, Korthcote, ruin is for you in 



I 



I Thanks lo your mystetious master, dearth will follow on 

I Ills will follow fast and faster, trade will whully leave your 

P And Ihe people, so impoverish'd, will your taxes pay no 

Debt will haunt you more and more ! 

"Now your revenue is sinking— it's no use Ihe matter 

blinking, 

L Every day, you know. Sir Slaflbrd, your big defieit grows 

I And you have lo borrow, liorrow [ihree more millions, eh, 

1 You have now a floating debt that's ten times what it was of 

I ^ink upon the splendid L'uJget Gladstone left in 'Sevenly- 

And your muddle now deplore !" 
As Ihe Surplus thus declaiming, me lo blushes deep was 

Straight I wheel'd my cushion'd seal in fronl the Budget on 

Sal on the morocco ]iadding, and betook myself to adding 

Figure unto 5guie, madding though Ihe look the loial i»rc ; 

Whitsl thai grim, ungainly, ghastly Sutjilus i^lill upon the 

floor 

Went on croaking: " Nevermore 1" 
"SurplusI" said I, "liy thy figure, which met h inks I sec 

pow bi^cr, 
WhclhcT GlMstone sent, or whether Falc has tt>ss'd thee 

here to bore. 
Tell me, dcspeiale ami daunted, by a score of failures 

haunteil, 
Soon by Childeri lo be launted. lell me. lell me, I implore. 
Ii ihcre— can I — shall 1 — ever gel thing* sttnighl^ — siy, I 

Quoth the Surplus ; " Nevermore I" 
" Suiptiu !" uid 1, " much I question, if I ilnn'l to 

indlgcilion 
Owe th« vinun of lliy prcKnce; siUl I'd ask Ihce ihi& once 



I 



I shall ever make a Iluclgel with • Surplus, as of yore f 
Shall I e'er announce a Suiplui from my place upon 

Quoth the Surplu) : "Nevermore!" 
' Be ihal word out tign of inrting, cnicl thing I" 1 cried, 

upttarting ; 
* Gel ibce hick lo Mr. Gladslcae, who created thee of yore ; 



Go, and leave behind no token of the words thai thou hast 

Leave my vigil here unliroken, quit my Budget on ihe floor! 
Take thy figure ofl" my Budget, lying there upon Ihe floor." 
Quolh Ihe Surplus ! " Nevermore !" 

"No, I will not think of flitting, but siill silting, eversitting. 
On thy wretched, feeble Budgets, on the table or the floor. 
Will remind thee of the figure, sometimes less and sometiiiaet 

bigger, 
Or the noble Gladstones Surplus, always left in years of 

Yes, I'll always stay and haunt you — always stay and ever 

As you draw up hopeless Budgets, and then throw them on 



And it doubtless had been silting still, nor shown n dgn of 

flitting— 
Hod I not with sudden impulse started, falling by the door. 
And discover'd, slowly rising — what is not at all surprising — 
That my composites were out, whilst daylight slream'd across 

the floor. 
Then I knew 1 had 1>cen dreaming, but my brain continued 

teeming 
With the vision, and the Surplus that had come from years 

of yore, 
And my thoughts on whni that Surplus said whilst ihere u]ion 

my lloor 

Will t« fixb! e\'crmore ! 

TniH. Chrislmas Number, 1879. 



The Raves. 
(A I'triiaii, risptclfutly dtdkalid la lilt Dukt of Samerstt.y 



As of something faintly howling, howling at my chnmbo-donr. 
" Tis some poor stray tyke," 1 mutlend, " howling at my 
chamber-door ; 

Only that, anil nolhing more." 



To ihal swollen, heavy-laden thing poor 'Icvils cnll a 

To be settled— nevermore. 
And Ihe winily, wild, uncertain flapping of my winelow 

Filled mc, thrilled me with faiitasiic fancies never known 

l;ef.jre ; 
So Ihal, now, lo check the cheating uf my tnind 1 stood 

repeating, 
" 'Tis thai Jo.xKs's dog entreating entrance at my chamber- 
Bibulous Jonm's pug entreating entrance bI my cbamlici- 
Only that, and nothing more." 
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Presently the sound grew stronger. Hesitating then no 
loneer, 

** Tyke, said I, ** low mongrel, truly this intrusion is a bore ; 

Where the deuce have you been prowling, that so late you 
come a howling. 

Keeping up this nasty growling, growling at my chamber- 
door ? 

I was hardly sure I heard you." Here I open flung the 
door, — 

Darkness there, and nothing more ! 

Back into my chamber turning, where my lamp was dimly 

burning. 
Soon again I heard a growling, something louder than 

before. 
** Surely," said I, ** surely, that is something stirring at my 

lattice. 
Let me see if ghost or cat *tis, and this mystery explore. 
Pooh ! / have it, what a dufler, what a booby, to be sure ! 

*Tis the wind, and nothing more !" 

Open here I flung the casement, when, to my extreme 

amazement. 
In there stepped a rusty Raven of the " glorious days of 

yore." 
Not the least obeisance dropped he, not an instant stayed or 

stopped he, 
But, like ghoul who hopped and flopped, he perched above 

my chamber door — 
On a plaster bust of Dizzy standing o'er my chamber-door — 

Perched and sat, and — nothing more ! 

Then this seedy bird l)eguiling my chilled features into 

smiling. 
By the grave lugubrious grimness of the solemn phiz he 

wore, 
" Thou art welcome to this haven," said I, " foul, bedraggled, 

shaven, 
Hopeless-looking ancient Raven, croaking as of days of 

yore. 
Tell me what thy lordly name is, is or was, in days of yore. " 

Quoth the Raven, ** Nevermore ! 

Much I marvelled this most sickly fowl to hear respond so 

quickly, 
Though the nonun was a rum one, it a certain aptness bore, 
As to those dull dupes of folly and foreboding melancholy. 
Hopeful seldom, never jolly, doting on those days of yore, — 
Who esteem the present hopeless, utter failure or next 

door — 

To be mended nevermore ! 

But the Raven, squatting lonely on the plaster bust spoke 

only 
That one word, as though his soul in doldrums he would 

thus outpour. 
Nothing further then he uttered, though his spirit seemed 

sore fluttered. 
" Come !" I said, or rather muttered, " you're dyspeptic — 

'tis a bore. 
But to-morrow you'll be better, sleep will your lost tone 



restore. 



Quoth the Raven, " Nevermore 



m 



Struck to find the silence broken by reply so patly spoken, 
" Doubtless," said I, ** this one word, now, is his only stock 

and store, 
Caught from pessimistic master, who in progress saw disaster, 
Coming fast and coming faster, till his wails one burden 

bore, — 
Till his sad vaticinations one unvarjring burden bore. 

This same Raven^ " Nevermore I" 



But the Raven still beguiling my amused soul into smiling* 
Straight I wheeled my easy-chair in front of bird, and bust, 

and door ; 
Then, upon the cushion sinking, thought to thought by fancy 

linking, 
I employed my brains in thinking what this black and 

feathered bore. 
Like all gaunt funereal vaunters of those precious days of 

yore. 

Meant by croaking ** Nevermore !" 

Then methought the air grew denser, darkened as by cynic 

censor, 
Some Cassandra whose forecastings are of evil days in 

store. 
** Croak no more !" I cried. ** Content thee with the gifts 

the gods have sent thee ; 
Give us respite and nepenthe from sad dreams of days of 

yore ! 
Let us quaff hope's sweet nepenthe, and forget those days of 

yore !" 

Quoth the Raven, ** Nevermore !" 

•* Prophet," said I, **of things evil i * Things are going to 

the devil,' 
Is the formula of fogies, I have heard that bosh before ; 
Times look dark, but hearts undaunted find the futuri still 

enchanted, 
W^ith fair visions such as haunted valiant souls in days of 

yore. 
Can't you, canU you look less glum ? Keep up your pecker, 

I implore." 

Quoth the Raven — " Nevermore !" 

** Prophet," said I, "of things evil, I don't wish to l^e 

uncivil. 
But the heavens still bend above us, happy days are still in 

store ; 
All are not with megrims laden, still the future holds its 

Aidenn, 
For brave youth and beauteous maiden ; prophets hav€ been 

wrong before. 
Generally are^ in fact ; why can't they learn, and cease to 

l)ore?" 

Quoth the Raven, ** Nevermore I" 

**Then, look here ! we'd best be parting, croaking fowl !" I 

cried, upstarting, 
" Vou had better find your way lo some Fools' Paradise's 

shore ! 
Leave no feather as a token of the rubbish you have spoken, 
Leave my lonely rest unbroken, quit that bust above my 

door ! 
Take thy beak from out my sight, and take thy blackness 

from my door !" 

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore !" 

And the Raven still is squatting, my aesthetic paper blotting. 
On the plaster bust of Dizzv, just alx)ve my chaml)er-door. 
With his wall-eyes dully gleaming 'neath the nightmare of 

his dreaming, 
And the gaslight o'er him streaming, casts his shadow on the 

floor; 
But my soul in that black shadow that lies heavy on the floor. 

Shall l>e shrouded — Nevermore ! 
Punchy January lo, 1880. 



The Gold Digger. 
Once upon an evening dreary, a gold-digger, tired and 

weary. 
Cogitated very sadly, brain and bone and heart were sore. 
For RO gold came by his toiling, unkind fate seemed ever 

foiUng 



L All his (oii&omc, weaij eBbrls, Bcd lb« keeper of the store 
F Had pitilessly slopped ;hiB credit; quoih the keeper of ihe 

" I can't lucker jiou no more." 



I'Wild ftnd glocmy thoughts 
I and set him ^^umbting, 

I And bis voice in accents m 



I 
I 



ere tumbling through hU head 

inbling 'gan the harsh fates to 

decision, athct make bim some 



Swearing, snapping, musing, napping, presently there came 

a lapping. 
Qaile an unaccustomed tapping at this faie-tossed digger's 

And it roused him from bis musing with Gipcctancy confusing. 
Hade him listen to ihat tapping on the night's Plutonian 

Vond'ring what could cause that lapjiing on the night's 
Plutonian shore, 

Wondering, guessing, more and more. 

Svftly thee he seiied a naddy, quieliy he bore his body 
To that space within his hut, immediately behind the door i 
And wiih ensiest, gentlest motion, hke the wave of summer 



bof e up the latch Ihat barred all ingres! 
floor. 
Hove it up, and grasped ha 
Plulooian shore, 

Saw the light, and nothing 



his shanty 
idily, scanned the n^hi'a 






I pays n 



s mysterious 



Then cried he, ' 

a snake or is'l a wild dog? either sneak I do abhor, 

Well ! I don't know about funking, bat I'll just lie down my 

And I'll leave the door wide open, open to what may 

Tlie old hut, and while exploring, if the explorer don't get 

SCooey on me. nevermore." 
From the darkne;.! came a fluttering, and a sort of subdued 
multering 
That developed into stuttiting, slulleting at the open dcor ; 
And a lovely Cochin China, impudent as any Dinah, 
Slnilted proudly o'er the Ihreshold like as he'd been there 

Just ■> though he had a t^ght thai came all other rights 
A right thai still demanded more. 



Thou shfllt have as warm a welcome as e'er cocky had 

Have a regular hot old welcome, such as others had before ; 

1 can offer nothing more," 
Ah '. the bird was veiy wary, and of eloquence quite chary, 
No clear answer did it make him a* il dodged about ihe 

floor, 
Never thanked him for his kindness, but with worse than 

colour blindness, 
It refu.sed to see the goodness of the digger o'er and o'er, 
Reall)' Hew from his advances, as esteeming him a bore. 

And desiring such no more. 
Spare my muse a diie narralion, take the simple intimation 
That by fell decapitation, Cocky weltered in Ills gore, 
"s shrill clarion brought to silence by a digger's ruthless 



violent 






e at dawn of morning, oi 



t close of day might 
matin solo pour; 



Quite soon a mouth- moistening aroma, such as a famous 

cook's diploma 
Might certify that famed cook's skill could draw from viands 

Filled the hut, 'xbe pot was bubbling. Cochin China's toil 

and troubling 
Were at ati end, and he was yielding grateful broth from 

Yielding brolh fit for a warden, ihat should oar digger's 
strength restore. 

And make him a good feed once more. 
'Twas no ardonr scientific of immense results prolific, 
Nor a questioning of his fortunes by the s * ' 



it heathen 



ir mucii depress^ hero, whose luck surely was at aero. 
Was examining qnile closely Cocky's crop upon the floor. 
Was inspecting it minutely on his knees upon the floor, 
Close and closer, more and more. 
Then he rose in great elation, no swell owner of a station 
Could wear a more triumphant air than now our miner wore. 
For while he had been dissecting be'd been curiously 

prospecting, 
And Cocky's crop had yielded yellow grains of golden ore. 
"No had prospect," quolh out miner, "a good show of 

And around there must be more." 
When the morrow's son had lighted up ihe heavens, our 

miner dighlcd 
In bis clay'Siained looking raiment sought the ground Ihe 

fowls pecked o'er. 
And with them he went a picking, and by dint of closely 

To hii leathered males he picked up quite a lot ofgoldeii 

s brickbats, gloriouv lumps of 



Made a pile, and nothing m 



Nmvasllt Pafir, April, t. 



t Had ttuide ihe door so very fail that the chanllcleer's uproar 
MIeht undo II, nevermore. 

ftTheu said be, " This bird celestial may I civilly request he'll 
■jHow discloK llie eauM of bii nocturnal tapping *l my duoi ? 
^^y I hath BIT good angel tent thee ? Klullei not, nay, nay, 
coatenl lliM^ 



QlART Vol CRIlKK. 

[AuilralasiaH.) 

On an evening ramble lately, as I wandered on sedately, 

Linking curious fancies, modern, mediieval, and antique, — 

Suddenly the sun descended, and a radiance ruby-iplcndld. 
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With the gleam of water blended, thrilled my sensitive 

physique, — 
Thrilled me, filled me with emotion to the tips of my 

physique, 

Fired my eye, and flushed my cheek. 

Heeding not where I was going, I hod wandered, all 

unknowing. 
Where a river gently flowing caught the radiant ruby-streak ; 
And this new-found stream beguiling my sedateness into 

smiling. 
Set me classically styling it with Latin names and Greek, 
Names Idalian and Castalian such as lovers of the Greek. 

Roll like quids within their cheek. 

On its marge was many a burrow, many a mound, and many 
a furrow. 

Where the fossickers of fortune play at Nature's hide-and- 
seek ; 

And instead of bridge to span it, there were stepping-stones 
of granite, — 

And where'er the river ran, it seemed of hidden wealth to 
speak. 

Presently my soul grew stronger, and I, too, was fain to 
speak : — 

I assumed a pose plastique. 

"Stream," said I, "I'll celebrate thee! Rhymes and 

Rhythms galore await thee ! 
In the weekly ' poets corner ' I'll a niche for thee bespeak : 
But to aid my lucubration, thou must tell thine appellation. 
Tell thy Naiad -designation -7-for the Journal of next week — 
Give thy sweet Pactolian title to my poem of next week. 

Whisper, whisper it — in Greek !" 

But the river gave no token, and the name remained 

unspoken, 
Though I kept apostrophising till my voice became a 

shriek ; — 
When there hove in sight the figure of a homeward- veering 

digger, 
Loomine big, and looming bi^er, and ejecting clouds of 

reek— 
In fuKginous advance emitting clouds of noisome reek 

From a tube beneath his beak. 

** Neighbour mine," said I, "and miner," — here I showed a 

Sliver shiner — 
"For a moment, and for sixpence, take thy pipe from out 

thy cheek. 
This the guerdon of thy fame is ; very cheap, indeed, the 

same is ; 
Tell me only what the name is — ('tis the stream whereof I 

speak) — 
Name the Naiad-name Pactolian ! Digger, I adjure thee, 

speak !" 

Quoth the digger, " Quart Pot Creek." 

Oh, Pol ! Edepol ! Mecastor ! Oh, most luckless poetaster ! 
I went home a trifle faster, in a twitter of a pique ; 
For we cannot help agreeing that no living rhyming being; 
Ever yet was cursed with seeing, in his poem for the week, 
Brook or river made immortal in his poem for the week. 

With such a name as "Quart Pot Creek I" 



But the river, never minding, still is winding, still is winding, 
By the gardens where the Mongol tends the cabbage and the 
leek } 



And the ruby radiance nightly touches it with farewell 

lightly, 
But the name sticks to it tightly, — and this sensitive physique, 
The already-mentioned [vu/g supra) sensitive physique, 

Shudders still at " Quart Pot Creek !" 

Miscellaneous Poems, By J. Brunton Stephens. 
London (Macmillau and Co.) 1880. 



In 188 1 a charming little volume of Essays, 
entitled, " Wai/s,'' was published by Messrs. 
Maclehose, of Glasgow. Mr. William Tait 
Ross, the author of these papers is well 
known in the northern capitals for his 
writings, published under the nom de plume 
of Herbert Martyne. One of the most humorous 
chapters in " Waifs" is entitled A Stance with a 
Sequel^ which recounts the author's experiences at 
a spiritualistic meeting in Glasgow. He there 
interviews the ghost of one of the geese who 
saved Rome ; the spirit of a duck who sailed in 
Noah's Ark ; the spirit of the late . lamented 
Cock Robin ; of the mouse turned over by 
Robbie Burns's plough ; and of the donkey 
celebrated by the Poet Coleridge. 

There is a good deal of dry humour in their 
replies, but the seance comes to an untimely 
end, owing to a wild outburst of spiritual 
enthusiasm on the part of the table used for 
communicating with the spirits. 

This excitable piece of furniture suddenly 
made for the door, and was with difficulty 
restrained by four strong men. One of the party 
then getting alarmed, turned on the gas ; in a 
moment all the commotion ceased ; and so the 
stance ended. 

" I will add," says the author, " nothing by 
way of comment, except this, that the answers 
obtained from the various spirits seem to me to 
be even more sensible and important than those 
obtained at any seattce recorded in the annals of 
spirit rapping." 

The chapter concludes with the following 
verses in imitation of ** The Raven," entitled — 

A SEQUEL. 

The Spirits. 

Lately on a midnight dreary. 
Sitting by the fire so cheery. 
Listening to the storm that beat and blew 
With blustering gust and roar ; 
While I sat serenely smoking. 
Suddenly there came a knocking 
As of some one rudely poking, 





^H 
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I'oking at mjr chaml^r-door- 


But it is a fact ouiragcous 




"_Tis some diny ill-bred spirit 


Tliat no guardian beak courageous, 




Knocking al my chamber door — 


With whiskere so umbrageous. 




Otity that, and nothing more." 


Hears, however loud you roar ; 
So, assLstcd by ihe poker. 








But to face the andacious knocker. 
1 seized ilic shining poker, 


I crawled towards the door— 

Darkness there, and nothing more. 




Wliile a>j hcsrt went jumping, thumping, 
As 1 never Tell before ; 


Still the table it kept prancing. 




For through the storm's loud shrieking 


And a private hornpipe dancing. 




I heaid high voices speaking— 

"lis some thief'a ghost thai 11 sneaking 


A* ifits soul rejoiced to see 

The sufferings thai I bore. 




On the cmlside of the door- 


Wrathful at the wooden joker. 




Some vile spirit en 1 ranee seeking 
Dy the keyhole of tlic door— 


I smashed it with the poker, 
When Ihe loud tumultuous knocker 




ThLi, perhaps, and nothing more. 


Fled from my chamber door, ^ 
Shouting out, lo spirit rappers. 




llcsiuiing then no longer, 
PreMnllT my Ihjs crew stroncer, 


" Never open wide your door any more." 








[ strode tovraTd* the door ; 






When, without one word of fable. 






The pondemus parlour-table 
Matched as fast u it was able 










Right across the parlour Hoot ; 


The Drama DtsroNDtNT ! 




Danced across the room, and ihen assumed 
lis post beside the door— 


(/I Poctliial Parvdy.) 




Which is true, and something more. 


As one evening in my study, seated by the firelight ruddy. 








Outside loader grew the knockings, 
Ifll I shook within my slockings, 


Suddenly I heard a creaking, as of some one slyly ineakii^ 
(.Selling both the hinges squeaking), sneaking through my 




Firlou<)erlhanberD[ei 






While the ponderous parlour table 
Danced » fast as it wai aUe 


door? 

Doubtless some unwelcome bore 1" 




KickiiiB up n noi« like Babel, 
Whkhl could not well explore ; 


" Come in !" I slernly mutlcrcd, while my breast Hilh anger 




Let my legs be firm a momenl, 


When Ihere sidled in a Figure, such as ne'er was seen before j 




And this mystery eiplore— 

■Tis a drunken man, no more. 


Like some stagey apparition, in a woe-begone condition — 




And it took up lis position just inside ray chambcr-doot. 
■'What might be your name?" 1 asked it. And it answered 
from the door — 








For now I weU remcinlier. 




]nlhedarkdaysofl)eeeml>et. 






Full many a diouthy crony 






Proceeds from door lo door- 


*' Oh, indeed l" I Mid, politely. ■■ Take a chair !" bul that 




Pouring forth the Howitig whiskey. 
Ami. thereby getting &iiky. 


unsightly. 




Not to say dejected Figure, an unwilling manner bore. 




Plays many a curious plisky. 
And raises many a splore— 


I remarked. " Vou seem in sorrow.^iill bear up, perhaps 








It may be ipirit rapiwn 
On t'other lule the door- 


(Though some trouble has beset yon, which at present you 




deplore) 




Only that, and nothing more, 


You may meet with better fortune, and be brilliant as of 




SopuUingupmybreech™. 


Quoth the Drama, ■' Nevermore 1" 




Wlih many lugn ami hiichci, 
1 turned the k*ry within the bck 


"Why this tone of bitter anguish?" I inquired ; "youaeem 

'Nealb ^me very dreodfiil burden ; sUle the rcuon, I 

implore ! 
Tell me pUinly, now, what is it, that has caused this sodden 




And opened wide the door, 
When aroK a mighty l)awling, 
And a sudden slicic came mauling, 

Sprawling on the parlour floor ; 
And 1 said fiat spirit rapping 




Why Ihe unexpected entrance of your figure through my 




I »eiy much deplme^ 

1 Ibink I rather iwoie. 


Why thai ilogey eiclamatiou that you ullered just before, — 
That expression, ' Nevermore V " 




And. shouting for a bot-by. 


Smi it groaned, ami I relrealed, as that sentence il repeated. 
"What! again?" I said. "Pray, drop it; though yout 
grief is doubUeu sore. 




Till my voice laag through the lobby, 
1 made eflorti lo collect tny»df 


1 


Lying spilt apaa the floor ; 


V*u c«n't help trash being written for the theatres of Britain 
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And ' swells ' won't be always waiting; for their ' pets ' at 

each stage-door, 
And ere long the undressed syrens, may be swept away 

galore.** 

Quoth the Drama, "Nevermore I*' 

Then the poor old Drama, sneering, took the cue for 

disappearing, — 
And it pulled its mantle round it, and stalked slowly to the 

door — 
And its groan was something fearful, as it said in accents 

tear&. 
As it sadly bent its optics on the carpet-covered floor — 
Look here, old poetic party, I shall bet you ten to four, — 

'Twill be better. Nevermore ! — 
That is, hardly evermore !** 

H. C. N, 
The Entr'acte, February ii, 1882. 



«< 



A Voice. 



In the dtisk, within my chamber, I sat and sadly pondered— 
Pondered o*er life's problems with my hana upon my 
brow. 
"When," I asked, *'will adverse fortune cease to torment 
and oppress me ?" 
A voice from out the window, shrill and piercing, answered, 
'*Nowr 

Thrilled and startled by the answer, coming from an unknown 

being, 
I said a^n : " If blessing is in store, oh tell me how 
Release will come, and joy and peace ? Say, when, when 

will it be r 
And through the open casement promptly came the answer 

Half in fear and half in frenzy, for methonght the being 
mocked me, 
I said : *' Unlock the mystery of my fate, or else I vow 
To curse thee for thy falseness. Tell .me when I shall have 
blessing." 
The weird, shrill voice responded still, as ever, only 
** N-n-auhwP* 
To my feet I sprang in anger, flinging wide the casement 
shntter : 
** Djinn !" I shrieked, " or devil, or angelic being thou 
SkeJt say when peace wilt come and joy to calm my troubled 
spirit 1" 
The cat upon the moonlit shed below responded 
" N'a'CW'Vhw /" 

Fret Press Flashes, 1883. 



DUNRAVEN. 

(A November Nighfs Vision, after reading Edgar Poe and 
the Earl of Dunraven's Address on '^ Fair Trade,'' deli- 
vered by him, as President of the National Fair Trade 
League, at Sheffield, on November 12M, 1884.) 

Once upon a midnight dreary, as I pondered weak and 
weajy 

Over many a dry and tedious tome of economic lore, 

Whilst I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a 
snapping 

As of some small terrier yapping, yapping at my study- 
door, 

'TIS old Ponto there, I muttered, yapping at my study-door,— 

Only that, and nothing more. 



Ah, distinctly I remember it was early in November 
When ;to town the wearied Member came, and thought the 

thing a bore. 
Eagerly 1 hoped the morrow Salisbury some sense might 

borrow. 
And I thought with ceaseless sorrow of the streamside and 

the moor. 
Of the rare and radiant raptures of the streamside and thQ 

moor. 

Heather's sweep and trout-stream's roar. 

Open then I flung the doorway, when, with blast as chill as 

Norway, 
In there stepped "Fair Trade" Dunraven, solemn as a 

monk of yore ; 
Not the least apology made he, though I thought hit 

manners *'snady," 
But, as stiff as Tate and Brady, stood within my study« 

door. 
Underneath a btist of Cobden just above my study-door,— 

Stood, and scowled, and nothing more. 

Then this sombre guest, beguiling my tired spirit into 

smiling 
By the doctrinaire decorum of the countenance he wore, 
" Smugly trimmed and deftly shaven, though I trust I'm not 

a craven. 
You have startled me, Dunraven," said I, " yapping at 

my door. 
Tell me what your little game is, late at night at this my 

door ?" 

Quoth Dunraven, ** Tax once more 1" 

Much I chuckled (though urbanely) him to hear talk so 

insanely, 
For his answer little wisdom, little relevancy bore ; 
And one cannot help agreeing no sane living human being 
In ** Fair Trade " salvation seeing, could come yapping at 

one's door. 
Snapping, late at night in winter, at a fellow's study -door. 
Just to bid him, " Tax once more ! ' 

But Dunraven, standing lonely under Cobden's bust, 

spake only 
Those same words as though his creed in those few words he 

did outpour. 
Nothing further then he uttered ; calm he looked, and quite 

unfluttered. 
Then unto myself I muttered, "Other fads have flown 

before ; 
Very soon this fad will vanish, as Protection did before." 

Quoth Dunraven, " Tax once more !" 

Startled at the silence broken by reply so patly spoken, 

" Doubtless," said I, " what he utters is his only stock and 

store, — 
Caught from some bad fiscal master, whom trade-loss or 

farm-disaster 
Followed fast and followed faster, till his talk one burden 

bore, — 
Till the dirges of his craft one economic burden bore, — 

Of * Tax— tax Com once more !' 

" Prophet," said I, " of things evil. Trade is going to the 

devil, 
Is the plea of you and Lowther, Chaplin, many another 

bore. 
Sophists dull, yet all undaunted, do you think the thing 

that's wanted 
By our land, depression-haunted, ~ tell me truly, I implore, — 
Is it, can it be Protection ? Answer plainly, I implore !'* 

Quoth Dunraven, *' Tax once more !" 



I 

I 



laid I, "of thing! evil, I den'l wish to be 
en ! this Fair Trade figment is becoming a big 



e were patting, Parroteer !" I cried, 
n St. Stephen's 



" Then it's lime 

upstarting, 
'• Get thee bacli to silTy Sheffield, twaddle i 

floor, 
/ require no fnilher token of the rot j-our League hath 

Fair Trade phalanx to be broken by experience tad and sore. 
Take thyBEAKEV's wo nls to heart, who said r'roteclion'-. day 



QiiolU Dui 



N, "Tax once more !" 
ng, still stands croaking of 
study-door, 



tlndenieath the bust of Ci>biien, just above 
And his talk has all the seeming of i 

dreaming 

Ilere I woke, and day was streaming through the lattice oi 

the floor. 
And 1 hope thai no such vision e'er again my eirs will bore 
With the burden '■ Tax once more 1" 
Funrh. November 12, 1S84. 



Uvni 



IE Ravenous Bull and the Bicvci.e. 

{With Afohsiis.) 
is Willion Rory, and I'm going to tell a story, 



Tell Ibe story of an accident 1 've never tofd before. 

How when coming home from Dover I felt myself in clover, 

And I will say, moreover, that my feel were rather sore ; 

The landlord said, " You'll rue it," 

But I said, " I mean to do it." But Til do it nevermore. 

And light well do 1 remember, 'twas early in -Septemlier, 
When that landlord said, " I'd rue it," as he stood against 

the door. 
When my feel were sore with walking for that day I had 

been ilalking 
Up and down the streets of Dover, where I'd never been 

And I squinted at that landlord, and hii warning did ignore, 
Bui I'll dw it n - 



So tayi I, " Vou'ie only joking, and at me il's Aid yon're 

But (he landlord looked quite solemn, and qial apon the 

And wp ht, " Yoo must be silly to attempt a road so hilly. 
And see the lime for starling, why il's just now striking 






: witling, as I threw I< 



Bui then he looked r 

shilling 

To drink my health In whisky, as oft I'd done before. 
And then 1 look my spanner, and all ihe bolts iliil hammer. 
And ti)>hiened up the nuts, an operation I abhor. 
Then I jumped into my saddle, iliouting to him ' 'am rtvoir." 
Onlj UlUi lod nothing more. 



s I fell aweary, Ihe road to me seemed drear; 

,er Ihan ever it had seemed to me before. 

But I was weary's master, and round the wheel went fastci. 
And like a wingM demon, along the road I tore. 

In an hour and three-quarters I had done of it" 

This I'd done, and nothing more. 

Ande 
Alori 

bore. 
While I my way was winging, I !>etook myself to nnging, 
When all my nerves were palsied by a distant sullen roar ; 
And thai roaring stopped my singing, and thinks I it is ■ 

This 1 thought, and something more. 

Just then a comer turning, my blood went through me 

burning. 
For there in front, with l^ery eyes, a bolt straight for mc 

A moment he stood eyeing, then bike and me sent flying. 
The perspiration trickled down my skin from ever; pore. 
And I rather think that in mj flight I must have somehow 

Merely swore, and nothing more. 

Afier such a fearful riot, I laid there on the quiet, 

For he treated me so lively, and I wished the joke was o'er. 

He had pitched me in a gutter, and my nerves were in a 

flutter. 
And into a thousand pieces my new uniform he tore. 
And says I he must be waiting for a taste of human gore. 
This I said, and nothing more. 
While in the gutter lying, I saw ihal bull go flying 
Along Ihe ro^, at such a speed he'd never gone before. 
So 1 Tel him go and curs'd him, and prayed the fates might 

Formy bicycle he'd hunibu^ed, and he'd made mc "awful" 

And I fell he'd quite undone me, but he'd never do so more. 
And 1 muttered nevermore. 

I collected up the ruins of thai nasly mad bull's doings, 
._j -'-aightway did I take Ihem unto my cotlage.door 
■" ■ ' • ■ :<.i,i I »,™™'. i~. 






t looking 



And my wife, when she espied 

tidy. 

And I told Ihe awful story to the wife whom I adore. 
And she said, "My dear, stop riding; do give np for 

And I have, for 



iVIiteliii^ Annual, i\ 



A Cat-as-Tsophv. 

The other nighi as I lay musing, and my weary brsin 
confusing o'er the topics of the day, suddenly I heard (he 
tattling, at of serious hosts a-batt]itig, as Ihcy mingled in the 
fray. "What's thai?" 1 cried, upHarlinc, aniT into the 
darkness darting, slap t t ran against the door. " Oh, 'lu 
" naught," young //erwf grumbled, aso'er a huge arm-chair, 
1 atumbled," 'lis a flea, and noihing more." *' 'Then," said 
I, my anget rising, for I thought it so surprising ihai a fle« 
ihonld thus offend, " do you Ihink a small insect, sir, Ihm 
would all the air infect, sir? No, 'tis not a fica. my friend." 

Now becoming sorely frightened, round my waist my 

Sints I tightened, and put on my coat and hat. and into the 
ukncss peering, I saw, with lieml>linganil much reuiiw, 
the glaring eyes of Thomas Cat, Esq. 
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With astonishment and wonder I gazed upon this son of 
thunder, as he sat upon the floor, when resolution taking, a 
rapid movement making, lo ! I opened wide the door. 
" Now clear out," I hoarsely shouted, as o*er my head my 
boot I flouted ; take your presence from my floor !" Then, 
with air and mien majestic, this creature, called domestic, 
made his exit through the door. Made his exit without 
growling, neither was his voice heard howling, not a single 
word he said. — And with feelings much elated, to escape a 
doom so fated, I went back to my bed. 

The Hornsey Hornet ^ October, 1 866. 



The End of "The Raven." 

You'll remember that a Raven in my study found a haven 
On a plaster bust of Pallas, just above my chamber-door ; 
And that with no sign of flitting, he persisted there in sitting 
Till, I'm not above admitting, that I found that bird a bore. 
Found him, as he sat and watched me, an indubitable bore, 

With his dreary ** Never more." 

But it was, in fact, my liver caused me so to shake and 

shiver. 
And to think a common Raven supernatural influence bore ; 
I in truth had, after dining, been engaged some hours in 

" wining " — 
To a grand old port inclining — which its date was '44 ! 
And it was this crusted vintage, of the season '44. 

Which had muddled me so sore. 

But next mom my '* Eno " taking, for my head was sadly 

aching, 
I descended to my study, and a wicker cage I bore. 
There the Raven sat undaunted, but I now was disenchanted, 
And the sable fowl I taunted as I ** H-s-s-h-d !" him from 

• my door, 
As I took up books and shied them till he flew from off my 
door, 

Hoarsely croaking, " Never more !" 

" Now, you stupid bird !" I muttered, as about the floor it 

fluttered. 
** Now you're sorry p'raps you came here from where'er you 

lived before ^ 
Scarcely had I time to ask it, when, upsetting first a casket, 
My large-size waste-paper basket he attempted to explore, 
Tore the papers with his beak, and tried its mysteries to 

explore, 

Whilst I ope'd the cage's door. 

Ever in my actions quicker, I brought up the cage of wicker, 
Placed it on the paper basket, and gave one loud " H-s-s-h T' 

once more. 
When, with quite a storm of croaking, as though Dis himself 

invoking. 
And apparently half choking, in it rushed old "Never 

more !" — 
Right into the cage of wicker quickly popped old "Never 

more !" 

And I smartly shut the door. 

Then without the least compunction, booking to St. John's 

Wood Junction, 
To the •* Zoo " my cage of wicker and its sable bird I bore. 
Saw the excellent Curator, showed him the persistent prater — 
Now in manner much sedater— and said, "Take him, I 

implore I 
He's a nuisance in my study, take him, Bartlett, I implore !" 

And he answered, " Hand him o'er." 



" Be those words our sign of parting !" cried I, suddenly 

upstarting, 
"Get you in amongst your kindred, where you doubtless 

were before. 
You last night, I own, alarmed me (perhaps the cucumber 

had harmed me !), 
And you for the moment charmed me with your ceaseless 

* Never more !'— 
Gave me quite a turn by croaking out your hollow * Never 

more !' 

But ' Good-bye !' all that is o'er !" 



Last Bank Holiday, whilst walking at the Zoo, and idly 

talking. 
Suddenly I heard low accents that recalled the days of yore ; 
And up to the cages nearing, and upon the perches peering — 
There, with steak his besik besmearing, draggle-tailed, sat 

** Never more !" 
Mutual was our recognition, and, in his debased condition, 

he too thought of heretofore ; 
For anon he hoarsely muttered, shook his draggled tail and 

fluttered, drew a cork at me and swore — 
Yes, distinctly drew three corks, and most indubitably 

swore ! 

Only that, and nothing more ! 

Funny Folks Annual^ 1884. 



Sequel to the ** Raven." 

The author of the following was R. Allston Lavender, Jr., a 
maniac in the lunatic asylum at Raleigh, N.C. He fancied 
that it was dictated by the spirit of Edgar A. Poe : 

Fires within my brain were burning. 
Scorning life, despairing, yearning; 
Hopeless, blinded in my anguish ; 

Through my body's open door 
Came a Raven, foul and sable. 
Like those evil birds of fable. 
Downward swooping where the drooping 

Spectres haunt the Stygian's shore. 

Ghosts of agonies departed. 

Festering wounds that long had smarted. 

Broken vows, retumless mornings. 

Griefs and miseries of yore, 
By some art revived, undaunted, 
I gazed steadfast ; the enchanted. 
Black, infernal Raven uttered 

A wild dirge — not Evermore. 

Gazing steady, gazing madly 
On the bird, I spoke, and sadly 
Broke down, too deep for scorning. 

Sought for mercy to implore. 
Turning to the bird, I blessed it — 
In my bosom I caressed it ; 
Still it pierced my heart, and revelled 

In the palpitating gore. 

I grew mad ; the crowning fancies. 

Black weeds they — not blooming pansies — 

Made me think the bird a spirit. 

Bird, I cried, be bird no more ; 
Take a shape — be man, be devil. 
Be a snake ; rise in thy revel ! 
From thy banquet rise — be human I 

I have seen thee oft before ; 

Thou art a bird, but something more. 



PARODIES. 



Tnp|Mii(;, tappiiif;, strikinf; (1cei)er, 

Koii-win^; pain, my Ixnly's kcej>cr, 

Thou liiist oft crc while sought entrance 
A I ihr hcnit's great ])alace door ; 

I,<*;ivr ine, leave n»e, gIiK)niy demon, 

I'if-ri'l or spirit, most inhuman ; 

Shil^r me through, luit first unveiling, 
1^1 iiir van lUvv o'er and <»'er — 
'I hou art a hird, hut something more. 

',U\] Willi '-.ahlr pinions flapping, 

'I h< gr«;it i'.avrn l:>]'ping, tapping, 

',tniiV. iiiln my hrcast his talons. 
Vj.;t lipv wing«. outspread, and o'er 

All iity ri;ilurr < ;ml a )>allor, 

li'it I ihir/r with dying valor, 

V/i»h Hi* p«ii(i;ird of repulsion, 
'\*tt\fuiy^ Ihrfiiigh the form it wore — 
Ot ii Ifiid, iiii'l something more. 

'/I. ' ilc/ti Imijj*-, iiifrrnal Kaven, 
Iti,,^' \\,ai Mill':; K Jng hilt li graven, 

ti/ny/ iff'^nin* Utntr gigiMilic, 

.'• tt^i'l l»« /'fii'l ili<- Stygian shore, 
/> ♦ »« n,* , U .1 /« Hi* , I Ih- .rrfh thee, 
/ H'i,\'\ h'l* 'it ftt'iiiiif itii|H';irh ihee ; 
/ 'ti**\ itu'Wyt III' ii '.iilli openetl, 
'/'!')• • M>i/« ft < .irlh'jii:d'.e roar. 

IhtHi.h.i'', '\',0itfh.tv\, r irt ling, spee<ling, 
' /t' '/f .i,y n:\t Jdl iKili* <-dlMg, 
•'.•i,^it.]f it,^'/i|/h uif 'Aitli hit; taloHK, 

•;■••• •!,» ^<'«ffh>p« h' \iii\r \ 
' . • •, i' f f , If «l/i/i/ #1^ 
\\'- *'■/.» #»!»./ '#/ 'If ffi'lrr lifl'd, 
/^»« ^.»./ . /.>,r. ',f »f»,it«. n.iiii'd lightning, 

'■".■»#•« ».A.; ^».. , /»,i^, >iir/iirt J^'»r'" 
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III /^ li'nti^t, §1 -^t, ,/.' i i« r,4li ^ 
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Willi l)ii im.ifjy ii.iiH* I \^,f, ^ 

I hJVi Ufl iny ..i.j.,, I j,.,l4, , ^ 

liropjillii^ ill ll.y vi§§i,^ A f liiiiifi. 

Oiiivihili'iii ; iji J 'iwj., Iilf-ivd, 
Swreel ihy pill'iw l«# IhimI «#'i-r, 
Not a liiid, lovi: ;» juigrl ni'iii*. 

Shining d«iwn with light i:iyr,ian 
Through the jM-aily g;iti' t,i viiimi, 
On Ihy tranr L'll viul lightcil fa my, 

When a<.r'n> thy chumU'r Hoor, 
Fell the spiiii niiKihlighi laden, 
latlen with s>,i\ »liws rniui Aidmn, 
Shaken downwarij, still Ni-|H-nthe 

I>runk hy ilreaiiiing lariN of yurc. 

Kden is life's in.H-king fever, 
Where through citron groves for ever 
Blow the sjiiee winds, autl the lovc-UnU 
Tell their rapture:* oer and o'er, 



Fr(»n earUi*s hell by AUriU haunted, 
From its evil disenchanted, 
I have borne thee, gaze upon me. 
Didst thou see me ne'^ before ? 

Then I wakened, if to waken 

Be to dwell by grief, forsaken. 

With the God who dwelt with angek 

In the shining age of jrore. 
And I stood sublime, victorious. 
While below lay earth with glorioos 
Realms of angels shining. 

Crown-like on her temples evennoie. 

Not on earth, an Eden more. 

Earth, I cried, thy clouds are shadows 
From the Asphodelian meadows 
Of the sky-world floating downward. 

Early rains that from them pour ; 
Love's own heaven thy mother bore thee. 
And the Father God bends o'er thee, 
Tis His hand that crowns thy forehead. 

Thou shalt live for evermore. 

Not on earth, an Eden more. 

As a gem has many gleaming. 
And a day hath many beamings^ 
And a garden many roses 

Thrilled with sweetness to the core ; 
So the soul hath many ages. 
And the life's book many pages. 
But the heart's great gospel opens 

Where the Seraphims adore. 

Not on earth, an Eden more. 

I will write a book hereafter. 
Cheerful as a baby's laughter 
When its mother s breast o'er leans it. 

On the sainted spirit shore ; 
Like Apollo, the far data, 
I, the poet and the martyr, 
Will chant peans of soul music 

That shall live for evermore, 

Not a friend, a brother more. 

Amiriean Paper. 



^^0-^>*^ 



In many instances, authors have selected the 
curious metre of " The Raven," with its double 
echoes, and sonorous refrain, for imitation in 
poems of too serious a character to be styled 
Parodies. One clever poem of this description 
appeared a few years ago in " Lloyd's Poetical 
Magazine," and has recently been republished 
by its author, Mr. Ernest S. T. Harris* Bickford, 
of Camborne. It is entitled, " A Vigil Vision/' 
and is a very musical though rather sad poenip 
in form and versification much resembling 
" The Raven,*' but having no refrain. 

Any extracts would do it injustice, and it is 
too long to quote in full ; moreover, it scarcely 
comes within the compass of this collection* 
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Before quitting *'The Raven*' and the parodies 
it has given rise to, it must be mentioned that 
Mr. J. H. Ingram has clearly pointed out that it 
was not in itself a perfectly original poem. 
Indeed Poe, himself, in his half-serious, half- 
jesting " Philosophy of Composition " remarks, 
•* Of course, I pretend to no originality in either 
the rhythm, or the metre of "The Raven;" 
adding, however, that nothing approaching the 
peculiar combination of the verses into stanzas 
had ever been previously attempted. 

The first printed version of "The Raven" 
appeared in the Evening Mirror (New York) on 
the 29th of January, 1845 > ^" ^^43 ^^^ ^^^ h^tti 
writing for the New Mirror^ another New York 
paper, which in the number for Saturday, 
October 14th, 1843, contained a poem in twelve 
stanzas, entitled Isadore, This poem was written 
by Mr. Albert Pike, a well-known American 
litter ateury and was prefaced by an editorial 
note, stating that the poem was one of the 
imagination only, as the Poet's wife was then 
alive and perfectly well 

Isadore. 

•• Thou art lost to me for ever, I have lost thee, Isadore, — 
Thy head will never rest upon my lo3ral bosom more. 
Thy tender eyes will never more gaze fondly into mine. 
Nor thine arms around me lovingly and trustingly entwine : 

Thou art lost to me for ever, Isadore !" 

"My footsteps through the rooms resound all sadly and 

forlore ; 
The garish sun shines flauntingly upon the unswept floor ; 
The mocking-bird still sits and sings a melancholy strain, 
For my heart is like a heavy cloud that overflows with rain. 

Thou art lost to me for ever, Isadore." 



" Thou art gone from me for ever, I have lost thee, Isadore 1 

And desolate and lonely shall I be for evermore. 

If it were not for our children's sake, I would not wish 

to stay, 
But would pray to God most earnestly to let me pass away, — 
And be joined to thee in Heaven, Isadore." 

In " Isadore " the most distinctive — the only 
salient — feature is the refrain with which each 
stanza concludes; the metre and rhythm are 
much less dexterously managed than in " The 
Raven," but it was evidently the author's inten- 
tion to produce an effect similar to that which 
Poe, with superior skill, did subsequently create. 




Annabel Lee. 

L 

It was many and many a year ago, 

In a kingdom by the sea, 
That a maiden there lived whom you miy know 

By the name of Annabel Lee ; 
And this maiden she lived with no other thought 

Than to love and be loved by me. 

IL 

/ was a child, and she was a child, 

In this kingdom by the sea ; 
But we loved with a love that was more than love, 

I and my Annabel Lee ; 
With a love that the wingM seraphs of heaven 

Coveted her and me. 

in. 

And this was the reason that, long ago. 

In this kingdom by the sea, 
A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling 

My beautiful Annabel Lee ; 
So that her highborn kinsmen came. 

And bore her away from me, 
To shut her up in a sepulchre 

In this kingdom by the sea. 

IV. 

The angels, not half so happy in heaven, 

Went envying her and me ; 
Yes ! that was the reason (as all men know. 

In this kingdom by the sea) 
That the wind came out of the cloud by night. 

Chilling and killing my Annabel LEB.f 

V. 

But our love it was stronger by far than the love 

Of those who were older than we — 

Of many far wiser than we ; 
And neither the angels in Heaven above, 

Nor the demons down under the sea. 
Can ever dissever my soul from the soul 

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee. 

VL 

For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams 

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee ; 
And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes 

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee ; 
And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side 
Of my darling — my darling — my life, and my bride. 

In the sepulchre there by the sea. 

In her tomb by the sounding sea. 

Edgar Allan Poe. 
(First published after the author's death.) 



Samuel Brown. 

It was many and many a year ago. 

In a dwelling down in town. 
That a fellow there lived whom you may know. 

By the name of Samuel Brown ; 
And this fellow he lived with no other thought 

Than to our house to come down. 



1 was B child, and be was a chilij. 
In [hat dwelling down in (own, 

But we loved with a love that was mi 
I and my Samuel Brown, — 

With a love ihal Ihc ladies coveted. 
Me and SiLinuel Brown. 



A eirl came oui of her caitiage, courting 

My beautiful Samuel llrown ; 
So that her high-bred kinsmen came, 

And bore away Samuei Urown, 
And Khut him up in a dwelling-house, 

In a street quite up in the town. 

The ladies not half so happy up there, 

Went envying me and Brown ; 
Yes I that was the reason {a.s all men know, 

In this dwelling down in town). 
That the girl came out of the carriage by nighl. 

Coquetting and getting my Snmi ' " 



I 



ue! Brown. 

But out love is more artful by far than the love 

Of those who ate older than we, — 

Of many far wiser than we, — 
And neither the ciils that are living aliuvc. 

Nor the girls Inat arc down in town, 
Con ever dissever my soul from the soul 

Of the beautiful Samuel llrown. 

For the morn never shines, uithoui bringing m« lines 

From my beautiful Samuel Brown ; 
And Ihc night's never dark, but I sit in the park 

With my beautiful Samuel Brown. 
And c^en by day, I walk down id Broadway, 
With my darling, my darling, my life and my slay. 

To our (Iwcltinc rfown in town. 
To our house In the street down town. 
/W(H^ and Paredui. By Phrebe Carey (Ticknot, Reed, 
d Fietdi), Boston, United States, 1G54. 



The Cawnibal Flea. 
t. 
wai many and many a year'ago, 
In a DUtrict styleil E.G., 
That a montler ilwelt whim I came to tnow 

By the name of Cannibal Flea. ; 
And the brute was possessed with no other il 
Thau lo live, — and to live «n me \ 



I waa in b«t, an<! be was in bed. 

In the District named EC.C, 
When finl in his IhinI, <u acctirsol he bunl 

UpuD me the Cannibal Flea I 
W'llh a bite thai fell u if some one had driven 

A bayunet intu me I 

111. 
And ihla ia the icaaun why long ago. 

In that Ui«rietcBlle.lE,C.. 
I lamblol oat of my bed, willing 

To capture the Cannibal Flea, 
Who all the nigbt, until morning came, 

Kept boring awajr at me \ 
It wore me down to a ikililun. 

In the Diilrict bight, Y..C. 



From the hour that I sought my beil— eleven — 

Till daylight he tortured me, — 
Yes I- that was the reason (as all men know. 

In that District named E.C), 
I so often jampeil out of my bcti by night, 

Willing the killing of Cannibal Fleo. 
V. 
But his hops they were longer by far than the bops 

Of creatures much larger than he,^ 

Of parties more long-legged than he ; 
And neither the powder nor turpenline drops. 

Nor the persons engaged by roe, 
Were so clever as ever to slop me the hop 

Of the len-ible Cannibal Flea. 






VI. 
For at night with a scream I am w 

By the terrible Cannibal Flea, 
And at mum I ne'er rise without the bites, — of such $it« !- 

From the terrible Cannibal Flea : 
So I'm forced to decide I'll no longer resiile 

In the District— [he Dislricl — where he duth abide. 
The locality known as E.C,— 

That is postally known as E.C. ! 

Tom Hood, the younger. 



; L. C. D. 



E L. S. D. 




It was many and many a year ago— 

How many boots liilie lo me— 
That a railway was made, which you may know 

By ihe name of the L. C. D. 
Crowns have lotleted, and armies have fought. 

And Empires have ceased 10 be, 
Since thai line from city to sea was brought — 

Absorbing much L. S. D. 

A friend of my youth, long under the turf. 

In a cinque port by the sea, 
Once walking beside the rolling surf 

On Ihe sands thus spoke to me ; 
" A dear old Nunky, who sleeps in peace 

In a seuidchre here by the sea. 
Was graciously pleased on his decease, 

To leave me some L. S. D., 

" In Bank Consui-s which are safe and sound. 



And predous noodles we. 
Who might as well in the ocean wil<l 
Have scattered our L. S. D. 

Bat our love il was stronger by far than the love 

Of many fat wiser than we, 
Who declaieil the Arst divi<lend niceting would { 

Tlic last from Ihe L. C. D. 
But when through the hills and valleys uf Kent 

Our railway reached Ihc sea. 
We hoped at length our capital ipeni 

Would reiuro us some L. S. D. 

■Al the liM ihc Lomloii, duiham. uxl Davci Hopti 
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But neither the increase of traffic and fares, 

Nor the strangers from over the sea, 
Did ever dissever a coin from our shares 

In the profitless L. C. D. 
Yet the moon never beams without bringing me dreams 

Of a dividend yet to be, 
After centuries past, to gladden at last 

Our descendants with L. S. D. 

Joseph Verey. 

Hornet^ February 5, 1873. 



St. Rose of Lima, Peru (a.d. 16 17.) 

It was many and many a year ago, 

In a World they call the New, 
That a maiden there lived whom you may know 

As the blessed St. Rose of Peru ; 
And this maiden she lived with no other thought 

Than the penances she could do. 

She was a child, yet never a child 

Did holiness so pursue. 
By morning and night, and by candle-light 

In wisdom and grace she grew, 
And ever would strive to all earthly faults 

And pleasures to say adieu. 

An angel in beauty, she thought it was right 

To spoil it to mortals' view, 
She scratched it with briars, and burnt it in fires, 

Until she was known by few ; 
(O maidens whose charms you but live to adorn 

This never would do for you /) 

But her fear of the world was more than her fear 

Of loveliness losing its due — 
Of tortures that thrilrd her through : 

And neither the sackcloth she wore to her skin, 
Nor her spiky belt thereto. 

Could ever elicit the faintest complaint 
From the blessed St. Rose of Peru. 

When Love drew near with its honey'd words, 

And tenderly tried to woo, 
The name of wife and the joys of life 

She rigidly would eschew. 
She prick'd, for her sins, her head with pins. 

And the blood in streamlets drew, 
And tears they were spilt for her fancied guilt, 

By the blessed St. Rose of Peru. 

And oft she would fast, but to eat at last 

The bitterest herbs she knew, 
And all that was pleasant and good to the taste 

In horror away she threw ; 
She stripp'd her garden of all sweet flowers. 

And sow*d it with thorns and rue. 

And angels would come and make her one 

(In dreams) of their seraph crew. 
And often the Fiend, in his beauty screen*d. 

Her spirit would fain subdue. 
But evil could only fail to prevail 

With the blessed St. Rose of Peru. 

And these are the reasons her fame would grow 

In the World they call the New, 
But youth wasn't past ere the wintry blast 

The flame of her life out-blew ; 
There issued a breath from the mouth of Death 

Chilling and killing the Rose of Peru. 



And many and many a year flew by 

In that World they call the New, 
While marvels divine were wrought at the shrine 

Of the blessed St. Rose of Peru. 
(I should beat my breast and be much distressed 

If you caird this part untrue.) 

But my teeth never ache but I think, as I wake. 

Of the blessed St. Rose of Peni ; 
And my corns never shoot, but the woes I compute 

Of the blessed St. Rose of Peru ; 
And so I decide my pangs to abide 

Like her who suffered — and braved — and died 
In the capital of Peru, 
The region they call Peru. 

Lays of the Saintly, By Walter Parke (Vizetelly and Co.), 
London, 1882. 



Beautiful B. 

It was many and many a year ago. 

By a theatre known as P. 
That a little boy stood, whom now we know 

By the name of Wilson B. 
Whose soul was filled with no other thought 

Than to act the Prince of D. 

He was a boy, and still like a boy. 

In that theatre known as P., 
He plays in a play, that is not mere play. 

And as Hamlet Prince of D., 
With many a clutch at his manly breast. 

And a smile that is sweet to see. 

For this is the reason some time ago. 

At his theatre known as P., 
In *• Lights of London " and " Romany Rye,' 

And the '* Silver King ** did he 
Lead up to the higher ** Claudian " r61e 

Of poetic tragedee. 
Till he'd raised the taste of that theatre 

To Hamlet, Prince of D. 

For Irving, o'er sated with London's praise 

Went once more across the sea. 
Yes ! that was the reason, as all men know. 

And not the mere L. S. D. 
That the Lyceum company, touring, had left 

The coast clear for Wilson B. 

But his role was more youthful by far than the r61e 

Of actors more thrilling than he 

Of parties intenser than he ; 
And neither the posing, nor withering smile. 

Of a smothered agonee. 
Can ever confuse his r61e with the r6le 

Of the actor now over the sea. 



»» 



The play never plays, without crowding the ways 

To that theatre we've named P. 
And the lamps are not lit, 'ere the crowd at the pit 

Are waiting for Wilson B. 
And all the night long he is there with his stride 
Of his youth, his beauty, in lime-light's pride 

In the theatre there you still may see 
Beautiful B. as Prince of D. 

J. W. G. W., November, \%%a 

(Written expressly for this collection, during the^ 
Hamlet 2X the Princess's Theatre, London, with Mr vi?'^ 
Barrett as the Prince of Denmark. Mr. Henry Ir^* ^^^ 
had recently been performing the same part at IK V^^» '^ 
being then on tour in the United States.) "-Vc^i 
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TwAS more lh»n a million years ago, 

Thai I used lo pmnce around and beau 

The benuiiful Annabel Lee. 
There wete other girU in ihe neighbourhood 

But none was a paich lo she. 

And ihii wu the reason Ihat long ago, 

My love fell out ofalrre. 
And bu^ed heiseir on a, cruel rock ; 

A solemn sight lo see, 
For it spoiled I he hal and gown and looks 

Of the beauiiful Annabel Lee, 

We loved with a love that was lovely love, 

I and my Annabel Lee, 
And we went one day lo gather the nuts 

That men call hickoree — 
And I ilaycd below in the rosy glow 

While she shinned up the tree. 
But nu sooner up than down ketilnp 

Catnc the beautiful Annabel Lee. 

And the pallid moon and the hectic noon 

Bring gleams of dreams fur me. 
Of ihc desolate and the desprrale fate 

or the beautiful Annabel Lee. 
And I often think as I sink on the brink 
Of slumbei's lea, of the warm pink link 

Thai bound my soul to Annabel Lee ; 
And it wasn't just best for her interest 

To climb that hickory Ircc. 
For had she stayed below with me, 
We'll had no hickory nuts, may be, 
But I would have had my Annabel Lee. 



Mr, imJ/Hri. ipooptndykt. 
^Brooklyn Ea^U.'' 



Cy Stanley Huntley, of ihe 



ifc^^aasi 



I. 

Till skits Ihey were ashen and sober ; 
The leaves Ihey were criipid and sete, 
The leaves Ihey were withering and sei 

ll wu night in ihe lonesome October 
Of my most immemorial year : 

** "11 hard by ihe ilim lake of Auber, 

It* 



tl. 
Here once, ihrough an allcv Titanic 

oreypTcn, 1 roamed wiili my Soul,— 

Ofcypreu, with P.yche, rny Soul. 
Thne woe ilayt when ray heart was vuhxnic 

As the sciniaE rtvcn that rail, — 

As the bvas that reittenly roll 
Their sulpboToas CDiients down Vaanrk 

In the nllimale cllmea of the jxile,— 
Tkal K'"*" ■■ <'>V7 rijll >)own Mount Yaanek 

' ' u of the botcal pole. 



in. 

Our talk had been serious and sober, 

Bui oar thoughts they were palsied and ser^ — 

Our memories were treacherous and sere ; 
Forweknew not the month was October, 

And we marked not the night of Ibe year ! 

(Ah, night of all nighls in ihe year I] 
We noted not the dim lake of Auber 

( Fhougb once we had journeyed down bereX ■ 
Remembered not the dark lam o( Aaher, 

Nor the ghonl-baunted woodland of Weir. 



VIII, 

Thus I pacified Psyche and kissed her. 
And tempted her out of her gloom — 
And conquered her scruples and gloom ; 

And we passed to the end of the visla. 
But were stopped by the door of a tomb — 

By the door of a legended tomb. 

And I said, " What is written, sweet sister. 
On ihe door of this legendeii tomb ?" 
She replied, " Ulalume — Ulalume— 
Tis the vault of Ihy lost Ulalume t" 



Edgar A. Poe. 



\A Fot-fic Fn^ienl). 

[A new moonshade, called a Paralune, has been inlrodaced 
to preserve ladies' complexions from the alleged injuriona 
effects of moonlight.] 

Then I looked round for Sukev, and missed her; 

But back she came bounding right soon j 
And I said, " What*s Ihe matter, sweet Sister?" 

She pointed at once lo the moon. 

To the silvery sheeny fall moon. 
" Hang il, StJKKV," 1 cried, "you'rea twiateil 

What's IkatJ To expUtin were a boon." 

She replied, "Paraiune! Pamlune 1 

'Tis the moonihade, ihe new Paraiune." 

Then shesud, "She's a danger is Dian, 

A SMellite Ladies mistrust. 
To the skin she i* icrribly Iryin', 

And makes one's complexion like dust. 

Red, freckled, or dinpf as dust- 
Nay, tanned like Ihe tnwny-maned Lion." 

■' What nonsense [" cried I, in difgust. 

SUKev sobbed, " You're unjust, you're unjust I 

And carry a moonshade I mitl'" 

Then I melted, and tried to look pleasant. 

And tempted her out 'neath the moon! 
Explained the full disc and the crescent. 

Each scoriae rock and lagoon ; 

And her moonshade she dropped very soon ; 
But neat morning her nose was rubescent, 

I ler temper was much uul at tune ; 

And she wailed , " I'aralune ! I'aralune 1 

' lis the fault of my tost Paraiune '" 




FtnuA, September lo, |88|. 
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The Willows. 

The skies they were ashen and sober, 

The streets they were dirty and drear ; 
It was night in the month of October, 

Of my most immemorial year ; 
Like the skies I was perfectly sober, 

As I stopped at the mansion of Shear, — 
At the Nightingale,~perfectly sober, 

And the willowy woodland, down here. 

Here, once in an alley Titanic 

Of Ten-pins, I roamed with my soul, — 
Of Ten-pins, — with Mary, my soul ; 

They were days when my heart was volcanic, 
And impelled me to frequently roll. 
And made me resistlcssly roll. 

Till my ten-strikes created a panic 
In the realms of the Boreal pole. 

Till my ten-strikes created a panic 
With the monkey atop of his pole. 

I repeat, I was perfectly sober. 

But my thoughts they were palsied and sear,- 

My thoughts were decidedly queer ; 
For I knew not the month was October, 

And I marke<l not the night of the year ; 
I forgot that sweet morceau of Auber 

That the band oft performed down here. 
And I mixed the sweet music of Auber 

With the Nightingale^s music of Shear. 

And now as the night was senescent. 

And the star-dials pointed to morn, 

And car-drivers hinted of morn. 
At the end of the path a liquescent 

And bibulous lustre was born ; 
'T was made by the bar-keeper present. 

Who mix^d a duplicate horn, — 
His two hands describing a crescent 

Distinct with a duplicate horn. 

And I said : " This looks perfectly regal. 

For its warm, and I know I feel dry,'— 

I am confident that I feel dry ; 
We have come past the emeu and eagle. 

And watched the gay monkey on high ; 
Let us drink to the emeu and eagle, — 

To the swan and the monkey on high, — 

To the eagle and monkey on high ; 
For this bar-keeper will not enveigle, — 

Bully boy with the vitreous eye ; 
He surely would never inveigle, — 

Sweet youth with the crystalline eye.** 

But Mary, uplifting her finger. 

Said, ** Sadly this bar I mistrust, — 
I fear that this bar does not trust 

O hasten ! O let us not linger ! 
O fly, — let us fly, — ere we must ! ** 

In terror she cried, letting sink her 
Parasol till it trailed in the dust, — 

In agony sobbed, letting sink her 
Parasol till it trailed in the dust, — 
Till it sorrowfully trailed in the dust. 

Then I pacified Mary and kissed her, 
And tempted her into the room. 
And conquered her scruples and gloom ; 

And we passed to the end of the vista, 
But were stopped by the warning of doom,— 
By some worcfs that were warning of doom, 



And I said, " What is written, sweet sister, 
At the opposite end of the room ? ** 

She sobbed, as she answered, ** All liquors 
Must be paid for ere leaving the room.** 

Then my heart it grew ashen and sober. 
As the streets were deserted and drear, — 
For my pockets were empty and drear ; 

And I cried, ** It was surely October, 
On this very night of last year. 
That I journeyed — I journeyed down here, 
That I brought a fair maiden down here, 
On this night of all nights in the year, 
Ah ! to me that inscription is clear ; 

Well I know now, I'm perfectly sober. 
Why no longer they credit me here, — 

Well I know now that music of Auber, 
And this Nightingale, kept by one Shear. 



It 



Bret Harte. 



What is in a Name. 
{From '* Ravings,'' by E, A, Poe—U) 

The autumn upon us was rushing, 

The parks were deserted and lone — 
The streets were unpeopled and lone ; 

My foot through the sere leaves was brushing, 
That over the pathway were strown — 
By the wind in its wanderings strown* 

I sighed — for my feelings were gushing 
Round Mnemosyne's porphyry throne^ 

Like lava liquescent lay gushing. 

And rose to the porphyry throne — 

To the filigree footstool were gushing. 

That stands on the steps of that throne — 
On the solid stone steps of that throne. 

I cried — "Shall the winter leaves fret us?** 
Oh, turn — we must turn to the fruit. 
To the freshness and force of the fruit ! 

To the gifts wherewith autumn has met us — ' 
Her music that never grows mute 
(That maunders but never grows mute), 

The tendrils, the vine branches net us. 
The lily, the lettuce, the lute — 

The esculent, succulent lettuce. 

And the languishing lily, and lute ;— 

Yes ; — the lotos-like leaves of the lettuce ; 
Late lily and lingering lute. 

** Then come — let us fly from the city ! 

Let us travel in orient isles — ' 

In the purple of orient isles — 
Oh, bear me — yes, bear me in pity 

To climes where a sun ever smiles — 

Ever smoothly and speciously smiles ! 
Where the swarth-browed Arabian's wild ditty 

Enhances pyramidal piles : 
Where his wild, weird, and wonderful ditty 

Awakens pyramidal piles — 
Yes : — his pointless perpetual ditty 

Perplexes pyramidal piles !" 

Ven Vertket's Vengeance, by Thomas Hood. -Jn^^ 

J. C. HOTTEN, London, 1865. 
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You 'LL Resume! 

Air {more or less) ** Ulalume.** 

Premier sings — 

I HAD passed through a Session Satanic, 

And Irish, with "I'ussy,*'* sleek Peer. 
Those were the days of explosion volcanic, 

The nights of delirium drear, 
Lx)ng speeches, and labours Titanic, 

Pat outrage, Egyptian panic. 

Rude ruction. Obstruction, and fear, 
French shirking, and shyness Germanic — 

A most unforgettable year ! 

The Session, in fact, was a twister, 

Had filled us with doubt and with gloom ; 

But we*d got to the end of its vista,** 
For starry-eyed Hope there seemed room. 
We could flee from Big Ben*s heavy boom. 

Yet Forecast, Hope's heavy-browed sister. 
Kept whispering words of dark doom 
In my ear, " You '11 resume I You '11 resume ! 
In two months from to-day, you '11 resume !" 

"We are off I" Pussy cried. ** This is pleasant ! 

How jolly I From Westminster far !" 
"Ah, precisely," said I, ** /or the present T* 

Cried he, ** What a croaker you are ! 

What a — well Grand old Croaker you are 1 
Let us think of the grouse and the pheasant, 

And not of St. Stephen's war. 
Of popping at partridge and pheasant. 

Not worry, and Warton, and war." 

Then I said, ** My dear Pussy, be sober ! 

Remember we're bound to be here 
By the end of the month of October, 

Of this unforgettable year — 
By the twenty-fourth day of October. 

This very identical year. 

Ha ! doesn't that make you feel queer ?" 

" We shall yet have to work. Puss, like winking. 

Tourists ? Cloture-his also I trust. 
Obstruction to fight without shrinking 

Will call us all back — come we must. 

To St. Stephens's shindy and dust." 
** Oh, hang it !" cried Puss, his face sinking ; 

** That bothering Cloture be— bust !" 

Then I pacified Pussy, and chid him 

For giving vulgarity room. 
And he promised to do as I bid him. 

But there passed o'er his features a gloom— =- 

A settled and sable-hued gloom — 

As black as the pall o'er a tomb. 
And I said — of ithojnng to rid him — 

** Dear Puss, what's the cause of this gloom?" 

He replied, ** You'll resume I You'll resume I 

*Tis the thought of those words, You'll resume !" 

Punch, August 26, 1SS2. 

Hope : An Allegory. 

The metre of this Poem is adapted from Edgar A. Poe's 

"Ulalumc." 

King Phopbus came ft.rth in liis splendour 

Bedight in his garujcnts of goM, 
And round the young trccliiigs m> tender, 

His raiments of ray^» did cnfnM — 



* A term ut «uclvanufiit kuiucUmcn applivd tu Earl Uranvillu by 
bU political opiKtnentii. 

* Cockney rhyme for \« hich the Premier* Poet's preseut model 
Em AX PoB, !• reepontible. 



Round ilebe, the young and the slender. 

His mantle of magic he roll'd. 
To keep her from blight and defend her 

From sorrow, temptation, or cold. 

And while he with Hebe was walking — 
Whose face in the flow'rs was seen — 
In the rosebud with red in between — 

Violet-veined V^enus came talking — 

Oh ! talking with Love came his queen, — 
With Cupid she talking was seen ; 

With Cupid for hearts she was hawking — 
Was hawking o'er Hebe's own green. 

To snare the warm heart of the Sun-king 
From Hebe, its self-chosen queen. 

And while the young pair were still parting. 

To Phoebus came blue-eyed Love ; 

To the Sun-king came Venus's dove. 
And then, from the bushes, upstarting. 

Soared into a cloudlet above. 
Then came from his bow swiftly darting 

An arrow — the arrow of Love. 

W^ith the pain King Phoebus was sobbing. 

When Venus came by with her balms. 
And eased the Sun-king of his throbbing. 

As he lav in her beautiful arms ; 
The wound of its pain quickly robbing ; 

She sooth'd him with nepenthe calms ; 
She sooth'd the Sun-king in his sobbing, 

By the sound of her I^theian psalms. 

Then King Phoebus with poppies she crown'd. 

While Somnus o'erwhelm'd him with sleep ; 
And with slumber his senses they drown'd. 

And they soundly his senses did steep ; 
And Venus her arms then uftwound, 

While out of his heart Love did leap, 
And they left him alone on the ground — 

They left him alone in deep sleep. 



P'air Hebe was haunted with sorrow 

And died 'mong the faded flowers, 
While, alas ! on the sad to-morrow, 

Phoebus trod through the dreamy hours — 

Sought alone the blighted bowers. 
Not a glimpse of hope could he borrow — 

Ever lost to this world of ours ! 
While Venus ne'er stayed to console him 

But fled in the night and the gloom ; 
E'en Love never stayed to condole him, 

But fled when young Hope lost her bloom ; 
E'en Somnus no more can control him — 

Death's darkness before him doth loom, 

And pale death must soon be his doom ; 

And they'll bury him deep in Hope's tomb. 

And fair Hebe no more can return, 

Until the death of life is done, 

Until the race of life is run, 

And the future vanquish'd, yet won, 

And the goal eternal won — 
Till she's drunk of the Lctheian river, 
And PlKcbus and Hope have for ever 

Mingled their beings in one. 

This imitation of UlalumCt w ritten by Mr. John H. Ingram, 
was published in 1863, when its author was in his teens. 
The little volume which contained it, entitled ** Poems by 
Dalton Stone," has been suppressed, and is now very scarce. 
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LENORE. 



Ah ! broken is the golden bowl 1 the spirit flown for ever ! 
Let the bell toll ! a saintly soul floats on the Stygian river ; 
And, Guy de Vere, hast thou no tear? — weep now, or 

nevermore ! 
See, on yon drear and rigid bier low lies thy love Lenore I 
Come, let the burial rite be read, the funeral song be sung ; 
An anthem for the qucenliot dead that ever died ao young, — 
A dirge for her, the doubly dead, in that she died so young. 

II. 

"Wretches I ye loved her for her wealth and hated her for 
her pride, [she died ! 

And when she fell in feeble health ye blessed her, that 
How shall the ritual, then, be read — the requiem how be sung. 
By you — by yours, the evil eye — by yours, the slanderous 
tongue, [young.'* 

That did to death the innocence that died, and died so 

III. 

Peccavimus ; but rave not thus ; and let a Sabbath song 
Go up to God so solemnly the dead may feel no wrong : 
The sweet Lenore hath **gone before," with Hope, that 
flew beside, [thy bride ; 

Leaving thee wild for the dear child that should have been 
For her, the fair an<l debonair, that now so lowly lies, 
The life upon her yellow hair, but not within her eyes, — 
The life still there ujxin her hair, the death uix)n her eyes. 

IV. 

" Avaunt I to-night my heart is light. No dirge will I upraise, 
But waft the angel on her flight with a pxan of old davs. 
Let no bell toll ; lest her sweet soul, amid its hallowed 

mirth, [earth. 

Should catch the note, as it doth float up from the damned 
To friends above, from fiends below, the indignant ghost 

is riven ; 
From hell unto a high estate far up within the heaven, 
From grief and groan, to a golden throne beside the King 

of heaven.** 

Edgar Allan Poe. 

This poem was published in 1844, and it has been suggested 
that it was probably founded on the melancholy fate of Lady 
Flora Hastings. This lady, who was attached to the Roy:d 
Household, became the victim of rumours afi*ecting her reputa- 
tion, and was very severely treated by the Queen and the 
Duchess of Kent Although the innocence of I^dy P'lora was 
subsequently clearly established, she was unable to survive the 
disgrace and injustice inflicted on her, and died in July, 1839. 
But Lenore although published in i8i44 was merely a revision 
of a poem which had appeared in an early volume of Poe*s 
writings, before the l«ady Flora Hastings scandal 



THE SUPPER OF THE FOUR. 

Remiges quinque a Nunehamo reversi in Ricardi hospitis 
coenaculum intrant ^ ex quibus quidam sic loquitur : 

** Ah ! *pon my word, you fellows, I'm as tired as I was 
ever ! 

For supper shout, and let the scout know we're come from 
the river ; 

And a cushion quick ! a cushion, Dick, give now or never- 
more. 

For on this bare cane-bottom chair I will not sit : Pm sore. 

Come let the mackerel soused be brought, the pigeon-pie, 
the tongue. 

The cider-cup and straws, and let the radishes be young ; 

Oh I William, bring the radishes, and WiUiam, bring them 
young.'* 

Cui Speculator, 

"Commons for five, sir, pigeon-pie, I'm ordered to provide, 

And beer as usual, I suppose, and cider-cup beside. 

The mackerel soused, sir, shall be brought, and ham, and 

lamb, and tongue, 
And potted meats, and salad too, and radishes, sir, young ; 
ril get them if I can, and, sir, I'll try to get them young.** 

Ilorrenda post Ctrnam voce cantantes cceteros sic excipit 

Ricardus hospes : 

" Coenavimus ; but howl not thus : let our Noachian song 
Float on the air so tunefully the dean may feel no wrong.** 

Noachii Carminis epitome : 

** St. James's Park received the ark on its primeval tide, ♦ 
All creatures wild thereto beguiled were stabled safe inside ; 
By ones, by pairs, they mount the stairs, they mount by 

threes and fours. 
Fowls came from perches, beasts from lairs, and thronged 

about the doors, 
By five, by six, by seven, by eight, by nine, by ten, by 

scores.'* 

Turn solito hilarior /actus hospes olim iristissimus exclamat: 

** Hurrah ! to-night my heart is light ! no blues I'll 

conjure up, 
But drown the demons out of sight in a draught of cider-cup } 
We'll drain it dry, then let us try to soothe our temperate 

mirth. 
The comfort of post-prandial pipe, ere each one seek his 

berth. 
May health to all our friends and bane to all our foes be 

given !'* 

Propinant omnes. 

Now for the pipe and then to sleep, like to the sleepers seven, 
From toil and boose to snore and snooze sound as the 
sleepers seven. 

Odd Echoes from Oxford, by A. Merion, B.A. 

London, J. C. Hotten, 1872. 

* ** Old Father Noah he built him an ark, 

And set it afloat in St. James' Park," Ac— Ol9 Soiro. 
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PARODIES. 



FOR ANNIE. 

I. 

Thank Heaven, the crisis, 

The danger is past, 
And the lingering illness 

Is over at last ; 
And the fever called "living" 

Is conquered at last. 

II. 

Sadly I know 

I am shorn of my strength, 
And no muscle I move 

As I lie at full length ; 
But no matter ; I feel 

I am better at length. 



VIII. 

And, ah ! let it never 

Be foolishly said 
That my room it is gloomy 

And narrow my bed ; 
For man never slept 

In a different bed — 
And, to sleep, you must slumber 

In just such a bed. 



Edgar A. Poe. 



— ;o;- 



Tristax and Isolde. 
(By one who does not appreciate Wagner.) 

Thaxk heaven the music 

Is silent at last, 
And the howling trombones 

Have ended their blast ; 
And the opera called * Tristan * 

Is finished at last. 

Sadlv I know 

Of its ** wonderful strength " 
As I dared not to move 

Through its wearisome length ; 
But no matter I feel 

It is quiet — at length. 

For I could not be dozing, 

Nor yet n<Kl my head, 
Lest any stall holder 

Should fancy me dead ; 
To the beauty of Wagner 

(Alas ! I was dead.) 

The moaning and groaning, 
The shrieking and sobbing. 

All quieted now 

With that horrible throbbing 

Of fiddles,— that horrible 
Horrible throbbing. 

The noise and the bluster, 

'ITic Icit motifs pain ; 
The pitiless torture 

Of mehnly vain ; 
The "melody endless," 

That torturing strain. 



For oh ! of all tortures, 

That motif was worst, 
That creepingly crawling 

Motif at first ; 
That writhed like a serpent 

And did all its worst 
To crush all one*s senses 

Of tune, from the first. 

The music roaretl on 

An inferno of sound. 
That's heard by a few 

Very far underground, — 
In a place that's not quotc<l 

Far under the ground. 

And oh ! let it never 

Be foolishly said. 
That Wagner's not gloomy, 

Altho' he be dead, — 
And nothing but good 

Should be said of the dead ; 
Vet that were too awful 

A lie, tho' he's dead. 

Tho' my heart is a stout one 

And feels passing bold, a 
World full of perils 

I'd dare, but for goUl, a 
Fortune past counting 

I'd shrink to behold, a — 
Again that mad opera 

Tristan and Isolde. 

J. W. G. \\\, 1SS4. 

(Written expressly for this collection). 




CovEXT Garden. 

/- 
By a Lover of Poe try, u. 

A Garden of gardens it teaches 

The bard, ever blatant, to blc^s 
The pumpkins, the plums, and the j)caches. 

The salads not easy to dre^s ; — 
Pears, pumpkins, and pulpiest peaches, 

Camelia, cabbage, and cress, 
The pumpkins, the pippins, the peaches 

Cut cabbage, and crisply curled cress I 
Oh, of luscious luxurious lunches, 

The |x>et loves one lunch, and that's 
Of bananas in lK)untiful bunches. 

And melons as big as your hats, 
Black currants, bananas in bunches, 

And cocoa nuts, mothers of mats — 
For of science if you are a lover 

You'll know they're the mothers of mats. 
That the cocoa nut's cortical cover 

Machinery makes into mats. 

Into fuscous and fibre-fringed mats, 

Fmh, July 20, 1867. 
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Hygiea. 

(A sanitary Lyric, imitated from Edgar Poe's ** Ligiea,*' 
and dedicated by Mr. Punch to Dr. Richardson.) 

Hygiea ! Hygiea ! 

Most exigent one ! 
I have an idea 

Thou pokest thy fun. 
Oh ! is it thy will 

To make noodles of us, 
By urging us still 

So to worry and fuss 
Concerning our bodies, 

What's eaten, what's drunk, 
Until we're mere noddies 

In chronic blue funk? 

Hygiea, thou'rt clever ; 

But, 'twixt you and mc, 
To fidget for ever 

Is fiddle-de-dee. 
We mustn't eat this, 

And we mustn't drink that. 
Lest sound health we should miss. 

Grow too thin or too fat. 
Must go in for analysis 

Of all "grub" about 
Lest we court cramp, paralysis, 

Fever, or gout ; 
Mustn't travel by rail. 

Must shun riding in cabs ; 
Must, — but time would quite fail 

To tell half of thy "fads." 
If a mortal (I think) 

Could such vigilance keep. 
He would ne'er eat or drink, 

He would ne'er toil or sleep. 

Sanitas sanitatum 

Is all very fine ; 
But my ultimatum 

Is this — I must dine ! 
And if I stop grubbing 

Till all's fair and clear, 
I shall do nought but ** tubbing " 

For many a year. 
Esculapius' daughter. 

With thee I agree. 
Pure air and cold water. 

Are needful to me ; 
But perpetual worry 

'Bout stomachs and nerves, 
And this, that, and 'tother. 

No good purpose serves. 
"Nine Systems," Hygiea, 

Perhaps I possess, 
Though I'd an idea 

The number was less. 
But to square work and feast 

By the rules thou art giving, 
Would take nine lives at least. 

And not one much worth living. 



Punch, October 23, 1880. 



tion that I feel some hesitation in yielding to my 
inclination to send you the following, which first 
appeared in the Looking Glass some years ago, and 
which I have very slight reason to believe was 
written by Poe himself, as it is quite as characteristic 
as anything of the sort I have seen in a number 
of years. 

Frantic Jerry Foodle." 



•;o;- 



A NEW POEM SAID TO BE BY POE. 

TO THE EDITOR OF THE DAILY GRAPHIC. 

" So many spurious poems purporting to be by 
Poe are now brought fonvard for public approba- 



The Demon of the Doldrums. 



One night I lay a-dreaming. 

In the moonlight that was streaming 

In a flood of liquid glory. 

Pouring on my counterpane ; 
Up and down were goblins tumbling. 
On the slanting beams, and crumbling 

*Twixt their fingers all the moonlight 

In a shower of golden rain. 

And some a crimson liquor 
Caught and poured it in a bicker 
Crowned with crystal listel pistils 
Of some rare and wondrous rose, 
Whose penetrative fragrance. 
It its sinuous mystic vagrance. 
Filled my chamber with an odor 
That none merely mortal knows. 

Ah ! that odor — who can tell it ? 
None but ghouls and angels smell it 

Oinoglyphic, soporific, 

Hedonific, and divine. 
And it seemed as if a censer 
Full of pastiles, but immenser 

Than a tun of old Madeira 

Had been emptied of its wine. 

Then methought that with a wobblin* 
Strode a lynx-eyed mouse^backed goblin 

Down from off the ebon footboard 

And along the silken quilt, 
And within the moonlight glinting 
Caf)ered with a demon squinting,^ 

And a winking and a drinking, 

And a horrid, nasty lilt. 

Ah ! my lips were as dry as paper 
When I saw the demon caper. 

As with finger pointing ever 

At the opalescent bowl 
He kept laughing, he kept quaffing, 
With his nose much more than half in 

That liquor, which did flicker 

Like a burning human soul. 

Ah ! I longed but once to taste it 
(As I saw the demon waste it), 

And my coppers, hot as stoppers 

Of a bowl of molten lead, 
Ached to quaff that golden liquor. 
From the bicker quick and quicker, 

And to roll it down my gullet, 

As I tossed upon my bed. 




I 

I 



"The Raven," 



On page 217 of the second volume of the life 
of Edgar Allan Poe, Mr. J. H. Ingram quotes the 
following extract from one of his letters : — " Have 
you seen 'The Moral for Authors' a new Satire 
by J. E. Tud? Who, in the name of Heaven, is 
J. E. Tuel? The book is miserably stupid! He 
has a long parody of the ' Raven ' — in fact, nearly 
the whole thing seems to be aimed at nie. If you 
have not seen it and wish to see it I will send it." 

Poe was well within the mark when he stig- 
matised " The Moral for Authors " as a miserably 
stupid productioa It was published in 1849 by 
Stringer and Townsendof NewYork, and consisted 
of forty-eight pages of rhyme almost entirely desti- 
tute of reason. Onjone page, it is true, ihe author 
vainly attempts a feeble parody of Lord Macaulay's 
<tyle, and there is, of course, the [larody of llie 
"Raven." As Poe, himself, has alluded to this, 
indents of his life and works may inobably wish to 
refer to it, which they would have great difficulty 
in doing as copies of the [lamphlet are now exceed- 
ingly scarce. I therefore reprint the parody in full, 
from a coi>y kindly lent me by Mr. J. H. Ingram. 

It is dated from the — 

PLUTONIAN SNORE, 
Ravn Crtth, In tht Yiar ef Peltry 

Bifafi tie Dimul Agtt. A.D. 18 

Once upon a niiiJiii(;lit (Irnuy, u I ponilct'J weak and 

Ovn 1UU1; a wetrj volume of lectnt iiubliiihi;il Inrc — 
While 1 nudJcil oet -Tki SUifir,'- suddenly [ heard n 

A> of »ome one pectiog deepw-dccpci in my cliumbcr door 1 
TU lome author new, I multcrd, or some other midnielii 

Only thU and ooihing tnoie '. " 



L 



It at Mr. pgt'i fD« 



My 'Driam,' and nothing more " 
"And the bleak and dread re-over lumbg of each volume 
Chill'd mc — filled me with fantastic poems, never penned 

So tSiat, to still the rushing of mji thoughts towards the 

head-in, 
I Slid, ' 'tis an author sure, entreating entrance through the 

key-bole door ; 
A waylaid cbiW of Poetry on a midnight ' bust," c 
Or else some other bore,' " 

" Presently my pen grew fiery, — liesilaling an inquiry, 

' Sit,' said I (or Madmnn!), 'truly your late visit I deplore; 

For the fact is, I'm inditing a piece of murky writing. 

And CO unsceming yuu came lighting, lightiog on mj 

chamber door. 
Which was never done before' — here be bolted in the door. 
And sat down upon the Boor." 

" Then this strange trick beguiling my phreniy into smilbg. 
By the cool audacious impudence his brwen feainies wore — 
Vlio' Ihy hat is old and napless, thou, I said, an sure not 

Young and tender in tby hapless wand'iings from tby 

mother's shore : 
Tell me wby Ihy tiuintii here is on this dark and dismal 

floor?" 

Quolh the Author, ' Read (*ij o'er.' " 

" Much I wonder'd this ambitious youth to see an act so 

vicious, 
Tho' its answer good deal meaning, I voted him a bore — 
For we cannot help believing that no genius living grieving 
Ever yet was blind in seeing a Manuscript rend o'er 
By the ' Reader ' in a book-shop, or Book-boy in a store. 
Yet he cried on, ■ Read it o'er t' " 



ForcM from some disaster — perhaps you think to master 
Something in the Markcllc faster, faster than was ever sold 

Till the bird-en of your hopes is ' Read it o'er — read it o'er.' 
Quolh the Author, ' Nothing more 1' " 

" But the Author still iK^iling all mj sad soul into smiling. 
Straight I plnc'd the faded Manuscnpt in fiont ufAuihor, 

book and door. 
Then into its beauties sinking, I belook myself to thinking 
What this young aspiring Aulhctf with his Manuscript, and 

What this bold, presumptuous Youlli, with his head bor'd 
through a bore. 

Meant in saying, ' Read it o'a '.' " 

" Thus I sal. engaged in reading, but no syllable revealing. 
To ihe YouiB, whose fiery eyes roU'd a fiery phreniy o'er. 
And o'er its pages turning, wiih Ihougbti of mystic learning, 
I Ixgan a critique burning on iis Mathbws style and more. 
When coming W a chapter, which I heartily did deplore, 
Cried ihe Author, ' Read il o'er." " 
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•* Then methought the style grew duller, and the hero rather 

fuller 
Of thoughts which even Blue-pard never gloated o'er. 

• Man ! * I cried, ' thy brain has tum'd thee— by this chapter 

I have learn 'd thee ; 

* Re-write — ^re^write — and re-fen thee these pages blotted 

o'er — 
'Take — oh! take it, and re-pen-t thee — and correct these 
pages more : 

Cried the author, * Read it o*er.' " 

** * Author !' said I, * Imp of Evil — Author great, or Good 

or Devil, 
Whether Putnam sent or Harper toss'd thee here ashore. 
Dull and stupid, yet undaunted — on this sheet romantic 

wasted — 
On this floor by volumes haunted — tell me plainly, I Implore, 
Is there — is there sense in this ? tell me, tell me, I implore ; 

Quoth the author, ' Read it o'er ! ' '* 

"•Author!" said I, "thing of peril — of paper, ink and 

ferrel, 
By that Public which looks over us — by that Fame we both 

adore. 
Tell this head with furies laden if, within the distant trade-en 
It shall find in man or maiden one to read its pages o^er, 
And yet the chorus of your melody is * Read it o'er — ^read it 

o'er.' 

Quoth the Author, * Nothing more 1' " 

** Be that word our sign of parting, Author, Fiend, * I 

shrieked upstarting, 
Get thee back unto the Harpers on Cliflf Street's Plutonian 

shore. 
Leave no blank page as a token of that word thy tongue has 

spoken. 
Leave my murky thoughts unbroken — quit the threshold of 

my door, 
Take thy Manuscript * out ' with thee and take thyself from 

out my door. ' 

Quoth the Author, * Read it o'er !' " 

** And the Author never flitting still is sitting, still is sitting 
On a bust of pallid Manuscripts just above my chamber 

door; 
i\nd his pen has all the seeming of an engine ever teeming. 
And the smoke that's from it streaming throws his shadow 

on the floor 
And the only words this engine repeats is * Read it o'er. 

Read it o'er,' 

And nothing more." 



•:o:- 



THE GOBLIN GOOSE. 
A Christmas Nightmare. 

Once, it happened I'd been dining, on my couch I slept 

reclining. 
And awoke with moonlight shining brightly on my bedroom 

floor ; 
It was in the bleak December, Christmas night as I 

remember. 
But I had no dying ember, as PoE had ; when near the door. 
Like a gastronomic goblin just beside my chamber door, 

Stood a bird, — and nothing more. 



And I said, for I'm no craven, '* Arc you Edgar's famous 

raven. 
Seeking as with him a haven — were you mixed up with 

Lenore?" 
Then the bird uprose and fluttered, and this sentence strange 

he uttered — 
"Hang Lenore," he mildly muttered; "you have seen 

me once before, 
Seen me on this festive Christmas, seen me surely once 

before. 

I'm the Goose," — and nothing more. 

Then he murmured, "Are you ready?" and with motion 

slow and steady, 
Straight he leapt upon my bed. I simply gave a stifled 

roar ; 
And I cried, "As I'm a sinner, at a Goose Club I was 

winner, 
'Tis a mem'ry of my dinner, which I ate at half-past four ; 
Goose well stuffed with sage and onions, which I ate at 

half-past four." 

Quoth he hoarsely, " Eat no more ! " 

Said I, "I've enjoyed your juices, breast and back ; but tell 

me. Goose, is 
This revenge, and what the use is of your being such a bore ? 
¥ot goose-flesh I will no more * ax ' if you'll not sit on my 

thorax. 
Go, try honey mixed with borax, for I hear your throat is 

sore ; 
You speak gruflly though too plainly, and I'm sure your 

throat is sore." 

Quoth the nightmare, " Eat no more ! " 

" Goose ! " I shrieked out, " Leave, oh, leave me ! surely 

you don't mean to grieve me? 
You are heavy, pray reprieve me, now my penance must be 

o'er ; 
Though to-night you've brought me sorrow, comfort surely 

comes to-morrow. 
Some relief from thee I'd borrow at my doctor's ample 

store. 
There are pills of purest azure in that doctor's ample store." 

Quoth the goblin, " Eat no more ! " 

And that fat Goose, never flitting, like a nightmare still is 

sitting 
With me all the night, emitting words that thrill my bosom's 

core ; 
Now, throughout the Christmas season, while I lie and gasp 

and wheeze, on 
Me he sits, until my reason nothing surely can restore, 
I am driven mad, and reason nothmg surely can restore ; 

While that Goose says, " Eat no more.'* 
Punch f January i, i88i. 

The College Craven. 

• 

Once when in the evening walking, with my darling softly 
talking, 
Wandering by the shining river, as we'd often done before ; 
While the clear full moon was beaming, on the flowing waters 
gleaming. 
And the little waves were streaming, streaming, rippling 
towards the shore 
Like small bars of silver dancing, gliding in towards the 
shore, 

Noiseless save for splash of oar. 



Oh, dihtincily I remember 'twiia in bright and cUu September 

Soon after I hid letumed lo this ancient seal otlote. 
Vainly I had sought to borrow from my books surcease to 

Fearing, dreading thai the harrom would pass over me 

Little hoped 1 for Testamur, dreading to be phughii once 

Ploughed perhaps far evennore. 

So I pondered deeply thinking, fancy bto fancy linking. 
Balmy air of cool night drinking soothingly through every 

Whilst I wandered with my dearest, and the moon was nt 
her clearest, 
Earlh'to heaven seemed the nearest it hod ever been before ; 
Life was sweeter at that moment than it had ever been 

Than it will be evermore. 



Thus while w 



strolling, pleasant thoughts 



e ccnlly ! 
_jt minds enrolling, 
Sud<lenly I heard a foolslcp that I had not heard before. 
And 1 felt iny blood run colder, and in fact was no way 
balder, 
At I felt upon my shoulder the "bulldog's" hand I so 

Tlwn he said with gleeful malice those old worils I lO obhor 
"The pnxlor wonts you," nothing more. 



tl 



Bulldog," erieil L 

But ^c "bulldog, "most ferocious, 



of evil, how I wish you at the 
le from his 
completely 
and college 
earnestly 



before the proctor hurried, who m; wi 
flurried, 
Since ihey were already worried, " Ymir nar 

And your presence in the morning t mi 
impkitc, " 

Quoth the |)r)ctor, nothing more. 

1 the morning by fears riven, though agninst them I had 

That ihe jieiialiy was heavy 1 in no way could Ignore, 
bl my ease being duly slated, I was most sc\'erdy rated. 
And within the college gaieil, (;atc.l till Ihe term was o'er, 
Ko'«r to wander forth at oven till the weary term was o'er, 

Only this, and nothing more. 
fadh4m CoUi^p-, Oxford. V. a. s. 

Nov., ilUt4. 



Kc apoo a rooming dreary, through my lodging window 

tmeuy, 
une Hie cold and blacks and sUcet*cries making getting 

ftd I wiihed t ttilt w«r* napping i suddenly 1 heard a 

Upping, 
I of tome one pertly npiHng, rsjipinc at my chamWr di>or 1 
•Til," growleil I, "that moid of all-wack np)>ing al my 

chiunbei-dow— 

What no rarlh can it b* for." 



But loo well ilo I remember that hungriest, drearicK 

November ; 
Not a single hlessid ember east its glow upon Ihe floor. 
Nor dared I hope that on the morrow I could venture more 

On my books, which, to my sorrow, had been carried by 



these 



I called 



Why, I could not say, I'm sure. 

And the shiv'ting, cold, uncertain rustling of each paper 

Told me of a bleaker draught than I had ever felt before j 
So that, white to rise objecting, I turned again and lay 

rellccting. 
Through the craiy rattling sashes as the rain now came by 

I began to think the knocking at the panel of my door 
Was the wind, and notliing more. 

Soon again it came, and stronger ; hesitating then ao 

longer,— 
"Uirl," 1 cried, "hail you but listened, you could well 

have heard me snore, 
" For the fact is, I was napping when so nidely you cam« 

rapping ; 
And if you again come lapping, tapping al my chamlier door, 
I will give you such a slapping as you never had before !" 
Shrieked the maiden ; — " Never, sure !" 

I5y the Author of "Flemish Interiors." 



"The Raven" has been repeatedly translated. 
A I^tin version, by Lt;tvis Gidley, was published 
in Exeter in 1863, and again in 1866 by Parker of 
Oxford and London. There are several GermaD 
versions of it, also a French translation by William 
Hughes. But perhaps the most famous of al! is the 
grand folio published in Paris in 1875, entitled "Iji 
CoRHHMJ, traduction fran^aisc de Sti>phane Mal- 
larm6, avec Illustrations par Edouard Manet." The 
transiation is literal, and naturally loses much of the 
force and beauty of the original from the absence 
of rhyme. It lacks also much of the weird sugges- 
tiveness of "The Raven," whilst the refrain 
" Jamais-plus " is but a poor substitute for the 
sonorous " Nevermore I" Manet, the late chief of 
the Impressionist School of Painters, has here given 
full vent to his powers, and his eccentiicity. In 
some of his illustrations the effecU of light and 
shade arc marvellous, in others he has been less 
successful, whilst in one or two instances the illus- 
trations appear absolutely meaningless. 

Xoitt ami QiHvieM recently quoted an .inecdote 
of a Raven which must have been an ancestor of 
Poc's sinister bird. It is taken from a rare little 
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book, to which it gjves the subject of 166 pages of 
edifying preachment, and of course is finnly be- 
lieved in by the author. The following is the 
title :— 

" Vox Coivi ; or the Voice of a Raven, that ITitice siiofce 
these words dislincllyr Look into Colossians the 3rd and 
iSth. The Text il self looked into, and opened, in a Sermon, 
Preached al Wigmore, in the County of Hereford, To which 
is added, Serious Addrease^ to the People of ihis Kingdom ; 
shewing the use we ought to make of this Voict from 
tItayiH. By Alex. Olouie, Minister of Wigmore, S:c. ' 
Licensed according to order. Matlh. i\, xvili. London, 
1694." 

The details are thus circumstantially related: — 



Hereford, being in the Hall of his own house, being with 
the Pious Matron, his Wife, some Neighbours and Relations, 
togclher with two small Grand-Children of his, in all to the 
number of Eight Persons ; Thomas Kinneisley, one of the 
said Grand-Children, of but Ten Years of Age, starting 
up from the Fireside, went out of the Hall-Door, and sate 
himself down upon a Block by a Wood-pile, before the Door, 
employing himself in no other Childlike Exercise than cutting 
of a Stick, when in less than half a quarter of an Hour, he 
returned into the Hall in great amazement, his Countenance 
pale, and affrighted, and said to his Grandfather and Grand- 
mother, Look is the Third of the Colossians, and 
THE KlFTF.F.NTH, with infinite Passion and Elarnestness, 
repeating the words no less than three Times, which Deport- 
ment and Speech much surprising the whole Company, (hey 
asked him what he meant by those words, who answered 
with ^eat Ardency of Spirit, that a Raven had spoken 
(hem iliree times from the I'cak of the Steeple, and that it 
looked towards W. W.'s House, and shook its HEAD and 
WiNCS thilherwatds, directing its Looks and Motions stilt 
towards that House. All which words he heard the Kave:< 
distinctly utter three times, and then saw it mount and fly 
out of sight. His Grandfather hereupon, taking the Bible, 
and turnmg to the said Text, found these words, 'And let 
the Peace of God rule in your Hearts, to the which you are 
also called in one Body ; and be ye thankful.' Upon reading 
whereof, the Child was fully satisfied, and his c 
perfectly composed agen [">]." 



POE-TICAL FORGERIES. 

Whilst recently turning over some odd volumes 
on a bookstall, in my never ending search for 
Farodia, a loose newspaper cutting fell out of one 
of them. It was headed " Edgar Allan Poe," and 
the obliging proprietor of the bookshop, where 
this occurred, seeing the interest I took in the 
subject, kindly gave me the slip, which I reprint 
below. Although the letter is dated " August 31 " 
no year is given, nor was there anything on the 



cutting to indicate from what paper it had been 
taken. However, after considerable searching 
amongst the newspaper files in the British Museum 
I was enabled to trace it to The Morning &ar 
(London) of September i, 1864. 

Edgar Allan Poe. 
Sir — I hare noticed with interest and astonishment the 
remarks made in different issues of your paper respecllng 
Edgar A. Poe's "Raven," and I think the following fan- 
tastic poem {a copy of which I enclose), written by the poet 
whilst experimenting towards the production of that wonder- 
ful and beaudful piece of mechanism, may possibly interest 
youi numerous readers. "The Fire-Fiend" (the title of 
(he poem I enclose) Mr. Poe considered incomplete and 
threw it aside in disgust. Some months afterwards, finding 
it amongst his papers, he sent it in a letter to a friend, 
labelled facetiously, " To be read by lire-light at midnight, 
after thirty drops of laudanum." I was intimately acquainted 
with the inother-in-Iaw of Poe, and have frequently con- 
versed with her respecting "The Raven," and she assured 



iC that he had the idea ii 



mind for some years, and used 



according to (he mood he chanced to be in at the ti 
Mrs. Clemm, knowing the great study I had given to "The 
Raven," and the reputation I had gained by its recital 
throughout America, took great interest in giving me all the 
information in her power, and the life and writings of Edgar 
A. Poe have been the topic of our conversation for hours. 
Respectfully, 

M. M.'Crkady." 
London, August 31. 

THE FIRE-FIEND. 

A Nightmare. 

I. 

In the deepest depth of midnight, while the sad lolemn 

~ , faintly echoed from the Forest Chapel 



Cell- 






Faintly, falteringly floating o'er the sable w 

That were through the Midnight rolling, chafed and billowy 

with the tolling— 
In my chamber I lay dreaming by the fire-light's fitful 

gleaming. 
And my dreams were dreams foreshadowed on a heart 

fore-doomed to Csje 1 

II. 
At the last long lingering echo of the midnight's myitic 

chime— 
Uftlng through the sable billows to the Thithei Shore of 

Leaving on the starless silence not a token nor a trace — 
In a quivering sigh departed ; from my couch in fev I 

started : 
Started to my feet in terror, for my Dream's phantasmal 

Painted in the fitful fire a frightful, fiendish, fiaming Cice I 

in. 

On the red hearth's reddest centre, from a blating knot of 

oak, 
Seemed to gibe and grin this Phantom when in terror I 

awoke, 
And my slumberous eyelids straining u I staggered to the 
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Still in that dread Vision seeming, turned my eyes toward 

the gleaming 
Hearth, and— there ! oh, God ! I saw it I and from out its 

flaming Jaw it 
Spat a ceaseless, seething, liissing, bubbling, gurgling stream 

of gore I 

IV. 
Speechless ; struck with stony silence ; frozen to the floor 

I StiKKl, 

Till methouglit my brain was hissing with that hissing, 

1iul;bling, blood : — 
Till I felt my life-stream oozing, oozing from those lambent 

lips : — 
Till the Demon seemed to name me ; then a wondrous calm 

o'crcame me, 
And my brow grew cold and dewy, with a death-damp stiff 

itnd gluey. 
And I fell back cm my pillow in apparent soul-eclipse ! 

V. 

'I'hcn, as in Death's seeming shatlow, in the icy Pall of Fear 
I lay stricken, came a hoarse and hideous murmur t<j my 

ear : — 
(jame a nmrmur like tlie murnmr of assassins in their slcejn — 
Muttering, *' Higher I Higher I Higher! 1 am Demon of 

the Kire ! 
I am Arch- Fiend of the Fire I and each blazing hk^Ps my 

pyre, 
And my sweetest incense is the bl<N)d and tears my victims 



weep 



i»» 



VI. 



•* How I revel «m the F'r.iirir I How I roar among the Pines ! 

How I laugh when from the village o'er the snow the red 
flame shines, 

And I lurar the shrieks of lerrt^r, with a Life in every breath ! 

How I scream with huubent laughter as I hurl each crack- 
ling rafter 

Down the fell abyss rif I*"ire, until liigher ! higher ! higher ! 

I-eap the High Triests of my Altar in their merry Dance of 
Death!" 

VH. 

** I am monarch of the Fire I I am Vassal-King of Death ! 
World-enrircling, with the shadow of its Doom uix)n my 

breath ! 
With the -ynibol nf Htre.ifler flaming from my fatal face ! 
I command the I''ternal Fire! Higher! higher I higher! 

higlH.r I 
Leap my ministering I)emons, like I'hantasmagoric lemans 
Hugging Universal Nature in their hideuus embrace !*' 

VIII. 

Then a sr«nbre sihmre shut me in a solemn shn^uded sleep, 
And I slumbered like an infant in the "Cradle of the Deep,** 
Till the Hclfry in the Fi»rest quivere<l with the matin stroke, 
And the martins, from the etlges of its lichen-lidden ledges. 
Shimmered tliMUgh the russet arches where the Light in 

torn tiles marches, 
Like a routed army struggling through the serried ranks of 

oak. 

IX. 

Through my ivy fretted casement fllteretl in a tremulous note 
From the tall and stately linden where a Kobin swelled his 

throat : — . , r i ■ 

Querulous, quaker breasted Kobin, calhng quamlly for hu 

mate ! 



Then I started up, unbidden, from my slnmber ta^aam 

ridden, 
With the memory of that Dire Demon in my centnl Tin 
On my eye*s interiw mirror like the Shadow of a Fate 1 

X. 

Ah 1 the fiendish Fire had smouldered to a white ud 

formless heap, 
And no knot of oak was flaming as ii flamed upon my sket; 
hut around its very centre, where the Demon Fact W 

shone, 
Forked shadows seemed to linger, pointing as »ith spectn 

finger 
To a BinLE, massive, golden, on a table carved and oldo- 
And I bowed, and said, "All Power is of God, of G»! 

alone !" 

On showing this poem to Mr. J. H. Ingram he 
at once i)ronoimced it a forgery, and from Ks 
remarkable collection of books relating to E A. 
Poe he produced a small volume of 104 pages 
clad in green and gold, entitled TAe Firt-FUwiavA 
other Poems, by Charles D. Gardette. Published 
in New York by Messrs. Bunce and Hartington in 
1866. The book contains "The Fire-Fiend " and 
" Golgotha," both written in imitation of £. A. Poe, 
and some poems entitled " War Cchoes " and 
** Vagaries " of no particular interest The accouu 
given of the origin of the hoax perpetrated on the 
public by the author of " The Fire-Fiend " k con. 
tained in the 

PBK'.yOTF. 

" A Few — and but a few — words of explanation 
seem appropriate here, with reference to the poem 
which gives title to this volume. 

The " FiRE-FiEND " was written some six years 
ago, in consequence of a literary discussion wherein 
it was asserted, that the marked originality of style, 
both as to conception and expression, in the poemi 
of the late Edgar Allen {sic) Poe, rendered a 
successful imitation difficult even to impossibility. 
The author was challenged to produce a poem, in 
the manner of ''The Jiaven," which should be 
accepted by the general critic as a genuine com- 
position of Mr. Foe's, and the " Fire-Fiekd " was 
the result. 

This poem was printed as *' from an unpublished 
MS. of the late Edgar A. Poe," and the hoax 
proved sufficiently successful to deceive a number 
of critics in this country, and also in England where 
it was aftenvards republished (by Mr. Macre\dy 
the tragedian), in the Lomlon Star, as an undoubted 
production of its Moi-dUant author. 

The comments upon it by the various critics. 
professional and others, who accepted it as Mr 
PoE's, were too flattering to be quoted here the 
more especially since, had the poem appeared 
•imply as the composition of its real author these 
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ir 

gentlemen would probably have been slow to dis- 

• cover in it the same merits. The true history of 

' the poem, and its actual authorship, being thus 

succinctly given, there seems nothing further to be 

said, than to remain, very respectfully, the Reader's 

humble servant, 

The Author." 

The poem which follows "The Fire-Fiend" is 
nearly as clever an imitation of Poe's verbal eccen- 
tricities, but is perhaps a trifle too ghastly to be 
pleasant reading : — 

GOLGOTHA: 

A Phantasm. 

While the embers flare and flicker, gathering shadows 
thick and thicker — 
While the slender shaded lamplight sheds a glimmer gray 
and dull — 
On my mantle, smoke encrusted, o'er two war-knives 
hacked and rusted, 
In my fascinated vision grins a dark and dented Skull ! 

Through the midnight Forest leaping — Death's red harvest 
fresh from reaping — 
Once this skull was steeped and drunken in a revelry 
of gore : 
In his crimson orgie shrieking, mad with lust, and murder 
reeking — 
Thus the Blood-Avenger found him — smote him ! — and 
he raved no more ! 

In that forest, leaf-enfolded, many a nameless year he 

mouldered. 

Withered, shrivelled, fell to utter dry and desolate decay; 

Till of all his savage glory naught there was to tell the story 

Save this dark uncouth and dented skull I found, and 

bore away ! 

With the coward thought to mock it, in each eyeball's 
blackened socket 
Once I set a globe of silver as a dread and dismal jest. 
Oh ! full often has the glitter of those pale orbs caused a 
bitter 
Burst of sharp and sudden terror to a timid twilight guest 

But to-night their flashes daunt me, and their changing 
glances haunt me. 
And their cold glare shivers through me like a scymitar 
of ice ! 
Well I know their threat is seeming — that no life is in their 
gleaming. 
Yet my soul is strangely troubled by my own accurst 
device I 

Ay I my soul is strangely troubled ! and my heart-throbs 
fiercely doubled ! 
And I cannot wrench my gaze from off those silver 
demon balls ! 
To my brain their blaze seems burning — Ah ! by Heaven ! 
I saw them turning t 
Yes I see — see them ! there ! they roll ! O God I a red 
light from them falls ! 



How its white teeth glint and glisten I Listen ! Am I mad ! 
O, listen I 
No ! It speaks ! I hear a whisper rattle through its 
hollow jaws ! 
**With this jest my front adorning, Pale-Face, you are 
blindly scorning — 
Sadly, sorrowfully scorning all your Being's Primal Laws ! 

** Count the dim descent of ages ! Turn Life's crisp and 
crumbling pages ! 
Is a single leaf forgotten in this Golgotha of Doom? 
Fool ! You bear a fragile carnal shroud around your 
ghastly chamel 
But to add another atom to the Inevitable Doom I 

** I have stripped my shroud before you : You, perchancei 
now wear it o'er you I 
Every shred of Life is worn from the Dead Past o'er and 
o'er ! 
Through the years the Earth is heaving with this weird and 
wondrous weaving, 
And your slender thread but waiteth till the Loom hath 
need for more ! " 



It hath ceased ! There is no glimmer on the hearth ! The 
lamp grows dimmer. 
Dimmer, dimmer, — now it flickers, flashes, wildly flares- 
is fled ! 
Through the Darkness round me heaving, now I hear a 
sound of weaving, 
As a mighty loom were working, viewless, with a viewless 
thread ! 




THE BELLS. 
I. 

Hear, the sledges with the bells — 
Silver bells ! 
What a world of merriment their melody foretells ! 
How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle. 

In the icy air of night ! 
While the stars, that oversprinkle 
All the Heavens, seem to twinkle 
With a crystalline delight ; 
Keeping time, time, time. 
In a sort of Runic rhyme. 
To the tintinnabulation that so musically wells 
From the bells, bells, bells, bells, 
Bells, bells, bells — 
From the jingling and the tinkling of the bells. 

IL 

Hear the mellow wedding-bells — 
Golden bells I 
What a world of happiness their harmony foretells ! 
Through the balmy air of night 
How they ring out their delight I 
From the molten-golden notes, 

And all in tune. 
What a liquid ditty floats. 
To the turtle-dove that listens, while she gloats 

On the moon ! 



oh, from out the sounding cells 
Whit a gush of euphony voluminously wells 1 
How it swells I 
How it dwells 
On the future ! how it tells 
Of the rapture that impels 
To the swinging and the ringing 
or the bells, bells, bells, 
or the bells, bells, bells, bells. 
Bells, bells, bells.— 
To the rhyming nnd the chiming of the bells, 



Hear the loud alarum bells — 
Urazen bells ! 
What a tale of terror now their turbulency tells ! 

In the startled ear of night 

Hriw they scream out their affright! 

Too moch horrified to speak. 

They can only shriek, shriek, 
Out of tune, 
In a clamorous appealing to the mercy of the fite, 
In a mad expostulation with the deaf and frantic fire. 

Leaping higher, higher, higher. 

Wilh a desperate desire, 

And > resolute endeavour 

By the side of the pale-faced moou. 
Oh, the bells, beUs, bells ! 
^\'hat a tale Iheit terror tells 

Of despair I 
How Ihcy clang, and clash, and roar 1 
What a horror they outpour 
On the bosom of the paljiilating nir ! 
Yel the car it full;^ knows, 
By the twanging 
And the clanging. 
How the dangers ebbs and flows g 
Vet the ear distinctly tells, 
In the jangling 
And the wrangling. 
How the danger sinks and swells, 
By the sinking or the swelling in the anger of the bells — 
Of the bells— 
Of the bells, bells, belts, bellt, 
Bells, bells, bells— 
In the clamour and the clangour of the bells 1 

IV. 
Hear the tolling of the betis — 
Iron bells I 
AVhat a vrorld of solemn thought their mono<Iy compels i 
In the silence of the night, 
How we shiver with affright 
At the melancholy menace of their tone I 
For every sound that floats 
From the rust within their throats 

Is 1 groan. 
And the people — ah, the people — 
'ITiey that dwell up in the steeple. 

All alone. 
And who, toUbg, lolling, tolling. 

In that niumed monotone, 
Feel a glory in ta rolling 

On the human heart a stone. 
They are neither man nor woman— 
They are neither brute nor baman — 

They are Ghouls ; 
And their King It i> who totU ; 
And he tolU, rolls, rolli. 



Rolls 
A paean from the bells j 
And his merry bosom swells 
With the paean of the bells ; 
And he dances and he yells ; 
Keeping time, time, lime. 
In a sort of Riuiic rhyme, 
To the paean of the bells— 

Of the bells : 
Keeping time, time, time, 
In a sort of Runic rhyme 
To the throbbing of the hells— 
Of the bells, bells, bells— 
To the sobbing of the bells ; 

Keeping time. time. time. 
As he knells, knells, knells 

In a happy Runic rhyme. 
To the rolling of the bells— 
Of the bells, bells, bells,— 
To the tolling of the bells, 
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells- 
Bells, bells, bells— 
To the moaning and the groaning of the bells. 

Edgar Allan Pob,^ 

(First Published after the Author's death.) 



By Edgatdo Pool. 

See the Gardens with the swells— 
Noble swells I 
What power of foolery their presence here foretel 
How they chatter, chatter, chatter. 

To each other left and right. 
What to them is any matter f 
Since their tailor and their hatter. 

Are their sole delight. 
Running tick, tick, tick. 
And hastening to Old Nick. 
By expending time and money on dancing, dicing. UIUm, 
Are the swells, swells, swells, swells. 
Swells, swells, swells I 
Are the foolish and profligate young swells. 

See the dressy little swells — 

Snobby swells t 

What a world of happiness that Moses' paletot tdl 

Through the murky air of night. 

I^Iow they shout out their delight. 

t'rom their Cashmere-shawled throats. 

What a drunken ditty floats 
To the gas-lamps shining on policemen's coals, 
Od iheirshooni 
Oh. from out the Bow.street cells. 
What a gush of barmouy uproariously wellad 
How it smells I 
How it knells — 
For Ihe morrow I how it tells 
Of the folly that Impels 
'To the laughing and the quaffing 

01 the swells, swells, swells. 
Of the swells, swells, swclli, swells. 
Swells, swells, swells. 
Of the dining and the tine-ing of the swells ! 



EDGAR ALTAN POE. 



77 



See the literary swells — 
Writing swells ! 
What a tale of envy now their turbulency tells. 
How they quarrel, snarl, and fight 
With each other as they write ! 
Much too dignified to speak. 
They can only shriek, shriek, 
With their pen, 
In a clamorous appealing to the mercy of the buyer. 
In a mad expostulation with the dazed and doubting 
buyer ! 

And they leap high, higher, higher, 
With a desperate desire. 
And a resolute endeavour 
Now — now to sit or never — 

On a throne above all other men. 

See the venerable swells ! 
By-gone swells ! 
What a world of solemn thoughts their gaiety compels ! 
In their ancient fashioned coats, 
In their stiff cravatted throats, 
How we recognize the Regent and his corps ! 
There remains now not e'en one, 
All, all the set are gone, 
Ih sont tnorts ! 
Save the few men — ah ! these few men I 
Who are left among the new men 
All alone ! 
And who toihng, toiling, toiling, 

Through their days, mere skin and bone, 
Feel a pleasure now in spoiling 
Each hearty, healthy tone — 
Do these swells, swells, swells. 
These swells, swells, swells, swells, 
Swells, swells, swells, 
These worn-out used up, godless, ancient swells ! 

Our Miscellany. — By E. H. Yates and R. B. Brough. 1857. 
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The Ball-Room Belles. 

See, the ball-room full of belles. 
Merry belles, 
What an evening of flirtation their merriment foretells. 
How they chatter, chatter, chatter, 

Through the mazy Mabel valse. 
Mothers glancing, but what matter ! 
Pleasant partners how they flatter. 
Never dreaming girls are false 
When they sigh, sigh, sigh. 
And pretend that they would die — 
But they dream of expectations of the golden stucfded 

swells 
Hear the belles, belles, belles, belles. 
Belles, belles, belles, 
Hear the laughing and the chaffing of the belles. 

See the richly-dowered belles. 

Golden belles. 
How they cotton to the stupid-headed swells. 
With what grace and matchless art 
They can play their pretty part 
For the quartered coats of arms I 

Champerones 
How they advertise the charms 
Of their darlings, — with ever ready alarms 

Undertones ! 



Oh I and then these high-bom swells. 
What a want of education their conversation tells. 

How it sells. 

How it dwells 
Upon bathos I how it tells 
Of the lesson that impels 
All the sighing and the lying 
Of the belles, belles, belles, 
Of the belles, belles, belles, belles, 

Belles, belles, belles, 

All the glancing and the dancing of the belles. 
Hear the loudly- talking belles, 
Prancmg belles. 
How we sorrowfully gaze upon their costume, since 
it tells 
Of the latest Paris fashion ! 
And the dark eyes how they flash on 
Every simple-looking girl ! 
They can only whirl, whirl 
To the tune, 
With a noisy explanation of their doings in the Row, 
With a careless declaration that the ball is very slow. 
Dancing round, round, round, 
To the merry music's sound. 
Never pausing for a breath. 
Tho' their partners pale as death. 
Look and gasp as if they'd fall into a swoon. 
Oh, you belles, belles, belles, 
What a tale your muslin tells ; 

And your hair. 
How you sneer and pick to pieces 
Major Maberly's six nieces, 
How y^u flirt upon the fifty-seventh stair ; 
Yet the people guess at last. 
By your laughing, 
And your chaffing, 
•Your vocabulary's fast. 
And the ear distinctly tells 
You are slangy. 
And slap-bangy. 
From your joking with the swells. 
And their easy conversation with the loudly-talking 
belles. 

With the belles. 
With the belles, belles, belles, belles. 
Belles, belles, belles, 
From the grinning and the dinning of the bells 1 

Fun, December 30, 1865. 
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Pills. 

An Edgar Poe(m), 

See the doctors with their pills — 

Silver-coated pills ! 
What a world of misery their calomel instils ! 
How they twingle, twingle in the icy-colden night. 
You have taken two that mingle. 
And you wish you'd had a single ; 
While* your cheeks are ashy white. 

And every time, time, time 
You groan in pantomime 
A tan-tan-tantalising yearn for rum your bosom fills 
To lull the paean of pills, pills, pills. 
The mountam misery of pills ! 



Take one of Morrison's pills, 

Or Parrs life pills- 
Warranted, or the money relumed, to cure all iila ; 
To bring repose at nighl, 
Aud occasion j'ou delight. 
When they're (airly down your throat. 

And eloquence promote 
For your turtle dove who listens while you doat 
Neath [he moon. 
Oh, read ihe flaming bdls 

And the " exlraci from a letter that voluminously fills 
The hand-bills. 
And the tills 
Of the vendor of the pills. 
Whose physic never kills. 
Money ringing, 
Money Singing 
In the tills, tills, tills. 
From the pills, pills, pills, pills, 
Aod what chiming, and what rhyming on the pills t 

Beware of strychnine pills- 
Brazen pills. 
What a worit of bortor their treachery fulfils t 
The false friend with a smile 
Stands beside you for a while ; 
And you*re pleased to hear him speak 
While you shriek, shriek. 

And moan, moan. 
Your heart and brain consuming in the fire, (ire ; 
Your pulse and temples throbbing in tha &r« ; 
Beating higher, higher. 
While you gaze and still admire 
The murdrer beside you, 
Who knows what must betide you, 

As be watches for the swoon. 
Oh. the pills, pills, pills. 
What a pans of terror thrills, 

And despair. 
Every teart that beats with love ; 
When the evidences prove 
That the murderer for days and nights was there ; 
Tending gently as a nurse. 

Always whining, 

While designing 
How to make you worse and worse. 

• ■ ■ > fills 

Life to strangle. 
While your 6ne old port he slyly swillg^ 
And knows the hour is fast approachiog by the 
number of the pills. 

Of the pills; 
By the number and the poison of the pills. 

And you roll, roll, roll. 
Roll— 

With the /ufiti of the pills ; 

And he n draught di&tili 

To qualify the pills. 

And he a thinking of the wills 

That Doctnr'» Commons hlls (It 

Keeping lime. time. time. 

In the sublet y of crime. 

By the fattn of ihc pitia, 
0( the pills: 

Keeping time. time. lime. 

In ttie hardihood of crime. 

By the throbbing from t(.e pilU. 

From the pills, pills, pills. 

By your sobblni from the pilli. 



Keeping time. time, time. 

As he kneels, kneels, kneels. 
In the blasphemy o( crime, 

By the pulse he feels, feels ; 
While the pills, pills, pills 
Are perfecting all their ills. 
Oh, the pills, pills, pills- 
Pills, pills, pills I 
So ends my rhyming and my chimiog on Ibe pilla. 
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Hear the echoes from the Helli 
German Hells ! 
What a tale of selfishness their recolleclicD tells ! 
How fickle fortune battles 
With the ball that rcUs aud rattles 
On its devilish career ! 
While the coins that oversphnkte. 
All the numbers seem to twinkle, 
With a simper or a sneer. 
Keeping lime. time, time, 
In a sort of ruined rhyme. 
To the hum of speculation that annually swells 
From the Hells, Hells. Hells— 
From the Hunicis and the Punters of the Hells. 

Hear the merry laughing Hells, 
Baden HsIU ! 
Ringing out their call to happiness like wedding bells ; 
Blinding eyes with lust of gain. 
Dead'ning hearts to others' pain. 
With the molten gold and notes. 
Calling out, 
■' We are misery's antidotes ! I 

Come and clutch us I" o'er their poison-beaaty gloats 
Longing Doabt — 
How Ihe air resounding fills 
With Ihe cries from out that Hall of Cure for Ills ! 
How the swells 
At the wells. 
Dream of health or of wealth, how each tells 
or the craving thul impels 
To the winning and the sinning 
Of the Hells, Hells, Hells. 
To the losing and abusing of Ihe Hells. 

Hear the losers at the Hells— 
Homburg Hells ! 
What an end of dread despondency iheir mien forelells I 
When fortune turns her back, 
And the promised Red looks Black, 
And the Black grows Rml with shame. 
As it heats its worshipped name ; 
All is lost 
III a timorous appealing to the mercy of Ltbtanc ; 
Iq a sad cipostulatinn with Ibe croupiers of Leblanc ; 
Playing higher, higher, higher. 
With a maddening desire 
And a desperate endeavour 
Now — now 10 win or never. 
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Though it love and honour cost. 
Oh the Hells, Hells. Hells ! 
>^'hat tale their echo tells 
Of despair! 
How they cling to Black and Red I 
What a tremor they outspread 
On the loving hearts that wait in hope at home. 
Yet the year it fully knows 
By the curses 
Or the purses 
How the fortune ebbs and flows ! 
How the scandal stinks and smells 
By the sinking or the swelling in the budget of the Hells ! 

Hear the groaninj? in the Hells — 

German Hells ! 
Ev'ry coin in hope thrown down, 
Be it florin, thaler, crown, 

Is a groan. 
And the croupiers dressed in sable, 
Sitting down before the table. 
And who dealing, dealing, dealing. 

In that well-known monotone 
Coldly glory in the feeling 

That their human heart is stone ! 
Green cloth their only scenery. 
They go by some machinery 
Without souls ; 
And their master takes the tolls, 
While the ball it rolls and rolls, 

Rolls 
And rattles in the Hells. 
But his heart no longer swells 
At the Paean of the Hells ; 
For he hears above the echo of the Hells 
The knells, knells, knells. 

Of the Hells. 
In the fast approaching time, 
When ruin, lust, and crime 

Will be driven from the wells, 
In the downfall of the Hells — 
Of the Hells. Hells, Hells, 
To the moaning and the groaning of the Hells ! 

Thi Tomahawk, October 19, 1867. 



If not a merchant vessel— a big boat. 
Pretty soon ! 
Oh, the gorges and the swills, 
With no thought about the morrow, and the call for Dr. 
Squills, 

And your wills, 
Codocils, 
That you write with shaky quills, 
For 'tis indigestion kills ! 
Oh, the languish and the anguish 
Of your ills, ills, ills, ills, 
Ills, ills, ills, 
Oh the bother and the pother of your ills ! 
Then to-morrow and its pills — bitter pills ! 
Fever- heats succeeding on the heels of horrid chills, 
All the livelong restless uight — 
What a cheerful Christmas plight ! 
Too much agonized to speak, 
You can only squeak — squeak 
Like a coon. 
In a clamorous appealing from your indigestion's pangs — 
In a mad expostulation with the gnawing of its fangs. 
And a sense of utter loathing for the pills, 
For the pills, pills, pills, pills. 

Pills, pills, pills — 
And the comrades of the pills, 
The pills, bills, ills 1 
Oh, the very name of Christmas all my soul with terror 
fills. 

Fun, December 28, 1867. 
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Christmas Fancies. 

Hbre is Christmas with its bills— Little Bills I 
'Mid a world of merriment intruding with their ills. 
What a tinkle, tinkle, tinkle. 

At the area bell all day, 
They're enough the brow to wrinkle 
Of a placid periwinkle. 
With their constant "Please to pay." 
Coming time after time. 
Without reason, without rhyme, 
Holding long confabulations on the lowness of their tills ; 

With their bills, bills, bills, bills ! 
Bills bills, bills, 
Oh, the worry and the scurry of the bills I 

And the Host of other ills — Christmas ills I 
Eatables in 'baronies and drinkables in rills. 

All the day and all the night 

Spent in over-eating quite, 

And in pouring down your throat 
Inopportune — 

Floods of liquor that would float — 



Thb Bells. 

Oh, those bells — oh. those bells 1 
Oh, those bells, bells, bells ! 
Oh. the weary, weary, worry that their ringing always 
tells 1 

How they jangle and they jangle 

Through the troubled day and night ! 
How they clash, and clang, and mangle. 
As if calling .out in spite — 

You must run, run. run I 
Your work's never done, 
From the rising to the setting of the sun, sun, sun. 
Oh those never-ceasing bells — 
Chamber-bells — 
What a climbing and a fetching their music ever tells ! 
Now it s number seven hundred — 

Now it's number twenty- five — 
Now it's forty more in chorus 
Calling — Waiter, look alive ! 
Ting-a-ling, ling, ling. 
Don't you hear me ring, ring ? 
You, had better come a-running, or I'll break a string, 
string ! 

Oh, those silver-sounding bells — 
Parlour-bells — 
What a coming and a running their melody compels 1 
How they jingle, jingle, jingle. 

Till the horrid jinglmg seems 
To multiply and mingle 

Into harsh and mocking screams. 
Crying— Fly, fly, fly I 
We are paying very high, 
We'll get our money's value, or we'll know the reason 
why. 
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Oh, those cruel, clanging bells— 
Front-door bells — 
Oh, what cozy dreams of comfort their sounding forth 
dispels ! 

How their clanging and their banging 

Keeps one trotting to and fro, 
Till you seem a sort of nightmare, 
Kept forever on the go 

By the clang, clang, clang, 
And the bang, bang, ban^sr ! 
Till (he ringers of those door-bells you could hang, 
hang, hang ! 

Oh, that best and blessed bell — 
Dinner bell — 
With what harmony and melody its brazen accents 
swell ! 

How its full and unctuous greeting 
Seems to reach your inner man, 
And you answer as a waiter, 
And a hungry waiter, can 

To Its ding, dong, dong ! 
Come along, long, long ! 
So the blessed bell for dinner ends my song, song, song 

Anonymous. 
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The Bills. 

See the members with their bills, 
Private bills, 
What a world of promises their bringing-in fulfils ; 
How they jostle one another. 

And compete for vacant nights, 
How they pant, and gasp, and smother, . 
Pushed aside by party fights, 
While their movers, standing by, 
Emit a doleful cry, 
Apprehensive of the destiny that ultimately kills 
Their bills, bills, bills, bills, 
Bills, bills, bills, 
The dismal fate in keeping for their bills. 

See the silly annual bills. 
Foolish bills, 
With what deluded hopefulness their introduction fills 
AH their friends throughout the land. 
Who can never understand, 
That the House will throw them out 

One by one ; 
That though the movers shout 
At a speaker who is dozmg while they spout. 

When they've done. 
With patience sorely tried. 
But with a gush of thankfulness the members will divide, 

And decide. 
To deride 
The foolish annual bills ; 
And the lesson each instils 
Is, that clearly these are merely 
Futile bills, bills, bills. 
Bills, bills, bills, bills. 

Bills^ bills, bills. 
Never to be anything but bills* 



See the Ministerial bills. 
Burly bills. 
With what prolonged expectancy their introduction thrills ! 
Through the country far and wide, 
Their friends exult with prids ; 
Too much horrified to speak, 
Their opponents only shriek 
In afTright, 
In a clamourous appealing to the wisdom of the House-^ 
In a mad expostulation with the deaf and frantic House. 
They declare the bills a chouse, 
And affirm they will, by nous. 
Rouse the country now or never. 
By a resolute endeavour, 
To resist the pale-faced premier, 
With his bills, bills, bills. 
While each party-leader drills 
For the fight 
His forces great or small 
To enfranchise or enthral 
The country on the great division night ; 
And the public hardly knows. 
Mid the wrangling 
And the jangling, 
How the danger ebbs and flows, 
But each newspaper instils 
Into readers, 
By its leaders. 
All its own views of the bills, — * 
Its own views of the pestilent or patriotic bills, 
Of the bills, bills, bills, bills, 
Bills, bills, bills. 
The stupendous and tremendous public bills. 

See the sickly autumn bills. 
Dying bills, 
What a flood of penitence each moralist distils 
From their slow but sure decay. 
As the .session wears away. 
From the melancholy lesson that they teach ; 
For every dying scheme 
Is in its turn the theme 
Of a speech. 
And is tediously debated 
Until hopelessly belated, 
Overthrown, 
And its mover prosing, prosing, 

In a muffled monotone. 
Feels a glory in disclosing 

AH its merits little known. 
In the spring he moves the bills, 
And clears his voice and swills 
From a tumbler set beside him. 
While his enemies deride him, • 
And his friends cry out, •* Hear, hear,*' 
And he wins a feeble cheer, 
Now and then 
Only, when 
With brows kait in a frown, 
His arm sways up and down, 
Keeping time, time, time, 
In a sort of Runic rhyme. 
To the moving of the bills : 
Of the bills. 
To the solemn exposition of the bills* 
Till at last the daylight lengthens, 
And the summer sunshine strengthens, 

And finally it grills 
The members in their places, 
So sadly, with long faces, 
They consent to slay their bills. 
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To abandon all their bills ; 

All their bills, bills, bills. 

To ma<;sacre their bills, 
Though sorely 'gainst their wills. 
And each bereaved one fills 
rhe house with lamentations o'er his bills, 

With sorrow at the slaughter of his bills : 

Of his bills, bills, bills, bills, 
Bills, bills, bills. 
With sorrow at the slaughter of his bills. 

"««, August 13. 1870. 
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Thb Flutb. 

Lo, the fluter, with his flute — 

Grecian flute ! 
How long the world has waited 
For its tantalising toot ! 
" Unheard melodies are sweetest. 
Said the charming poet Keats ; 
But our pleasure is completest 

When we hear them on the streets ; 
Or sounding loud, and shrill 

Through the homes of Murray-Hill- 
On the heights of Murray-Hill 
Loud and shrill, 
Hear the flute, flute, flute, flute, 
Flute, flute, flute. 

That wicked Broadway Journal, 
Whose Editor infernal. 
Le's no trumpet but his own 
Through the market place be blown — 
Had the chief not been carousing, 
Had the " Raven '* not been drowsing, 
The world had not been waiting. 
Been waiting, all in vain. 
For that melancholy strain 
Of the flute - 
In anxious expectation for the tintinnabulation 

Of the flute. 
imerican Paper, 
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The Chimbs Donb in Ruymbs. 

AFTER POB and NEWMAN. 

Harken to the chimes 
That in these Sunday times. 

Ring out upon the air. 
From the lofty spire. 
Rising higher, higher. 
In great waves of sound 
Vibrating round and round. 

Calling out to prayer. 
And dropping iron blessings down. 
In sweetest music on this wicked town. 

We hear professor Pratt, 

Keen and clear G flat. 

And in each ring there seems to be, 

A *• horse " cry of agony — 

The tortured tones 

Of groans and moans — 

A poor creature's speechless agony, 

They rise and swell. 

Like cries from hell, 
Calling the faithful forth to solemn prayer 



Then came Schuyler — 
Schuyler smiler, Schuyler smiler. 
How it rings and sings and swings. 
Vibrating on the ear. 

As if the hollow smile were set to music here. 
"Come ye Christians " cryeth Schuyler, 
The soft political beguiler, 
" Come ye Christians, join with me 
In praises of the powers that be. 
For have we not a neat majority ?'* 
Just such praise in troubled days 
Of Our Savior ; he would have cried, 
" The law should take its course, let him be 
crucified." 

Schuyler smiler, Schuyler smiler. 
From the spire, rising higher. 
Rings and swings and sings 
The bell. 
That of a politician's heaven seems to tell. 
Of a deeper, coarser tone 
Chimes the bass a lengthened groan. 

For it tells alone. 

Alone, 
Of the punishment that's sent 
In the person of our President. 
Dull and hollow, how it moans 
In its heavy undertones ! 

As if t sought to tell — 

That bell— 
Of a burdened people doomed to toil 
That rogues may fatten off a wasted soil ; 
Of want and degradation dire, 
War, pestilence and fire ; 
Where rules no ballot but the bayonet, 
And Liberty that was and is not yet ; 
Of Peace, sweet Peace and great content, 
Ere the coarse soldier came to be our President 
Of ofiice sold for gifts ; 
Of a low greed that lifts 
Mean men to power. 
When cowards rule while good men cower. 

How it rolls and roars, 

And on us pours 
Its flood of heavy sound 
The vibrating air around, 
As the iron tongue upon the iron rim 
Clangs out its cry of sin : 
Fasting and prayer for a people curs'd 
Of all ills the evil far the worst — 
A stupid tyranny that brings 
No compensation on its blackened wings. 

These are the Newman chimes. 

And these our modern times. 

Were Our Saviour, with weary feet. 

Again to walk the dusty street. 

And see that lofty steeple ; 

Hear its clangor calling in the people 

See the saints with saintly faces ; 

In diamonds, silks, and costly laces 

Thronging to their downy places — 

Hear his apostle state 

From marble stall to velvet-cushioned seats. 

Not the words of peace, but those of deadly hate 

While Mammon the scene completes 

Much would He marvel, and we fear. 

Seizing the rod 
Would drive old Newman out, and clear 
Our goodly people firom the house of God. 
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DiDg, dong, bell. 
Hear them swell — 
Pratt, G flat, scat ! 
Schuyler smiler, Schuyler smiler ; 
While groans 
And moans 
In heavy undertones 
The Presidential bell. 

Thi Capital, {U.S.A.) November 26, 1871. 



D. P. 
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The Bills. 

By the late Edgar Allan Toe. 

I. 

Hear the duns with lots of bills- 
Unpaid bills! 
What a world of merriment their misery distils ! 
How they rattle, rattle, rattle, 
On your sported outer door ! 
While within you drink and prattle. ' 
For an oak is half the battle 

With a dun — unchristian bore, 
Keeping knock, knock, knock. 
Like a sort of ticking clock, 
To the bitter tribulation of your gvp whose hand he fills 
With his bills, bills, bills, bills, 

Bills, bills, bills, 
With a lumping and a thumping lot of bills. 

II. 

Hear the loud alarm of bills— 
Tailors' bills— 
What a tale of trousers and of coats whose volume fills 
Some dozen drawers. They might 
Make one scream out with affright- 
Too hard up to pay this week ; 
You can only speak, speak 
Through the door, 
In a pitiful appealing to the mercy of the dun. 
In a mad expostulation with the deaf and dirty dun. 
Bills gel higher higher, hif^her. 
And the parent's wrath is dire ; 
His son's re:>olute endeavour 
Not now to pay nor ever. 
Making him scold and swear and roar. 
Oh the bills, bills, bills, 
Hardest far of human ills 
To remove I 
How they cram and crowd each drawer, 
What a horror ihey outpour 
On the toscm of the palpitating gOTl 
Yet the ear it fully knows 
When one's thinking. 
Or a drinking. 
When a dun comes up or goes ; 
Yet the hand it fully fills 
Up a txsaker. 
Getting weaker. 
And the be>;gar drioks and swills. 
But that drmking aod that swilling gets one off ■ome of 

the bills ; 
Of the bills— 
Of the hills, bills, bills, bills. 

Bdls. bills, bills— 
In the paying or delaying of the bills. 

Ths Light Grttn, Cambridge. 1872. 



The Bells. 

By an Overworked Waiter 

Hear the strangers pull the bells — 
Tinkling bells 1 
What voracious appetites their clattering foretells I 
How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle. 

From morning until night, 
And the dishes seem to twinkle, 
As the gravies oversprinklej 
With a crystalline delight ; 
And they chime, chime, chime, 
As a shout from time to time. 
From " pottle-bodied " gourmands or animated swells. 
Is mingled with the ever-ringing bells-— » 

Bells, bells, bells— 
The tintinnabulation of the bells. 

Hear the early breakfast bells — 
Tiresome bells ! 
Perhaps a Continental trip their harmony foretells. 
With a guest awake all night, 
And ringing, ere 'tis light, 
For change of gold or note. 
Hours too soon. 
While the ship he wants to sail by does not float 
Out of harbour until noon ; 
And in accents most unmusical he yells 
For coffee to be taken, 
With toast and eggs and bacon. 
Up many flights of stairs, while he tells 
Of twenty other wishes 
Respecting drinks and dishes. 
Which I strive to hear in vain. 
For a train 
A thousand country visitors propels 
From Bath or Tunbridge Wells, 
Who come ringing, ringing, ringing, at the bells — 

Bells, bells, bells — 
And I march away to answer fifty bells. 

Hear the hasty dinner-bells — 
Frantic bells ! 
What a tale of hunger now their turbulency tells ! 
The fires are blazins; bright. 
The cooking is all right. 
But I scarce can breathe or speak, 
I'm so bothered all the week- 
Don 't have a bit of rest — 
Through the clamourous appealing of some gormandising 

guest. 
And in mild expostulation to his deaf and frantic ire, 
I say. •• Yessir. yessir, yessir," 
To my hard-hearted oppressor, 
'Mid the clatter 
Of the platter, 
And of dish and glass and spoon. 

Or an organ. 
With the owner like a Gorgon. 
Grinding in xhv. street some doleful tunc: 
Yet the ear it fully knows 
By the twanging 
And the clanging. 
How the dining ebbs and flows. 
To the jangling of the bells — 
Bells, bells, bells— 
To the clamour and the clangour of the bells. 
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Later still the supper bells- 
Busy fa^lls ! 
What a world of cheerful thought their melody compels. 
Of pleasant airs that float 
From operatic throat, 
Of farce and pantomime ; 
But the bells begin to chime, 
And, alas t unlucky wight. 
Not for me is such delight, 
The pleasure- seekers claim me as their own ; 
Be it man or be it woman, 
They are all alike inhuman — 

They are ghouls 

Wanting soles, 

Sausages and rolls, 

Flowing bowls, 

Pie or tart, 

Sourer ala-carte, 
Lobster salad, oyster, 
Peppered grill, or something moister ; 
And they chat and laugh and joke. 
Heedless of the yoke 

Of the bells— 
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells, bells, 
Which my presence through the weary night compels. 

Till morning comes again with the bells 

The merciless and everlasting bells. 



funny Folks, April 3, 1875. 



The Girls. 

Hear the laughter of the girls — 
Pretty girls. 
What a fund of merriment each ruby lip unfurls ! 
How they chatter, chatter, chatter, 

In the balmy air of night ! 
While the stars that over-spatter 
All the heavens hear their clatter 
In a soft and wild delight ; 
To the tintinnabulation that, increasing, ever purls 
From the girls, girls, girls, girls. 
Girls, girls, girls. 
From the wild, capricious, saucy, jaunty girls. 

See the flirting of the girls, 
Radiant girls I 
How the lover's softened brain wildly whirls 
Through the mazes of the ball. 
Up and down the stately hall ! 
How he skips to and fro 
And perspires ! 
Would that we could tell the idiot all we know 
Of the fires 
Into which the false ones hurl. 

Each new whim— see the flame — how it swirls ! 

How it curls ! 
How it curls! 
Better far that they were churls, 
Than fall victims to the girls ; 
To the prattle and the rattle 
Of the girls, girls, girls. 
Of the girls, girls, girls, girls, 
Girls, girls, girls — 
To the sacking and heart racking of the girls ! 



The Bills. 

After Poe, by a Mercantile Poet. 

See the traders with their bills 
Showy bills ; 
What a joyous feeling every speculator fills. 
As his bills go crinkle, crinkle, 

On the counters smooth and bright ; 
And the eyes of bankers twinkle 
At their sharehol ers delight. 
Who are dreaming all the time, 
Of d'.vidends sublime — 
Of a very high percentage made from cashing doubtful 
bills, 

Bills, bills, bil's. bills. 
Of gratifying profits from accommodation bills. 

See the foreign merchants' bills. 
Flimsy bills ! 
For railways, ships and waterworks and tunnels through 
the hills. 

Oh, we take them with delight, 
And for '• 3 months after sight " 
Give them sovereigns and notes ; 

And very soon 
The merry gambler floats 
Far away from British shores, while he gloats 

On the boon ; 
An operatic melody he trills, 
And his mellow meerschaum fills, 
And he swills 
A bumper as he chuckles at the state of bankers' tills ; 

When his bills 
Falling due, 
Not a Jew 
Will give twopence for the batch of foreign bills. 

Then the failure of the bills. 
Brazen bills 1 
What a tale of terror now the crazy city fills 1 
Managers, directors, how it thrills ! 

When they see from morn till night, 
Houses crashing left and right. 
Fearing, ere a week, 
A crowd may shriek, shriek, 
With a clamorous appealing at the counters of the bank 

Saying, gentlemen, we'll thank 
You very much without delay to empty all your tills ; 
Things are looking very black, 
And we want our money back ; 
And the banker fully knows 
By the banging 
And the clanging 
How the danger ebbs and flows. 
But we trust these passing ills 

Will clear the city air. 
By inducing greater care 
How good money is exchanged for worthless bills, 

Bills, bills, bills, bills. 
In discounting such accommodation bills. 

Fanny Folks, 14 August, 1875, 



Merry Folks. 
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The Belles. 

1. 

Oh. the dancing of the belles. 
Silver belles ! 
What a world of merriment that glancing group foretells. 
How they dance, dance, dance. 
. In the white and heated light. 



Till the berries thai o'ersprinkle 
Esery picture aaem lo twinkle 

With a crystalline delight. 
K««ji!ng lime, time, time, 
To the valse-exciling thyme 
Of Der Schdaei) Blauen Dooau that so musically wells ; 
Oh. Iht belles, belles, belles, belles. 
Belles, belles, belles. 
Ob. the dancing aad the glancing of tho belles. 

11. 

Oh. the coarl-invLted belles. 
Golrlan belles! 
What a world of plush and pamt their dazzling grandeur 
tells. 

Through the balmy air of night, 
Through a vision o( ilelight. 
From the jamng ciiy Doles 

Out of tune. 
Wbat a splendid vision floats 
To the eyes o[ Mias Fili-Neotes 

Of Aroon I 
Oh the crushing and the rout. 
And the gathers that come out I 
How the agony voluminously wells. 
How il swells I 
How it dwells 1 
On the temper how it tells 1 
To what anger it impels. 
Oh, the rushing and the crushing of the belles 1 
0( the belles, belles, belles, belles, 
Belles, belles, belles, 
nh, the tearing and despairiug of the belles ! 

111. 

Ob. the belles of the Mabille, 
Braien belles I 
What a world of lying love their honied accent tells. 
In the elare and in Ihe light 
How (hey dance out their delight. 
Thinking of the future never, 
Dancing nn and dancing ever. 
With a weary simulation of a love Ihey cannot feel. 
In the glare and in the glider and the hell of the Mabille. 
Loaning higher, higher, higher. 
With a desperate desire. 
And a reiolute endeavour 
Now — DOW lo win or never. 
Golden youth I 
Oh. the belles, belles, belles, 
What a lale their laughing tells 

Of despair. 
How they dance, dance, dance. 
With a wearv smile and glance, 
lu the glare and in the glilirr thai are there I 
Yet the eye it fully knows 
By the sighing 
Lips and dying 
How the hoping ebbs and Bows. 
Yci the eye disiincily tells 
How the hoping sinks and swells. 
By tbe dancing, and the glancing, and the prancing of ihe 
belle*. 

Of the belles— 
0( lbs belles, belles, belles, belles, 
Ketles, ballei. belles. 
By ifa« nghlng lips and dying of Ihe belie*. 



Thb Bills. 

Hbar the doctor with his bills. 

Horrid bills t 

What a world of medicine, of powders and of pills. 

How you sicken, sicken, sicken, 

When they bnrsl upon your sight. 
While your very pulse will quicken. 
And your blood will seem to thicken. 
And throb in fearful fright, 

Keepinfi lima, time. time. 
In an allopathic rhyme. 
To the merry little " guinea " ihatso very neatly fills 
Up the bills, bills, bills, bills. 
Bills, bills, bills. 
That adds a portly total to the bills. 
Hear the tailor with his bills. 
Heavy bills I 
What a vast extravagance their money column fills. 
In the merry summer's light, 
How they pall upon the sight. 
From the hard up debtors' throats. 

In dismal tune. 
What a grumbling ditty floats. 
To Ihe sanguine " Master Stitcbem " as he gloats. 
Grasping loon. 
Oh. from out his sounding tills 
What a rush of chinking satirically trills. 
How it trills, 
How it spills. 
Hopes of Future I How it fills 
Up Ihe cranium to '■ dils." 
Oh, the adding and the padding. 
Of the bills, bills, bills, 
Ofthebills. bills, bills, bills. 
Bills, bills, bills. 
Till we're bilious at the summary of bills. 
Hear the butcher with his bills, 
Meaty bills I 
What a hearty appetite their money column fills, 
On the thoughtful mind at night. 
How they grin with blue delight. 
We're too much annoyed to speak, 
Bui we shriek a dismal shriek. 



Ando 



tofli 



BiH. 



Hii LillU Diniur, 1S7C. 



In a senseless, vain appealing to the mercy of the man, 
In a vain expostulation with the deaf and grasping man. 
Screaming man, man, man. 
Make them smaller if you can. 
And our sensible endeavour 
Shall be never, never, never. 
To pay the greasy, red-faced loon. 
Oh. the bills, bills, bills, 
Wliat a cup their total fills. 
Of despair I 
How they come in more and more. 
Till the eye is nearly sore 
Ai it contemplates Ihe culminating store. 
Yet the mind it fully knows 
By the ringing. 
They are bringing. 
A further lol which we musl add to those. 
Yet the bosom quickly fills, 
By the ringing, 
By tbe ringmg. 
With a dark foreboding fills. 
For it knows of many long outstanding unreceipted bills. 
Heavy bills t 
Oh, the bills, bills, bills, bilU, 
BUIs, bills, bills, 
Ob, the torture ore ate put lo by tbe bills I 
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Hear the matron with her bills 1 
Many bills, 
What a pleasant breakfast time their large addition kills. 
From our happy dreams by night, 
How we start with ghastly fright, 
And quick relapse with melancholy groan, 
Again to hear their notes 
From their grim fantastic throats 
In threatening tone. 
And the devils I Ah ! the devils, 
And minutely he that revels 

All alone 
In the padding, padding, padding, 

In that dismal monotone, 
Feels delight as thus he's adding 

Round the debtor's neck a stone. 
He is neither man nor wcman. 
But a junior clerk inhuman, 

Worst of lads. 
And his chief it is who pads, 
And he adds, adds, adds, 
Adds 
More figures to the bills. 
And his demon mind it fills 
With delight to view the bil s, 
And he capers and he trills, 
Keeping time. time, time, 
In a Basinghall street rhyme. 
To the rustle of the bills, 
Of the bills, bills, bills, 
To the total of the bills, 
Keeping time, time, time. 
As he trills, trills, trills. 
In a Basinghall street rhyme, 
To the padding of the bills, 
Of the bills, bills, bills. 
To the adding of the bills. 
Of the bills, bills, bills, bills. 
Bills, bills, bills. 
Oh, the trying care, undying, of the bills ! 

The CorkscTiw Papers. 
London : W. H. Gubst, 1876. 
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Tbb Swells. 

Listen to the lisping of the swells — 
Awful swells 
Ennui in intensity each drawling accent tells, 
As they saunter in the " Row," 
With entourage comme ilfaut. 
Far too blase e'en to speak. 
Save in childish pipings weak, 
Out of tune, — 
In a mild expostulation at the want of something new. 
In a clamorous appealing at the dearth of aught to do.- 
Looking cool, cool, cool. 
At all •• get-ups " not by Poolb, 
As club scandal they retail 
Of the last connubial sale 

Of the day ! 
How they leer, 
And peer, and sneer, 
At Saint John's Wood broughams queer, 
In a charmingly debilitated way ! 



Next, we have another kind of swells — 

Seedy swells ! 
Impecuniosity within their aspect dwells, 

And their boots, and hats, and clothes, 
Sadly foreign are to those 
Which our former friends disclose 
Every day ! 
And they dismally recur unto the days ere tick expired, 
When they dmed and wined ad lib., and were both feted 
and admired — 

Ere the Hebrew would refuse 
To transmute their I O Us, 
And they only knew the blues 

As a bore ; 
When the features of their creeds 
Were feeds, and weeds, 
And steeds. 
And the thought of being poor 
In the future they ne'er saw, 
But would greet it with a roar. 
'To be sure 1 

Last, we have the naughtiest of swells — 

Howling swells 1 
Each, in larks nocturnal, both our other friends excels. 

Thinking nought of getting " tight," 

Screeching out in wild delight 

In the •' startled eve of night ** 

Tavern melodies, despite 
The warning of the much-disgusted •* p'lice," 

Making rows, rows, rows, 

Imitating small bow-wows, 

While the cats on all the tiles, 

Whom this mad defiance riles, 
Add their quota to the torment of the Peace 1 

Yes, these swells, swells, swells, 

Bibulation deep impels 
To wake the peaceful midnight with their yells, yells, yells 
With their yells, yells, yells, yells, yells, yells, yells, 

Their sleep- destroying, horrifying yells! 

Worthy a Crown ? — 1876. 



:o 



The Bells. 

Hear the tramcars with their bells. 
Merry bells. 
What a good threepenny worth their melody foretels. 
As they tmkle, tinkle, tinkle. 

Through the day and through the night, 
All the cars that oversprinkle 
The lines fly in a twinkle. 

From the red, or blue and white ; 
And from eight p.m. they chime. 
Through the Corporation slime 
(The proper term is mud, but then you see it would'nt 

rhyme — 
It's sometimes very difficult to hit upon a rhyme.) 
Until the licensed victualler his customers expels, 
And their bacchanalian yells. 
Join in chorus with the bells ; 
Witb the bells, bells, bells, bells, bells. 

Bells, bells, bells— 
The racing and the chasing of the bells. 



(Scene.— Pnlctfiniilifls discovered in the act of lookin 
through his morning's lelters, ) 

t. 

Here's the postman u-iih his bills — 
Christmas biUs ! 
What a world of coming trouble their very sight instils I 
How they worry, worry, worry, 

In their envelopes of blue I 
Whilst though 1 conceal my flurry, 

I nm really in a hurry, 
To break open and review 
The long lines, lioes, lines, 
Of fours and nonius, and ninc.<, 
And the terrifying total — which, as it is, my heart so thrilU- 
Of the bills, bills, bills, biUs, 
Bills, bills, bills— 
Oh, the Hurry and the worry of the bilK I 



II. 



Hetcaj 



re two most lengthy bills — 
Bonnet bills 1 

What a world of foolish details, to be sure, their eolumns fills ! 
Here are bonnets for nil weathers, 
Trimm'd with Irirds, and lloweri, and feathers' 
Tulle diaphanout that floais — 

Each new device ! 
Gold-tipp'd gnisses, silver oats, 
Birds have yielded up their plumage, beasts their coats, — 

Which is down in Madame's bills. 
(Three guineas 1 only foncy for a wreath of daffodils!) 
Whj il ehills. 
And it Ihtills, 
And a lesson new intlils, 
Does the wicked waste that fills. 
And makes bigmt every Iwure 
Of those shamefuT bonnet bills I 
Orthebitl),bills. Mils, bills. 
Bail, bills, bills— 
1'hcse incica-sing and ne'er ceasing 
llonncl bills ! 

III. 

Here are more ahirmlng; bills — 
Buifhei's bills ! 
What a (ale iheiiloialieUa of the worst of household ills! 
How the fi|[nre» seem to glare. 
And lo (ell one everywhere 
Of bones wdghed otil ns meat, 
Of triumphant plans lo cheat 
In (heir bills. 
In Ihdr tHlK bills, billa, balls. 
Bills. bUts bills- 
Change ihe price* and device* of their Inlls. 

IV. 

Here are counlleis other bi11&^ 
SuntlTy bitU ? 
Of which the reckoning up is like climbing up high hills ! 
Now I trnnbie with affright 
On my lawyer's lo nlighl, 



With its endless six and eightpmccs 

All shown ; 
And the doctors, though one line. 
To bad language doth incline. 

Or a groan ; 
Whilst Ihe tailor — ol^ the tailor ! 
Was he ever found to fail, or 

Ever known 

Not lo pile up useless details 

In the manner to him prone ; 

"Fancy Iwill'd," and "double mill'il' 

"Blue Elysian," "braided," "drill'd,' 

Till each garment that he retails 

Is described in lerms high flown. 
1'hen there ore l»lls, of course. 
Sent by tradesmen, who, perforce, — 
(Without doub!) ; 
Of American sirloins sold as Scotch beef superfine. 
Of suet charged but never sent, of Eit skewec'd on the chine t' 
Of rump steak at one-and-nine. 
And of ■' rounds " so steep'd in brine, 
'iliat, spite resolute endeavour, 
One could eat it never, never I 
Nor anyhow the salt boil out 
Oh these bills, bills, lulls, 
Writ with skewers 'stejid of quills— 
They recoil 
Prices always going higher. 
Though al^ Newgate 't«-ould transpdre 



Often 



: had bad a 



St decided falL 
Yes, there's scarce a line that shows 
Joints overweighted. 
Price o'crstatcd, 
As one by experience knows. 
Vet the whole with hope one fills, 
Co-operation 
Through the nation 

Soon will empty butchers' tills ; 
Or at least bring down Uic prices they are charging 
bills — 

With under-dash — 
Mast make up by Tiutiay tnttk 
Such a sum ; so from you seek 
Cash I 
To assist them with tkeir bills. 
And here, too, like bitter pills. 
Come the long-forgotten bills — 
Accounts one fancied settled. 
Till by them .newly nettled. 
All the air with cries one fills. 
Making moan, moon, moan. 
In a muffled monotone. 
At Ihe checking of the bills — 
Of the biUs 1 
Making moan, moan, moan, 
In the same old monotone. 
At the reckoning of the bills ! 

Of the bills, bills, bUls. 
At the checking, the reck'ning of the billt. 

With a deep and final groan. 
At the bother of the bills. 

Of Ihe Ulls. bills l»lli. 
At the poiher of the bills, 

Of the bills, bills, bills, Wlls. 
Bdls, bills, bills. 
At Ibe bother, and Ihe pother of the bills. 



^ 
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THE BELLS.* 

Hear a voice announcing Irving in The Bells — sledge's 

bells ! 
What a scene of wild excitement the advertisement fore- 
tells ! 

See the rush uiK)n the pay-hole — 
Peoj)le stand a niglit and day whole 
To secure a little corner for The Bells ! 
To look ghastly pale and shudder, every man and every 
"brudder" 
Feels that nothing can he equal to The Bells ! 
Bells \ Bells \ Bells I Bells \ 
Too horrified to cheer. 
Folk will testify by fear 
How appalled they are by Irving in The Bells ; 
While great beads of perspiration will appear, 
For in conscience-stricken terrors he excels ! 

Gloomy Bells ! 
Pit and gallery will glory in the weird and frightful story, 
Which may even thrill the bosom of the swells, 
For every Yankee " dude " 
Unquestionably should 
Have nightmare after witnessing The Bells ! 
Will our cousins all go frantic from Pacific to Atlantic, or 
condemn as childish antic 
Irving's dancing, and his gasping, and his yells ! 
There's a certain admiration which the strange impersonation 

Still compels, 
E'en from those who can't see beauty in The Bells — 
In the play that Mr. Lkwis calls The Bells 1 

Wondrous Bells I 
You first made Henry famous, so the stage historian 
tells, 
Will the scene be now repeated which in London always 
greeted 
His performance of Mathias in The Bells ? 
Or will every sneering Yankee, 
In his nasal tones, say ** Thankee, 
I guess this is just another of your mighty British 
•sells?' " 
Let the thought for ever perish, that the actor whom we 
cherish 
Could fail to lick creation in The Bells 1 
But if there are detractors 
Of this foremost of our actors, 
Of the gentlemanly Irving — friend of Toole's — 
*'They are neither man nor woman, they are neither brute 
nor human," 

They are fools ! 

Judy, October 24, 1883. 



■;o;- 



The following verses, in imitation of Poe, are 
quoted from a little work entitled " Original Read- 
ings and Recitations," by W. A. Eaton, published 
by H. Vickers, Strand. Mr. Eaton is a well-known 
Temperance Advocate, and the author of many 
pathetic poems admirably adapted for public 
Recitations : — 

The Voice of the Bells. 

I love the sound of bells 

At evening, when the sun 
To the tired labourer tells 
• His hard day's work is done. 

* It was annoonoed that Mr. Irvixo intended to make his first 
appearance in New York in his celebrated part of Mathias in ** The 
BeUs-" 



I love to hear, 

So soft and clear, 
Their notes go sailing o'er mount and mere. 

Bells, softly chime 

Your sweet, low rhyme. 

Ring on, still ring. 
While softly the shadows creep, 
Over the folded sheep. 

The day is done ; 

Down goes the sun, 
And Silence opens the gates of Sleep, 

I love the sound of bells 

On a glorious summer mom. 
When ev'ry note that swells 
Tells of a joy new born, 
Tlie weclding note 
Doth lightly float, 
f}aily o'er hill and dale, 
Merrily, cherrily. 
Madly, gladly, 
Telling of joys that will never fail. 
Bells, bells, bells ! 
Hark how their music swells ! 
How it floats along. 
Like a glorious song ! 
Bells, belU, bells, bells ! 
Oh, teach me the joy that your glad music tells. 

1 love to hear the bell 

That is rung for a passing soul, 
As, solemnly over the dell. 
Its mournful boomings roll. 

Toll, toll, toll, 

For a passing soul ; 
While the mourners tramp 
Through the graveyard damp. 

Toll, toll, toll ! 

Boom, boom, boom I 

Over an open tomb. 
With a voice of terrible gloom, 

(Toll, toll, toU,) 

As long as the ages roll. 
Thou wilt tell men of their doom. 
But yet I love thee well, 
Thou mournful, chiming bell ; 

For who shall say, 

While thou dost toll. 

What glorious chimes 

And echoing rhymes 
Will welcome to heaven the new bom soul ? 



The Bills, 
respectfully dedicated to the gentle reader. 

Hark I the postman ! he brings Bills 1 
Christmas Bills ! ! 
What a world of torment now my bosom fills ! 

How they trouble, trouble, trouble, 

All the merry Christmas time, 

While a woe unfathomable 

Seems to bubble, bubble, bubble 
In my mind and mars the merry Christmas chime. 

For they come, come, come, 

In a mxUtiplying sum. 
Admitting no evasion of their ills ; 

Oh the Bills ! BUls I I Bills 1 11 BiUs I ! 1 ! 

BUls II!!! Bills 1 ! ! I ! I Bills ! ! ! I ! I I 
Oh, the torment and the torture of the BiUs I 



^HW^^^^^^^^^ ^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^P^H 


liiLi-s 


With its endless six and eightp^nccs 




All shown ; 


(Scene.— Palerfnniilias discovered in the att of looking 


And the doctors, though one line. 
To bad language doth incline. 


through his morning's lellers.) 


Or a groan ; 




\\hilst the tailor— oh, the tailor '. 


I, 


Was he ever found to fail, or 




Ever knou-n 


Here's the postman wilh his bUls— 


Not to pile up useless details 


Christmas biUs ! 


In the manner to him prone ; 


What n world of coming liouble iheir very sight instiJs 1 


" Fancy twill'd," and "double mill'd,' 


How they worry, worn', worry, 
In Iheir envelopes of blue 1 


"Blue Elysian," "braided," "driU'd,' 


Till each garment thai he retails 


Whilst though I conceal my flurrj", 


Is described in term, high flown. 


I am reaUy in a hurr^, 


Then there are bills, of course, 


To break open and rcvicwf 


Sent by tradesmen, who, perforce,— 


Tlic long lines, lines, Hnes, 


(Without doubtir 


Of fours and noDghls, and nines, 


Of American sirlobs sold as Scotch beef superfine. 


And the terrifying total— which, ns it is, my heart so thrills— 


or suet charged but never sent, of fat akewer'd on the chjlte ; 


or the bills, hills, bills, bUh, 


Of rump steak at one-and-nine. 


Wills, bills, bills- 


And of "rounds " so steep'd in brint 


Ob, the flurry and the worry of the bills • 






One could eat it never, never ! 


II. 


Nor anyhow the salt boU out. 


Oh these bills, bills, bills. 


Here are two most lenphy bills- 
Bonnet bitia I 


They recall 


What a worldof foolish details, (o be sur«. their columns Rlls I 


Prices always gmng higher. 
Though at Newgate 'twould transpire 
Often meat had had a most decided (bU. 


Here are bonnets for all weathers, 


Trimm'd with birds, and flowers, and feathers' 


Tulle diaphanous that floats- 


^'ca, there's scarce a line that shows 


Each new device ! 


Price o'erslated, j 


Gotd-tlpp'd grasses, silver onts. 
Birds have yielded up their (Jumagc, bcasU their coals,- 


As one by experience knows. ^^^^| 


At a price, 


Vet the whole with hope one fill^ ^^^H 


■Which is down in Madame's bills. 


Co-operation ^^^^H 


(Three guineas 1 only fancy for a wreath of daffodils !) 
Why it chills, 
Ai»dh thrills. 


Through the nation ^^^^H 


Soon will empty butchers' tills ; ^^^H 


Or at least bring down the prices they are charging in tbeii ■ 


Ami a lesson new uislils. 


bills— T 


Does the wicked waste thai fills. 


With undcr-dash— 1 


And makes biegCT every figure 
Of those shamefur bonnet bills 1 


Musi make up by Tntsday veik M 


Such a sum ; so from you seek M 


Ofthebills. Will, bills, bills. 


Cash I M 


BUli. bilk, bills- 


To assist them with Ihiir bills, ■ 


Thcse increasing and ne'er ceasing 


And here, loo, like Inttei pills, _■ 


lionnet hills ) 


Come the long-rorgotten bills- J 




Accounts one rancied selded, ^^^^| 


in. 


Till by them , newly nettled, ^^^^| 




All Ihe air with cries one fills, ^^^^M 


Here are more alarming bills- 


Making moan, moon, mom, ^^^^^M 


Butcher's bills 1 


In a muffled monotone, ^^^^^H 




At the checking of the bills- ^^^H 


How the ligurei seem to glare. 


or the 1 ^^^H 


And to tell one ei'erywhcre 


Making moan, moan, moani ^^^^^| 


Of bones weighed out as meal. 




In lhc.r tills. 
In tlirir IrilK bins. IrilK biUs, 
Bills, bilk InTIs— 
Change the prices and devices of their bills. 




Of the bills, bills, bills. ^ 

At the checking, the reck'ning of the bills. ■ 

With a deep and final groan, H 

Al the bother of the bills, ■ 




Of the bills, bills, m», ■ 


IV. 


At Ihe pother of Ihe bills, ■ 
Of the bills, bills, bills, InUs, ■ 


Here are countless f^thrr bills— 


Bills, bills, bUli, ■ 


Sundry bilN 1 


At the bother, and the pothn of the bilk ■ 


Of which the rcckoiiinE up it like climbing up high hills I 
Now 1 tranUe with affright 


fl 


Tr»(*,jMmar7M88fc» 


On my lawj-er't In nlighl. 
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THE BELLS.* 

Hear a voice announcing Irving in The Bells — sledge's 

bells! 
What a scene of wild excitement the advertisement fore- 
tells ! 

See the rush upon tlie pay-hole — 
Peoj)lc stand a night and day whole 
To secure a little corner for The Bells ! 
To look ghastly pale and shudder, every man and every 
"brudder" 
Feels that nothing can be equal to The Bells ! 
Bells \ Bells \ Bells] Bells I 
Too hurrifiol to cheer, 
Folk will testify by fear 
How appalled they are by Irving in The Bells ; 
While great beads of perspiration will ap])ear, 
For m conscience-stricken terrors he excels ! 

Gloomy Bells ! 
Pit and gallery w ill glory in the weird and frightful story, 
Which may even thrill the bosom of the swells, 
For every Yankee " dude " 
Unquestionably should 
Have nightmare after witnessing The Bells ! 
Will our cousins all go frantic from Pacific to Atlantic, or 
condemn as childish antic 
I RV I no's dancing, and his gasping, and his yells ! 
There's a certain admiration which the strange impersonation 

Still compels, 
E*en from those who can't see beauty in The Bells — 
In the play that Mr. Lewis calls The Bells 1 

W(.>ndrous Bells ! 
You first made Henry famous, so the stage historian 
tells. 
Will the scene be now repeated which in London always 
greeted 
His performance of Mathias in The Bells ? 
Or will every sneering Yankee, 
In his nasal tones, say " Thankee, 
I guess this is just another of your mighty British 
•sells?' " 
Let the thought for ever perish, that the actor whom we 
cherish 
Could fail to lick creation in The Bells 1 
But if there are detractors 
Of this foremost of our actors. 
Of the gentlemanly Irving — friend of Toole's — 
**They are neither man nor woman, they are neither brute 
nor human," 

They are fools ! 

Judy\ October 24, 1883. 



■;o;- 



The following verses, in imitation of Poe, are 
quoted from a little work entitled " Original Read- 
ings and Recitations," by W. A. Eaton, published 
by H. Vickers, Strand. Mr, Eaton is a well-known 
Temperance Advocate, and the author of many 
pathetic poems admirably adapted for public 
Recitations : — 

The Voice of the Bells. 

I love the sound of bells 

At evening, when the sun 
To the tired labourer tells 

His hard day's work is done. 



* It was announced that Mr. Irving intended to make his first 
appearance in New York in his celebrated part of Mathiat in *' The 
BelU-" 



I love to hear. 

So soft and clear. 
Their notes go sailing o'er mount and mere. 

Bells, softly chime 

Your sweet, low rhyme. 

Ring on, still ring. 
While softly the shadows creep. 
Over the folded sheep. 

The day is done ; 

Down goes the sun. 
And Silence opens the gates of Sleep, 

I love the sound of bells 

On a glorious summer mom. 
When ev'ry note that swells 
Tells of a joy new born. 
The wedding note 
Doth li.c[htly float, 
Gaily o'er hill and dale, 
Merrily, cherrily. 
Madly, gladly, 
Telling of joys that will never fail. 
Bells, bells, bells ! 
I lark how their music swells ! 
How it floats along. 
Like a glorious song ! 
Bells, bells, bells, beUs ! 
Oh, teach me the joy that your glad music tells. 

I love to hear the bell 

That is rung for a passing soul. 
As, solemnly over the dell. 
Its mournful boomings roll. 

Toll, toll, toll. 

For a passing soul ; 
While the mourners tramp 
Through the graveyard damp. 

Toll, toll, toll I 

Boom, boom, boom I 

Over an open tomb. 
With a voice of terrible gloom, 

(Toll, toll, toll,) 

As long as the ages roll. 
Thou wilt tell men of their doom. 
But yet I love thee well. 
Thou mournful, chiming bell ; 

For who shall say, 

WhUe thou dost toll, 

W^hat glorious chimes 

And echoing rhjTnes 
Will welcome to heaven the new bom soul ? 



The Bills, 
respectfully dedicated to the gentle reader. 

Hark I the postman 1 he brings Bills ! 
Christmas Bills ! ! 
What a world of torment now my bosom fills I 

How they trouble, trouble, trouble, 

All the merry Christmas time, 

While a woe unfathomable 

Seems to bubble, bubble, bubble 
In my mind and mars the merry Christmas chime. 

For they come, come, come, 

In a mxUtiplying sum, 
Admitting no evasion of their ills ; 

Oh the Bills ! Bills M Bills 1 11 Bills 1 I ! ! 

Bills ! 1 ! ! I Bills ! 1 ! 1! I Bills !!!!!! I 
Oh, the torment and the torture of the Bills I 



$0 PARODIES, ^ 


Hang Ihow Bills I 


Hark 1 they tell of human might, 1 
With an echoing delight, | 


Christmas Bills 1 1 


For their presence aU our Cbrislmfts joy dispel* j 


All the day : 1 


In the silence of the night, 


1 the battle must be won. J 


How wc shiver wiih affright 


And the toiling must be don^ ^^^^^| 


Al llie melancholy menace of their tone I 


For the strife of each Ufe ^^^H 


And every note that floats 


Is for chUdren and for wife ; ^^^H 


From out dry and dusty [hroaU 


So they hammer, hammer, hammer, ^^^^H 


Is a groan ; 


And the wild, sonorous clamour ^^^^H 


And we wish we were the people 


Is their stay, ^^^T^ 


Who dwell up in n steeple- 


From "Poems and Songs," by WiLLHii Allan — 


Simpkln Marshall A Co,, London. i88j. 


A&d who, toiling, toiling, toiling 
For theuf creditors' despoiling, 


:o: 


Find it easy all cash payments to postpone, 
And find pleasure in the spoiling. 
In (he spoiling and the moiling, 
In the spoiling of a bailiff with a stone. 


Reminiscences of Summek. 


See the fnig, the slimy, green frog, 


Doling aiv.iy on that old rotten log i 


They are scarcely man and woman, 


Seriously wondering - 
What caused the sundering 




They are kings. 


Of the tail that he wore when a wee poUywog. 
Famed for eussedocss. free from alloy i 


And like Idngs can sit and sing, 
While they fling, fling, fling. 

Fling rocks upon their duns ; 


WhUe Cttch dun gets up and runs 


Watching the frog 


For his pstols and his guns. 


Perched on the log, 


And he dances and he groans. 


With feehngs akin to tumultuous joy. 


Keejdng lime, time, time, 

In a strawe spasmodic rhyme. 

To the volley of big stones, 

Of big stones T 
Keepng time, time, lime, 
III B ghaslly son of rhyme, 

To the volleying of the stones, 


See the rock, the hard, flinty rock, 

Which the ftecUed-faced boy at the frog doth sock ; 

Conscious he's sinning 

Yet gleefully grinning 
Al the likely result of its terrific shock. 


See the grass, the treacherous grass. 


Of the Hones, stones, stones. 


Slip from beneath his feet t Aias, ■ 


To the volley of the jolly big stones. 


Into the mud ^^^^^| 


Keeping time, time^ time, 


With a dull thud ^^^H 


WhiVhe yells, yells, yells. 
In a wUdralvnnic rhyme. 

For the payment of his bills. 
Of his Bills t Bills I I Bills 1 1 1 BUts Mil 


He falls, and rises a slimy mass, ^^^^H 


Now, see the frog, the hilarious frog; ^^^H 


Dancing a jig on his old rotten log ; ^^^ 


BilU I 1 1 ! 1 Bills 1 ! M 1 1 Bills 1 I I 1 1 1 ! 


Applymg his toe* 

To his broad, blunt nose 


For the instant liquidation of his Bills 1 


Fnt Prtsi Flashis, 1883. 


As he laughs at the boy stuck fast in the bog. 


;o- 


Look at the switch, the hickory s«itch. 


! The Hammers. 


Waiting to make that schoolboy twitch ; 


1 the hammers, hammers, hammer^ 

CUnging hammers ; 
How (her beat, how they chime, 


When his mother knows 
The slate of bis clothes 
Won't he raise bis voice to its highest ptch. 


With a joyous music time. 


Frti Pri» FUsSts, 1883. 


Soul-mspui^ never tmng 




O'er the waters of the Ti-ne 




Roll* the melody divine 


That Amateur Flute. 


Loud and clew ; 
Ahd the toilets, strong and grim, 


Hear the flutcr with his flute- 
Silver flute 1 
Oh, what a world of wailing is awakened by its toot 1 ^^H 


Glory in Ihe sounding hymn. 
For they know that Mch blow 
Ke«» the homely hearth aglow i 
So they hammer, hammer, hammet, 

Civet them cheer. 
I the hammers, hammers, bammera, 


How it demi-semi quaven ' ^^^^^| 

And delieth all endeavours ^^H 

To escape the sound or sight ^^^^1 

Of the Rule, flute, flute, ^^H 

With its tootle, loode, toot— ^^^H 


'ITirobbing hnirimen. 


"•'"^SfTSr.ssir,:"''"""' ■ 


How they leap, how they skip, 
0'aiheb<»omofth*«hip, 


ETtfbeatlltfudrepeatinK 
Taboui'sUy, 


Flute, flute, flute. ^^^H 


And the whe«ng& and the spittings of its toots. ^^^1 



EDGAR ALLAN POE. 



9* 



Should he get that other flute — 

Golden flute— 
Oh, ^lat a deeper anguish will its presence institoot ! 
How his eyes to heaven he'll raise, 

As he plajs, 

All the days ! 
How he'n stop OS on our wa}'s 

With its praise 1 



And the people— oh, the people. 
That don't live up in the steeple^ 
But inhabit Christian parlours 
Where he visiteth and plays — 

Where he plays, plax-s, plays — 
In the cruellest of ways, 
And thinks we ought to listen. 
And expects us to be mute. 
Who would rather have the earache 
Than the music of his flute. 
Of his flute, flute, flute. 
And the tootings of his toot, 
Of the toots wherewith he tooteleth its agonidng toot. 
Of the flute, flewt, fluit, floot, 
Phlute^ phlewt, phlewght. 
And the tootle^ tootle, tooting of its toot 



Paper. 



-:o:- 



Thf Office Boy*s Mother in America. 

"Bells, bells, bells, beUs, bells ! " 
How their dashing, and their clanging, all thought of peace 

diroels ! 
Oh, wdl might Edgar Allan Poe — or any other poet, bom 

in American clime — 
Adopt the bells, the ceaseless bells, as subject for his rh3nne. 
From early mom, till dewy eve, their clamour resounds loud 

and long. 
The railway train as it puffs and clatters through the streets, 

proclaims its passage with '* ding, dong ! ding, dong ! ** 
The matutinal milkman tinkle tinkles on his way, 
And the vegetable vendor tintinabulates " ting-a-ring ! ting-a- 

ring I " — enou^ to drive one mad, as a body may say. 
The steamboat bell resounds, as if summoning die nation to 

its doom. 
And firom chapel, church, and schoolhouse— at all hours — 

edioes forth the solemn "boom, boom, boom ! " 
And at any time— day or night — just as it were — to fill up the 

blank. 
The fire-engine rashes through the streets, with its quick, 

sharp , metallic, warning voice, ** Clank — clank — chmk — 

clank I" 
It ain't till you've lived in an American city that you learn how 

it was they came to dub 
The oh-no-we-never-mention-him with the name of Br//s-ebub I 



Judy, January 14, 1885. 
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BISAKEL. 

• IsxAFBL," By Fob, Rbcast for a new roll. 

The aDizel Bisakel. whose wings are wheels, has the 
fleetest pace of all God's creature^.— /JT^an. 

In heaven a spirit doth dwel 
Whose great wing is a wheel* 
None fly so wildly well 
As the angel Bisakel, 



And the giddy stars, so legends say, 
Slowing their course, attend the play 
Of his wondrous heel. 

Maturing her age 

In her highest noon. 

The enamelled moon 

Reddens with rage, 

And to witness, with misgivin', 

(With the nautic Pleiads even. 

More than seven.) 

Pauses in heaven. 

And they say ( the starry choir 

And the other gossiping things ) 

That Bisakeh's fire 

Is owing to that tire 

O'er which he sits and slings 

The trembling living wire 

Of those unusual wings. 

But surely that angel trod 
Treadles amazing flighty ; 
And, for a grown-up god. 
Their bicjcling Houris' are 
His rivals — Aphrodite 
Transports faster than a|star I 

The ecstasies he took 

With such company to deal-^ 

His leg and style, his pure caoutchouc, 

With the fervour of his wheel — 

Well may the stars go reel 1 

We say thou art not wrong, 
Bisakel i, who despisest 
Feathers and psalming song ; 
Bloom thou the laurels among, 
Best angel and the wisest, — 
Merrily live, and long ! 

Ah, heaven is his'n, indeed — 
This world is sweets and sours ; 
Our powers are puny powers, 
And the slowest of his perfect speed 
Is the swiftest of ours. 

If I could dwell 

Where Bisakel 

Hath dwelt, and he where I, 

He might not spin so wildly well 

Our mortal wheeler}', 

While a better song than now might swell 

From my lyre within the sky — 

But— how is this •• for high " ? 



I Lyra Bicyclica, By J. G. Dalton, Boston, 1880. 

THE STEED OF FIRE. 

From Poe's " Eldorado "—Fabled Golden 

made true steel. 

Soberly dight, 

A modem knight. 
Upon a hack of hire 

Had journeyed long 

Singing a song 
In search of a steed of fire« 



But hs erew old, 

This Itmght, tho' bold. 
With o'er his heart a dire 

Dump as he found 

Nolhing around 
That looked like a steed of fire 

And as his stren^h 

Waned, he at length 
Mel a bicycling flyer ; 

'■ Flyer.'' said he, 

"What I can it be— 
Can this be the Meed of fire ? '" 

•' Upon this mount 

We surely count. 
'Tis nil yoo can desire ; 

Ride, boldly ride." 

Cycler replied. 
" tf you seek for a steed of fire ! " 

He dried his tears.— 

And shed his years. 
Ail on the windy wire, 

And sweeps aloni; 

Singing much song 
In praise of the steed of fire, 
Lyra Biiyelica. By I. G. Daltok. Boston, 
Hodges & Co., tSSo. 

THE RAVEN. 
5cM#— Study in Chief Secretary's Lodge, Phoenix Park. 
•C.O.r. loquitor— 

Oncb npon a miduigbl dreary, vhlle I pondered weak and 

weary 
Over two delightful volumes rich lu biographic lore. 
While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a 

lapping 
As ot someone gently rapping, rapping at my chamber 

" Tis the footman with the ttimblers. lapping at my 

chamber door — 

Only that and nothing more." 
Afa, distiactiy 1 remember, it was in the bleak November ; 
Wrought each separate dying ember, Gladstone's nose 

upon the floor, 
Terror-struck I feared tho morrow; vainly had I sought 

; a^ony perhaps in 

If those Bludeols. sons of Gladstone, failed to top Sir 

Stafford's score! 

Name it not Ibr evermore. 
Open then 1 Hang the portal, when, with impadcnce 

immortal. 
In there clepped a stalely Raven of old Buckshot'st days 



TTfrclftn 



Author dI ( 



Not the least obeisance made be; not a minute stopped 

or stayed he, 
But as cool as Joseph Brady, perched upon my chamber 

Perched upon a bust ot Bradlaugh just above my chamber 

Perched and spat, and nothing more. 

" Prophet \ " said I, " thing of evil, prophet still, Pamell, 
or devil. 

Whether Gladstonebr young Herbert sent or brought thee 
here ashore. 

Desolate, yet all undaunted, on this island disenchanted. 

In this home by horror haunted, tell me truly, I implore. 

Shall I, shall 1 poll as many asdii] Roseberry before ? " 
Quoth the Raven, ■' Never more." 

" Prophet 1 " said I. " thing of evil, prophet still, Church- 
hill or devil. 

By that bust that scswis beneath thee, by that God he 
don't adore. 

Tell this sou! with terror haunted, tell this Secretary 
daunted. 

Of (he triumphs which we've vaunted, of the victory In 



Shall the newsboys shont lo-moi 
Stafford's scare?" 

Quoth the Raven, ' 

Riccivii from Eiinhirgh, March i 



row how I' 



ipped Sir 

ANOHVMOtn. 



Thb Ri^VEN. 
The London correspondent of the Wtittr» Waning Nrvit, 
says ; — " Speakingof poetry re-call a a very curious circam- 
slancc that has recently been talked abont, and which is 
probably new to most readers. Everyone has read 
or heard that wonderful poem of Edgar Pos's— "The 
Raven'— and probably mnst of those who have read it 
know also of that very singular essay in which the poet 
explains the manner in which the poem was combed. 
He tells them how he came to make choic« of the particular 
metre, how the burden suggested ilselt to bis mind, bow 
the last verse was written Grst and the others to lead 
gradually up to it. with a variety of minute and particular 
details, all tending lo shew its originality. The whole of 
this essay turns out to bo as ingenious a fiction as any a 
the ' tales of my.itery ' with which it is usually bound up. 
Poe's sole accomplishment was a minute and accitrala 
acquaintance with Oriental languages, and this he Inmed 
to account by translating almost literally the poem of ■ Tho 
Raven' Irom the Persian. The translation is so mitiuts 
and accurate that evenlhe cadences are preserved Ihroii^- 
out. while the curious repetition ot rhymes by which it ta 
distinguished is equally characteristic of the work of the 
Persian poet. Aa a singular specimen of a literary impos- 
ture such a matter as this deserves notice. The discovery 
is due to the well-known eastern traveller, Mr. Lang, 
formerly of the Bombay service, and has since been 
corroborated. 1 hear, by some of Che most celebrated 
Oriontalists in England," — TAi Djily Rrviiw. Edinburgh, 
Angutt tS. tSe4. 
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SPIRITUAL POEMS. 

A VERY curious feature of the modern American 
press has been the rapid growth of so-called Spiritual 
literature. Those who are incredulous in regard to 
these Spiritual manifestations simply assert that a 
poetical medium is one, who not having sufficient 
genius and originality to make a name and a place in 
literature for himself, falls back on the trick of 
imitating the style of some deceased popular author, 
and proclaims his (often stupid) Parody the veritable 
production of the spirit of the author imitated. Per- 
haps it is owing to the known jxirtiality entertained 
by Edgar A. Poe for alcohol during his lifetime, or 
it may be due to the ease with which his style of 
versi^cation may be imitated, that his spirit has 
been so often invoked, and his name so frequently 
used by the Spiritualists. 

Without attempting to discuss the mode in which 
these poems have been given to the world, it will be 
quite sufficient to quote a few, and these of the 
very best, to show that Poe^s Spirit has not produced 
anything at all equal in quality to the poems written 
by Poe whilst he was still in the flesh. Power, 
freshness, and originality they seem to lack entirely, 
but the quantity is superabundant ; the chief diffi- 
culty in making a selection that shall be at once 
illustrative and interesting, is to avoid making it too 
voluminous, Few, indeed, of these poems possess 
the attributes of Poe's style, — his luxurious reitera- 
tion of thought in similar lines, — his musical 
alliteration — ^iiis exquisite sense of rhyme. Here 
and there occurs a slight assumption of the mystical, 
but it is mere obscurity without suggestiveness. 
It is asserted that most of these Spiritual Poems 
were taken down from the lips of persons whilst in 
a state of trance. 

One of the earliest Spirit Poems was said to be 
dictated through the medium of Mrs. Lydia 
Tennev, of George Town, Mass., U.S.A., and was 
triumphantly claimed as a proof that Poe's Spirit 
had written a poem. Mr. William SaTsyer utterly 
demolished this poem in an article in the Brijhton 
Herald^ and as it does not possess any resemblance 
to Poe's style, it would be out of place here. 

The first Spirit poem to be quoted is a sequel to 
" The Raven," by a certain R. Alt„ston Lavender, 
who asserted that it was dictated to him by the 
spirit of E. A. Poe. When last heard of Mr. 
Lavender was an inmate of a lunatic asylum in the 
United States. 

Sequel to the Raven, 

Fires within my brain were burning, 
Scorning life, despairing, yearning, 
Hopeless, blinded in mv anguish ; 

Through my body's open door 



Came a Raven, foul and sable, 
Like those evii birds of fable. 
Downward swooping where the drooping 
Spectres haunt the Stygian shore. 

Ghosts of agonies departed. 

Festering wounds that long had smarted, 

Broken vows, retumless mornings. 

Griefs and miseries of yore ; 
By some art revived, undaunted, 
I gazed steadfast : the enchanted. 
Black, infernal Raven uttered 

A wild dirge — not evermore. 

Gazing steady, gazing madly 
On the bird, I spoke, and sadly 
Broke down, tgo deep for scorning, 

Sought for mercy to implore. 
Turning to the bird, I blessed it — 
In my bosom I caressed it ; 
StiU it pierced my heart, and revelled 

In the palpitating gore. 

I grew mad ; the crowning fancies, 

Black weeds they — not blooming pansies — 

Made me think the bird a spirit. 

Bird, I cried, be bird no more ; 
Take a shape — be man, be devil. 
Be a snake ; rise in thy revel ! 
From thy banquet rise — be human I 
I have seen thee oft before ; 
Thou art a bird, but something more.*' 

• • • • • 

Oh ! ihju huge, infernal Raven, 
Image that Hell's King hath graven. 
Image growing more gigantic, 

Nursed beyond the Stygian shore, 
Leave me, leave me, I beseech thee, 
I would not of wrong impeach thee ; 

I cried madly, then earth opened 
With a brazen earthquake roar. 

Downward, downward, circling, speedi , 
Cries of anguish still unheeding. 
Striking through me with his talons. 
Still the Raven shape he bore ; 
Unto Erebus we drifted. 
His huge wings by thunder lifted, 
Beat 'gainst drifts of white-flamed lightning. 
Sprinkled red with human gore — 
'Twas a bird, but demon more. 



Then I wakened, if to waken 
Be to dwell by grief forsaken 
With the God who dwelt with angels 

In the shining age of yore. 
And I stood sublime, victorious. 
While below lay earth with glorious 
Realms of angels shining. 

Crown-like on her temples evermore, 
Not an Earth, an Eden more. 

Earth, I cried, thy clouds are shadows 
From the Asphodelian meadows 
Of the sky-world floating downward, 

Early rains that from them pour ; 
Love's own heaven thy mother bore thee. 
And the Father God bends o'er thee, 
'Tis His hand that crowns thy forehead : 
Thou shalt live forever more. 
Not on Earth, in Eden more. 



I 



As 3. gem halb many gleammK^, 
And a day hath many beamings, 
And a garden many roses 

Thrilled mth swccfnesa to the core: 
So Ibe sodI batb many ages. 
And the life's book many pages, 
Bui ihe heart's great gospel opens 

^Vhe^e Ibe Seraphims adore. 

Not on Earlfa, an Eden more. 

There are In all sixteen verses in this iniilation. 
The next example is one of the numerous poems 
delivered by Miss Lizzie Doten (a spiritual trance 
speaker) whilst supposed to be under the influence 
of the spirit of Edgar A. Foe. 

A GsAND Poem. 

From the throne of Ufe eternal, 
Prom the bome ol love supernal, 
Where the angels make music o'er the starry floor. 
Mortals. I have come lo meet you. 
And with words of peace lo greet you, 
■ And lo tell you of the glory that is mine forevennore. 

Once before. I found a mortal 
Waiting at the heavenly portal — 
Trailing out to catch some echo from that ever-opening 

Then I seized this quickened being, 

And through all his inward seeini;. 

Caused my bumiug inspiration in a fiery flood to pour. 

Now I come more meekly human. 
And the weak lips of a woman, 
Touched with fire from off the altar, col with baraing, 

Bui in holy love descending, 
■With her chastened being blending, 
I will fill your soul with music from the bright celestial 

Ai one heart yearns for another, 
As a child tumii to its mother. 
From the goldeo gates of glory, turn I lo the earth once 

Where I drained the cup of sadness. 
Where my soul was slung to madness, 
And life's bitter, burning billows swept my burdened 
bring o'er. 

Here the harpies aad ibe ravens. 

Human vampires, sordid cravens. 
Preyed upon my soul and substance, till I writhed in 
anger sore ; 

life and I then seemed mismaled. 

For I felt accursed and fated, 
[ike a restless, wrathful spirit, wandering the Stygian 

Tortured by a nameless yearning, 
Like a lire-frosl, freezing, burning, 
Did Ihe purple, pulsing life-tide through its feeble chanoeU 

Till the golden bowl, life's token, 
loto shinins Bhards was broken, 
my chained and chafing spirit let from out its prison 



But. whilat living, stirring, dying, 
Never did my spirit cease crying ; 
'■ Ye who guide the fates and furies, give, oh I give me. I 

From the myriad host of nations. 
From the countless constellations. 
One pure spirit that can Inve me — one that I, too, can 

Through this fervent aspiralioo 

Found my fainting soul salvation ; 
Far from out its blackened fire quick did my spirit soar, 

And my beautiful ideal. 

Not too saintly lo be real, 
Burst more brightly on my vision than the fancy formed 

'Mid the surging sea she found me. 
With the billows breaking round me. 
And my saddened, sinking spirit in her arms of love 

Like a lone one, weak and weary. 
Wandering in the mid-nighl dreary. 
On her sinless, saintly bosom, brought me to the heavenly 

Like the breath of blossoms blending. 

Like the prayers of saints ascending. 

Like the rainbow's seven-hued glory, blend on souls 

Earihly lust and lore enslaved me. 
But divinest love halh saved me. 
And I know now. first and only, how to live aod how lo 

O, my mortal friends and brothers! 

We are each and all another's. 
And the soul which gives most freely from ils treastures 
hath the more. 

Would you lose life, you must find It. 

And in giving love you bind it. 
Like an amulet of safety lo your heart for evermore. 

Baltiuokb, August, 1S73. 

In a volume entitled Foenu of the Inner Li/e 
written by the same lady, and published by Colby 
and Rich, of Boston, U.S.A., there is a long imi- 
tation of "Ulalutne," from which the following 

verses may be quoted : — 

Thb Kingdom. 



'TwAS the ominous month of October- 
How the memories rise in my soul ! 
How they swell like a sea in my sool !— 

When a spirit, sad, silent, and sot>er, 
Whose glance was a word o( control, 

Drew me down lo the dark Lake Avemus, 
In the desolate Kingdom of Death — 

To the mist-coveted Lake of Avemus, 
In the ghoul-haunted Kingdom of Death, 

And there, as I shivered and waited. 
I talked with the souls of the dead— 
With those whom the living call dead ; 

The lawless, (he lone, and the hated. 
Who broke from Iheir bondage and fled— 
From madness and misery fled. 




ErOAR A11.4.X POE. 



95 



Tlut leapt firom a eraser zi±2=i'^ 
A nA, bvartide of ocrrzpccc. 

That out of Ixfie's sedisusi'. ^x^-?. 
Fkom the aooriac natures Grd 



CooqiOBaded of giorr i^.f 9bx:i*. 



** Aboard ! " cries oar pilzt 2=. : Isi^ 
Then wiidtj we rush :r «=i:;ir< 
We recklessly nish tc ezib^irk : 

And fcrth m oar ghcsd j £^ li* 
Wesw^xn the ' 

ATen:ii 



Oh God! onthatblAiiJ 

When Tampires dri= 
On that terrible Lake cf 

f wading down ta the -w'z^.z'xi sT 3*»i 



/I a^L^ 



It 



;-»j 



« .'. . - X _ , 



theE3=u 

In si|g[fat of no shelter zc izzr^ — 

No beacon or light frrc Th-s izzr* 
TbiBf lashed ap the white t^t-ss ar: i=.i . = 

We sank in the varsn -r-.li r:ar 
Bat not to the regiocs iz:*r=il. 

Throogh billows cf riizzirzi' -»—^ 
Bnt anto the City Ereml 

The Home of til's BLessel t± :int. 

To the gate of the B^zzzzl C.rj 
An faunting and vearr -m* *r^s3e:, 
Inmatient and hopeful v* pressed. 

" O, Heart of the Holj. uia pi" 
And welcome us b3=ie t: -^ Vsi-: 

Pnisoed bythe Fa^es and :h* F ir.ts 
In darkness and dazzer 7^ i*d — 

Fhnn the pitiless Fa:£s ari Fzr.-^. 
Throngh the d^-^Ia-* rsal^is :: :it D=Li 



Like the song of a biri thi: y*z Ii^^ti, 
When the wide-wa=i-r.-^'-vir':::»r hi3 
like the wind harp by E>z'.zs 'z'.z-^i 

Am if tooched by the I:;i:»: s: tzz^ri 
The portal wide open iras ilr^-r^ ; 

And we saw not tfae ho'.j Sun: ?±:»r. 
Not even an angel c: L=;ht. 

Bnt a Tison far dearer and sweer.*r. 
Not as brilliant nor bllndio^lr brliht. 
Bat marrelloas ante the si^h: : 

In the midst of the m3rs£:sa! s'lsci: zr. 

Stood a beantifol beaatfril chil i^ 

A golden-haired, azarfr«yed child. 
V5th a look that was tooching and rend' 

She stretched oct her whit* hand ^:.i 
'• Ay, welcome, thrice welssm*. peer s; 

O. why do ye linger and wait ? 
Come fearlessly in at these portals — 

No warder keeps watch a: the ^it* ' " 

• • • « 



s=:^*d 
mii 



Th-n :ct ^:= the rtrstical splendoor. 

7z-» =-*if:-chanr.ns. crystalline lij?bt, 

Tz-i ri:=rc-v-hied. scintillant lififht. 
■3:-ji~ *d faces =:3re touching and tender 

Tliin -ver had greeted oar sight— 

Oir 5:n-r'lniei. destth-darkened sight ; 

Aid :heT smz : • Welcome home to the Kingdom 

Ve earth-bTra and serpent-beguiled: 
Tr.-r Ltrd :3 :hi lizht of this Kingdom. 

Xzi H"3 :e—7'.-2 :he heart of a child — 

O; a tr-s*:-! aid teachable child. 
Ve are born t^ the life of the Kingdom — 

E*:e:re. and b;!:eve, as a child." 

A.^jTH?:?. I."-r p'>"*ii. entitle'! "Farewell to 
El.:"... " -"A? Irliv-rel by Misa Lizzie Dotex at 
■■.-: ; r.;l •."!:. -a jI' -^ Lecture at Cliuton Hall, New 
V.:k : :: p :rp -r.-rl to be E. X. Poe's final " Fare 
■:rrll : J ::.:=! W-.rll." It was printed in Number 2 
■ : I '..*iAr itlj.ial P'j^^iM, and published by F. N. 
I;r. :r:::k. 1, St. Thomas's Square, Ryde, Isle of 
W:i-r:*. r':;r the small price of one penny ; alas ! it 
wiT ir ir it that. But the culmination of al^surdity 
i.- : . ',^ :" . ::rl in a hook entitled TmprovUat ions from 
th^. .>><'/••>, published in London in 1857. This 
r: i:':':l-'i^ work was the production of Dr. J. J. 
r>ir.h Wilkin-?on, a rather well known character 
in -St. J /aTi's Wood about thirty years ago. If we 
ir-^ir t > nz-: lit this author, the 400 closely printed 
r.-ir-TT f triis c'irious jumble of clerical cant terms, 
io::': -ili--:-. inl Swedenborgianism, were written 
■iLirr \ !-::l1 of iniipiration. Since August 1857 
th.^ iL-'ir^l volume had rested undisturbed on 
:L-r li'.riry fil^rlviis of the British Museum, nor had 
aLv r.icr:>::: 0:5 paperknife disturbed its uncut 
K iirT ":i::l :*ae Editor of Parodies assailed them. 
x£i th :r^ h-i fyind an " Imitation of E. A. Poe,'' a 
2ii 1 kin i :■: :r.-:Li. a dribbling in rhyme, of which 
,ne v-r--: ^ili = iivly be -urScioat for even the 

AJid that his :*et -^ere gaining 

?:ra-z* feafires frazi below ; 
Jiz,i that his tj« were raising 

Tz-i'Z.'Lis zzczL his hro-w: 
A-d '.hi: his htkn and liver 

V.'tre i'zzzv. nz in :h*ir sears ; 
.\nd thai he 'casi them ^nirer 

\nd sa"T their anxiins heat^ 



t 
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For his thought was streak'd with fancies, 
To all simple truth untrue : 


^r In the libtiry of ilie Utiliih Muaeam there is a iniall oclavo 


liuarre, as the hues of pansies,— 


^^ pamphlet of 24 pages, enlitled "Pol-PourrL" U was ap- 


The daik shades he knew ; 


parently prinleil foi privnte circulBtion only. The author's 


And he wander'd from this Aidetin 1 


name is not given, but it bean ihe imprint, "Entered, 


Wander-d, and was lost, alas ! 
Though his own beloved maiden 


according to Act of Confess, in the yen 1875, by Abel 
Reid, in the office of the Libririan of Congress, at Washing- 
ton." " S. W. Green, Printer and Electrolypcr, 16 & 18, 


Track'd his footsteps through the grass. 


Jacob St., New York." The ele\-en poeins it cont^ns are 




all parodies of Poe's ivritings, as the titles sufficiently indicate. 
Indeed manf of the lines are taken bodily, and without the 


He retum'd not. Devastation 


Housed in his disorder'd rooms ; 




On his couch lay Desolation ; 1 
Vampyres flitted through the glooms. i 


" Poetic Fragments," were written by Poe, and intended by 


bim to form thejcondusion of " Ulalume. " He hnil, however, 


By the pure white Parian fountains J 


■ Iftdy to whom he was engaged to be married, when his career 


l^ouuged the ghouls, obscenely hire ; 


Nuver mnd came from the mountjini 


^1 '• Pot-Pourri," though evidently an admirer of the genius of 


To refresh the stagnant air. 


V Poe, utters a protest against the excessive hero-wornhip of 

■ (ome American critics ; but it is a pty that he was not him- 

sdf more candid and ingenuous in his treatment of the dead 


O'er the garden walks neglected 


Crawl'd the toad, the worm, the snail ; 


poet'i works. The foUowing is an exact r^nt of this scarce 


Droop'd the young buds unrespected : 




Loving care could not avail. 
For the poet-soul, the master, 


stanzas from Poe's poems are quoted at the foot of several .jf 
the parodies. 

POT-POURRI. 


Could ■alone that place 




Make beautiful, and from disaster 


The Ruined Palace. 
D ream-Mere. 


Free— as Aidenn— by God's grace. 


ISBAFiDDLKSTRINGS. 


When he the palace left, and garden,— 


The Ghoi;ls iit the Belfrv. 


The moment that he would depart — 


UUILKUX). 


• • • • 


To Anv. 


Speech is vain, and tears but harden 


Hannibal Leigh. 


On the world's ice heart.] 


Ravino. 




The Monster Maggot. 


__.g, 


Poetic Fragments. 




Under-Lines. 


D beam-Mere. 


• The Ruined Palace. 


On a root, knobbed, gnarl'd, and lonely. 


Overstruck with toadstools only. 


In a green deplh, like a chalice. 


Sits an Eidolon named Night,— 


By most sweet flowers tenanted, 


On a toatlstoot half upright, 


Stood a fair and stately palace. 


I have seen this sprite but newly, 


There a poet-soul— now dead — 


And I iook'd at him ciuite throughly, 


Lived in dct>'s in vain lamented, — 


In his ultimate dim Thulo 


Had Uved to^ay, 


As he sate there half upright 


But was wayward — or demented, — 


In a wild, weird clime, and sinpng sublime, 


Weak, or worse,— who dares to say ? 


Out of Tune — out of Time. 


• The Halntbo Palacb. 


II. 




Banners— yellow, glorious. Rolden— 




On its roof did float and flow 


Ih the greenest of our vailcys 


(This, ail this, was in the olden 


By good angels tenanted, 


Time, long ago) ; 


Once I fair and stalely palace, 

Radiant palace, reared its head, 
la the Monarch Thought's dominion, 


And every gentle air that dallied, 


In that sweet day. 
Along the ramparts plumed and pallid. 


It stood there ; 


A winged odour went away. 


Never seraph spread a pinion 




Over fabric half so 6ur 1 


E A. P«B. 


^^K ^ ^^^^^^1 
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Bottomless hollows and roaring floods, 
And caves and chasms and haunted woods, 
Forms that no man can discover 
For the dews that drip all over ; 
Mountains toppling evermore 
Into seas without a shore ; 
Shoreless seas that still aspire, 
Surging to hellish heavens of fire ; 
Boundless lakes all lone and dead. 
Where sometimes Night lies outspread 
In the waters still and chilly, 
With his nose in a lolling lily. 

By these shoreless lakes outspread, 
These lone waters, lone and dead. 
These lone waters, still and chilly 
(Night^s nose in the lolling lily) ; 
By these toppling crags, — no river 
Murmurs near, no leaflets quiver — 
All so dark and dead and chilly ; 
By these dank woods, by the swamp. 
Where the toad and bull-frog romp ; 

By these dismal tarns, by the holes 

Where dwell the Ghouls — 

Poor damp souls ! 
By each corner most unjolly. 
By each crevice melancholy. 
By my own poetic folly — 
Frenzy of poetic drift. 
In an unexpected rift. 
There, I swear, I met aghast 
In a sheet the unmemoried Past, 
In a shroud a Ghost, whose eye 
Looking into vacancy 
Made me shudder, start, and sigh, — 
One forgotten, from thought outdriven, 
I know not whether on Earth or in Heaven. 

For the heart whose woes are legion 
'Tis a peaceful, soothing region — 
This-same desert drear of Night, 
Where the Eidolon sits upright 
On his toadstool, or outspread, 
Lies lolling on his lily-bed. — 

For the spirit that likes a shadow 

Tis, O, 'tis an Eldorado, — 



Though the traveller, travelling through it, 

Ever fails to interview it 

(No one ever openly knew it). 

For its mysteries all are closed 

l^y the darkness superposed 

Of the Eidolon, who, I ween. 

Wills not the formless should be seen : 

And thus the sad soul that here passes 

Is like a blind ass without glasses. 

On his root, knobb'd, gnarPd, and lonely, 
Overstruck with toadstools only. 

Squats the Eidolon named Night, 

Squats in sad poetic plight. 
Is there more, and would you know it ? 
Fix the headgear of the Poet, 
Wandering God knows where, but newly 
From this ultimate dim Thul6.* 



■:o'- 



ISRAFIDDLESTRINGS. 

The Aiigel Israfely whose Jieart strings are a fdiHe, 

In heaven a Spirit doth dwell 
Whose heart strings are a fiddle, 

(The reason he sings so well — 

This fiddler Israfel), 

And the giddy stars (will anyone tell 

Why giddy ?) to attend his spell 
Cease their hymns in the middle. 

On the height of her go 
Totters the Moon, and blushes 
As the song of that fiddle rushes 
Across her bow. 

The red Lightning stands to listen, 
And the eyes of the Pleiads glisten 
As each of the seven puts its fist in 
Its eyes, for the mist in. 

And they say — it's a riddle — 

That all these listening things, 
That stop in the middle 
For the heart strung fiddle 

With which the Spirit sings. 
Are held as on a griddle 

By these unusual strings. 



* Dreamland. 

I. 
By a route obscure and lonely. 
Haunted by ill angels onlv, 
Where an Eidolon, nam^d Night, 
On a black throne reigns upright, 
I have reached these lands but newly 
From an ultimate dim Thule — 
From a wild weird clime that lieth sublime 
Out of Space— out of Time. 

II. 
Bottomless vales and boundless floods, 
And chasms and caves and Titan woods, 



With forms that no man can discover 
For the dews that drip all over ; 
Mountains toppling evermore 
Into seas without a shore ; 
Seas that restlessly aspire. 
Surging into skies of fire ; 
Lakes that endlessly outspread 
Their lone waters, lone and dead, — 
Their still waters, still and chilly 
With the snows of the lolling lily. 



E A. Pdi. 



\Vherefore thou art not wrong, 

Israfel ! in that thou boastest 
Fiddlestrings uncommon strong ; 
To thee tha fiddle strings belong 

With which thou toast est 
Other hearts as on a prong. 
Yes I heaven is thine, but this 

Is a world of sours and sweets, — 

AVhere cold meats are cold meats, 
And the eater's most perfect bliss 

Is the shadow of him who treats. 
If I could griddle 
As Israfiddle 

Has griddled— he fiddle as I,— 
He might not fiddle so wild a riddle 

As this mad melody, 
Wliile the Pleiads all would leave off in the 
middle 

Hearing my griddle-cry.» 



The GHotJU in the Belfry. + 
Hear the story of the Ghouls ! 
Who wiU tell us of the Ghouls ( 

Who has been told 1 
Of the Ghouls, Ghouls, Ghouls, — 
Who are neither man nor woman. 
Who are neither beast nor human, 
Who are neither fish nor cayman, — 
Who will tell us, clerk or layman 1 

They are Ghouls ; 

Live in holes 

Like moles 
Under the boles, holes, botes 
Of old trees, where the forest rolls 

Of the mriuldy davA of oM ; 



Or in tarns, tarns, tarns. 
Dull and dismal as the yarns 

Of morbific spools, — 
Dank tarns and dismal pools, 
There dwell the Ghouls, 
With other tara'd fowls, — 
Not to say fools. 

But the high taru nation place is 
The dfink tarn of Auber 
In the Ghoul-hauntBd woodland of Weir. 
There they sit, with their faces 
Bow'd down to their knees, 
At the feet of dead trees. 
With the dow dropping down from their hair, 
They sit there from the end of October, 
To the end of the winter next year. 
These are woodlandish Ghouls, 
Damp, desolate souls 
Who have nothing to do 
But be haunting the dank tarn of Auber 

Through the mildewest part of the year, 
That begins at the end of October. 
In the woodlandish Ghouldom of Weir. 

Yes 1 these are the woodlandish Ghouls — 

Ghouls — G houls — Ghouls — 
With no business kind of controls — 
Mere shoals. 
But busier — ah ! much busier polls 
Have the Churchyard Ghouls, 
Prowling there for the bodies of poor dead souls ; 
And who after supper 
Take an upper 
Climb to their goal in the steeple 1 
Where they sit, where they brood, where they 
heap ill 

On the people uadorgoue ; 
Sitting cheeks hy jowls, 



I. 
In Heaven a spirit dolh dwell, 

" Whose heart'Striiiga are el lute ; " 
Nooe ting so wildly ivell 
As the aDgel Israfel : 
And iho giddy slars (so legends (ell), 
Ceoiina Iheir hymns, attend thu spell 



Of his n 



},all □ 



II. 



ToUarioE »bove 

In her highest noon 

The enamoured Mood 
Blushes with love ; 

While (a listm. the red tevio 

(With Ihc the rapid Pleiades evei 

\Vhich were seven) 

Pauses in heaven. 
III. 
And th«y tay {the starry cbotr 
AaJ ibe other listening Ihiogi} 



That Israfeli's fira 
Is owing to that lyre 

By which he sits and siags, — 
The Irembling living wire 

or those unusual strings, 

VII. 
Yea, heaven is thine ; but this 

Is a world of sweets and sours ; 

Our flowers ate merely flowers, 
And the shadow of Ihy perfect bliii 

la the sunshine of oura. 
VIH. 
If I could dwell 
Where Isrsfel 

Hath dwelt, and he where I, 
He might no( sing so wildly well 

A mortal melody. 
While a bolder note than this might swell 

From my lyre within the sky. 

E. A, PB». 

t An icniiatiOQ of " Tiis Bells." 



3 



EDGAR ALLAN POE. 



$9 



III m, 



Now and then they roll a stone, 
Having set the bells a-tolling 
In a muffled monotone, 
On the people undergone. 
And their King it is who tolls, 

As he lolls, lolls, lolls 
On his throne aU carved with scrolls 
In his palace in the steeple. 
Where he lolls among his people ! 
Ah ! his people who roll stones, 
In muffled monotones. 
On the hearts of the underfolk. 
In the dead of night awoke 

By the melancholy yells. 
By the miserable howls. 
To say nothing of the growls, 
Of these Ghouls, 
Of these toUers of the bells. 
As they toll, toll, toll 
Toll; 
Toll; 
Toll 
A paean from the bells : 
And the merry bosom swells 
Of the Ghoul-King as he tolls. 
As he dances and he yeUs 
To the throbbing of the bells 
As they toll, 
Toll, 

Toll. 

It is so the poet tells 

Who has heard these Ghoulish bells ; 

And whose rheumy running rhyme, 

Bowl'd in time, time, time. 

With the throbbing and the sobbing 

And the bobbing and hobnobbing 

And sense-robbing of the bells. 

Could alone expound their yells 

For the clamor each expels. 

From the loud full-hammer'd tone. 

Sometime hoarsening to a groan. 

Sometime worsening to a moan. 

Till one bell tolls out alone 

In a muffled monotone 

Between murmuring and moan, — 

Till the King lolled there, as shown. 

On his scroU-becarven throne, 

Grown weary of the yells 

And the bowling of the bells 

(Well ! well I to be so bold) 

As they moan and groan and yell 

Pell-mell, 
Would be fain to be unthroned, 
For the pain too wholly own'd. 
Untold but whoUy known, 

(Toll de roll !) 
Of the moans, groans, yells, 



As they shake the steeple stone. 
And awake the undergone 

(liest his soul !) 
With the tolling of their knells, 
Eoll'd like blood-drops from heart wells, 
Misereres out of cells. 
Or weird witch-moulded spells 

Under fells 1 
The bells, bells, bells. 
Whose tolling ever tells 
Of Ghouls, of hells, of knells, 
Told by bells, bells, "bells 
Bells, bells, 
Belb, bells, bells, 
The unholy yelling, knelling, wholly sense 
dispelling, 

Moaning, groaning, all-atoning. 
Rolling, tolling of the bells. 
Bells, 
Bells. 



•;o:- 



HULLALOO.* 

The eves were as grey as grey embers, 
The leaves dirty yellow and sere, — 
They were yellow, but dusky and sore ; 

That eve was the worst of November's, 
And they are the worst of the year. 

'Twas an eve that one surely remembers. 
Being out in the dusk with my dear ; 

For the fire was gone out to weak embers ; 
So I went out too, with my dear. 

Hear then ! Through an alley Satanic — 
Of hemlock, I roam'd with my love, — 
Of hemlock with Sarah, my love. 

my passion was quite oceanic. 

With waves like the wind in a grove. 
When the wind maketh waves in a grove 

And the leaves with a sort of a panic 
Seem taken ; I thought of the stove. 

And, shivering, as if with a panic 
Was taken, at thought of the stove. 

Our talk at the first had been jolly. 

But our words soon were slow as our walk, 
Our young memories scarcely could walk ; 

Then we thought it was right melancholy 
To be out in the dark without talk — 
For we know that we came out to talk 

Still we felt in our hearts it was folly 
The vast dream of silence to baulk. 

Till, whispering at last, I said — Golly I 
And Sarah back whisper'd me — Lawk ! 

• A Parody of •• Ul<^i-Uvl^:' 



And now as the night v 

And some roosters were hinting of mom, — 

Foolish roosters then hinting of morn !— 
Ab the night grew more old and unpleasant. 

We saw in the distance a horn, 
Out of which a miracnloua crescent 

To the sides of the road was outborne ; 
'Twos Sal's father's horn lanthorn there 
present, 

Tlie crescent distinct from the Lorn. 

And I said — He is better than Dian ; 

But I wish that his light had more size, — 

And the light wasn't much for its size ; 
He has guesa'd — that's a thing to rely on — 

Has father, the way our walk lies, 
And he has come out like Orion, 

The fellow up there in the skiea, — 

Tee, Sally ! those stars in the skies — 
Come out like another Orion 

To help me take care of my pri/o, 
To take her safe home hyu-and-bye on 

The pathway that fathorward lies. 

But Sarah, uplifting her finger, 

Said — Surely that light I mistrust, — 
That lanthorn I strangely mistrust ; 

hasten 1 let us not linger ! 
fly ! let U8 fly ! for we must. 

In terror she spoke, letting sink her 
Voice, — 0, he'll make such a dust I 

In anguish she sobbed, letting sink her 
Sweet voice, as if fearing a bust, — 

but father '11 kick up such a dust 1 

1 replied — Thia is nothing but dreaming ; 

We need but keep out of the light, — 
But he kept dodging us with the light ; 

And Sarah would soon have been screaming — 
She shook like a leaf with affright, 
Like a leaf, or a bird in a fright ; 

Ko I lifted her out of the gleaming, 

Through a gap in the hedge, out of sight : 

And her father went ou, never dreaming 
He left UB behind in the night, 

Then to pacify Sarah I kisa'd her. 

And soon took her out of the gloom, — 
It was getting quite cold in the gloom. 

And nhe cried ; but I said — Xlear I desist, or 

1 never shall get you safe home. 

Then we ran, and in good time got home. 
Father said — How on earth have I mias'd her 1 
She anid — I wm never from home. 
No, Pa I I was never from home. 
f hure been a]] the night in my room. 



Now my head is as grey as an ember ; 
And my heart is all crisped and aere,- 
Like a crisp leaf that's withor'd and ae 

And yetn am fain to remember 
Above all the nights in the year — 
Ah, Sally I if you were but here — 
That night of all nights in the year — 
Ah, Sally ! if you were but here— 

That cold dreamy night of November, 
That night of all nights in the year, 

That long ago night of November, — 
The night we were out in, my dear 1 



To Any. 

TuAHK heaven ! the crisis 

Of hunger ia paat ; 
And you can't guess how nice ia 

This little breakfast. 
Now the thing call'd good living 

Is come to at last. 

I eat what I love 

And recover my strengthj 
And my jaws only move 

As I lie at full length. 
I might sit — but I feel 

I am better at length. 

And I lie ao composedly. 

Feeding and fed, 
A careless beholder 

Might fancy me dead. 
Not seeing my jaws work 

Might fancy ma dead. 

Tlie grunting and groaning, 
The writhing and raving, 

Are quieted now. 

With that horrible craving 

At stomach — that liorrible 
Stomachic craving, 

Tlie sickness, the faintnesa, 

The emptiness — pain 
Have ceased ; and my stomach'e 

A stomach again, 
And feels like a stomach 

Not living in vain. 

And oh I of all tortures 

That torture the worst 
Has abated,— the terrible 

Torture of Thirst, 
For a napthaliue river 

Or fitail lake burst : 
I'd have drunk dirty water. 

For queuoMog that UiiMt. 
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Of a puddle that flows 

With a smell, and no sound 

From a hole but a very few 
Feet underground, 

Though I holded my nose 
As I stoop'd to the ground. 

And ah ! let it never 

Be foolishly said 
That this my mahogany 

Is not well spread ! 
With such victual before me 

I call it a spread ; 
And such drink — my cosmogony 

Knows nought instead. 

My tantalized spirit 

Here blandly reposes : 
The upsetting or ever 

'Twas wetting one's nose is 
All over. Sweet spirit ! 

Thy scent in my nose is. 

And now while so pleasantly 

Curl'd up it fancies, 
A fragranter odour 

Than rue has, or pansies, — 
Or even than rosemary 

Mingled with pansies, — 
The beautiful bourbon, 

The Puritan fancies. 

And so I lie happily 

Drinking a many 
And eating a few, 

It will cost a big penny ; 
I don't mind the cost ; 

For I have not a penny.* 



* For Annie. 
I. 
Thank heaven, the crisis, 

The danger is past, 
And the lingering iUness 

Is over at last ; 
And the fever called " living " 

Is conquered at last. 

• • • 

IV. 
The moaning and groaning, 

The sighing and lobbing, 
Are quieted now, 

With that horrible throbbing 
At heart — Ah, that horrible, 

Horrible throbbing I 

V. 

The sickness, the nausea, 
The pitiless pain. 



Hannibal Leigh.* 

It was many and many a year ago — 

It seems so long to me, 
That tliere lived in a city which you may know 

A man named Hannibal Leigh ; 
And this man ho seem'd to have nothing to do 

But to drink and get drunk with me. 

I was a fool and he was a fool, 

In this city by the sea 
For we drank and got drunk till we made it a rule 

That neither should drunker be ; 
And wo di*ank till we might have lesson'd a school 

Of fishes, such drinkers were we. 

And this was the reason that long ago 

In this city by the sea 
A fusilier spirit of ill distilling 

Destroyed my Hannibal Leigh. 
'Twas a spirit of ill when my pal was willing 

To drink for ever with me ; 
And some were saying it was fulfilling 

A kind o' warning to me. 

The angels, not half so happy in heaven. 

Went envying him and me — 
Yes ! that was the reason, whatever was given 

In that city by the sea. 
Why the fusilier spirit came out a-killing 

My still-swilling Hannibal Leigh. 

But I drink all the longer and drink it more strong, 
For the two, for I drink like three, — 
For myself once and twice for Leigh ; 

And no fusil here nor in heaven along, 
Nor spirit down under the sea, 

Shall ever dissever our drinks to do wrong 
To the spirit of Hannibal Leigh. 



Have ceased, with the fever. 

That maddened mv brain — 
With the fever callea '• living,'* 

That burned in my brain. 

VI. 

And. O ! of all tortures 

That torture the worst 
Has abated— the terrible 

Torture of thirst 
For the napthaline river 

Of Passion accurst. 
I have drunk of a water 

That quenches all thirst. 



E. A. PoB, 
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Tor whenever I drink I endeavour to think, 


Doctor ! there's the Rjtven rampant 


I am drinking vritli Hannibal Leigh ; 


In the middle of the floor ; 


And my hand never raise but to drink to the praise 


He has hopp'd straight through the door. 


Of my (Irink-Kiiiser Hannibal Leigh ; 
And in a!l the night ti.le I hold on to the aide 

Of the counter, the coiinter where Hannibal died; 
And I think that I Hannibal see 


Look ! hia curst wings brush the dust off 


That fallen, broken, batter'd bust of 
Psyche, — where it lies in the shadow, 


And I'm Hnnnihal, Hiinnibal'g me. 


Shatter'd flung down on the floor. 




See ! he spurns the broken pieces. 


.g. 


Catch him. Doctor ! When he ceasei 




He will rend me. Past release is— 




Nothing 1 Nothing on the floor ) 


* 


Yea I The Psyche lies in the shadow, 


OlfCE upon ft midnight, weary. 


Lieth shatter'd on the floor- 


As I maundered, gin-and-beery, 


To be lifted 3i evermore. 


O'er an oft-repeated story. 


• • • • 


Till my friends thought me a bore- 




Sitting weeping, and half sleeping. 


;o: 


Something set my fleah a-creeping. 




And I saw a Raven peeping 


The Monster Maoooi.* 


Through my room's unopeu'd door. 




"See that Raven," said I to them. 


A Poet ! With never a single theme 


"Trying to get through the door, — 


Of glory or delight i 


A Black Raven — nothing more 1 " 


He folds his wings for a gloomy dream 




Of death, despair, bedight ; 


Xow, I waa not drunk, but weary, 


And, willing not that Beauty use 


Fur my head was out-of-geary 


His wilderness of soul. 


With close study of quaint volumes, 


He chooseth, for hia daintier muse 


CuiiouH in forgotten lore ; 


Raven or Ghoul. 


(Though they said delirium tremens) 




I'd been reading bits of Hemans, 


And now a " Conqueror Worm " he sings, 
A blood-reii crawling shape. 


And some loaves of Jacob Behmen'e, 


Two or three — perhaps a score ; 


Invisible woe from its condor wings 


And I said—" It M a Raven 


Out-flapping, all agape ; 


Rampant just outside the door — 


While angels bewing'd, bedight in veils, 


Striding tlirough," I said — and swore, 


Watch mumbling mimes, with tears, 


I insisted, and I t\vi«ted, 


In a play, where a maniac, Horror, waiU 


And resisted and persisted 


To the music of the spheres. 


Though they held me and, close-fiatod, 
Saw no Raven at the door : 

I forgot all I had read of. 

For that ill bird took my head off, 

Like a coffin lid of lead off 
The dead hrnin of one no more. 

Would I trust tlieir worda instead of 


The pUy ia the play of Human Woea, 

Of Madness, Sin, and Death ! 
There ia nothing elae the Poet knowa 

God'e azure aky beneath. 
But Madness, Horror, and Sin 

Death and Sorrow, and Wrong : 
Even so doth tlie ainger begin. 

So ends his song. 


Wliat I saw right through the door 1 


Through the door, — I said — and swore. 


Yea I it is a Raven surely, 


" It writhes " — the Worm—" with mortal pangs 


Though he does look bo demurely 


"The mimes become its food; 


Like A doctor come to assure me 


" And the angels sob at vermin fanga 


I am drunk : Xol 8o,-I swore. 


" In human gore imbued," 


Dninkt I drunk t I've not been drinking ; 


This monster terrible, formless, huge, 


I'm but overcome wilh thinking ; 


Means— put in plainest terms ; 


There I saw (hat Raven winking 


Our Poet needs a vermifugH, 


In the middle of the floor. 


The child's disease ia teorms. 


•A Parody of "Tai R.v«n." 
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POETIC FRAGMENTS. 

Paiit of as Unfinished Ghoul — Poem — 

Said ips then — the two, then — Ah ! can it 
Have been that the woodlandish Ghoula — 
The pitiful, the merciful Ghouls, 
To bar up our way and to han it 

From the secret that lies in these wolda— 
From the thing tliat lies hidden iu these wolds- 
Have drawn up the Hpeutrs of a planet, 

From the limbo of lunary aoula — 
This sinfully si,intiLIant planet 

From the hell of the planetary aoula 1 



'■ A RosisHAaY odour 
" Commingled with panRies — 
" With me :"— 

Your poet has fancies. 

Biit methinks such an odour 

Were odious to more than a few. 



UNDER LISEIS. 

Oh a Poet'i Tomh. 

Tomb'd in dishonor I Not like thine own Ghoul 

Have I thus dug thee out. Unhappy One ! 

For critical devouring ; but some words 

Wiit heedlessly above thee call for words 

Of answering rebuke. If larafel 

In heaven needs his own heart-stringx for his 

The only organ of harmonious worth — 

Shall not earth's poet 1 And if he bo weak, 

Rent by ill memories, harsh with sour desire, 

Untuoable, rejoicing not ii 

Can aught hut discord iiisue 1 Speech absurd 

Of " art for art's sake ! " when art is not art 

Out of the circles of the ii 

Out of the song of the e 

Or unfit to attend the ear of God. 

My mocking words aim at, not thee, but those 

Who vrould strain praise for thee, disgracing Truth. 




SEE im §F PHR^BY. 

Manv gooii nnJ hoiiesl S'Juli, neither prigs iioc pedants, 
ace disposed to lixik with siis[McioQ an the parody, They are 
not incapable of appreciating ils fiood poinls ; Uie^ will even 
allow it, when it is so, to be veiy good fun of its kind ; but it 
is ihc kind they cannot away with. Nor ate they always of 
that sort — a numeious and flourishing toil in our day — which, 
being itself one monstrous parody, is naturally prone to look 
with dislike on all who are blessed— or cursed, as some would 
say — witli a sense of the ridiculous. But they i^ard it as an 
atnise of ihe gifla both of nature and of ail ; as apt to degrade 
and vulgarize what should really elevate and rcflnc ; as ilsetf 
intrinsically an injustice ; and, indeed, the more unjust as it ii 
the more skilful. 

There is so mucb both nf justice and reason in this dislike 
that one eotinoi hut respect it, though seeing how ii 
ably it inaj be pushed and how unjust it may bccom 
based, primanly, of course, upon sentiment — but it is a aenii- 
limenl, in its origiunt shape, both honourable and true. The 
word hcnliinvnt has come in these days (n have a ridiculous 
Iwang in our ears partly ibtougb the silly and pervetleii uses 
to which the thing itself is too often applied, and portly 
through a confusion between the two qualities, uatiminl and 
uHtimntality, which may best be distinguished perhaps by de- 
fining Ihe latter as the abuse of Ihe former. It is sentiment 
which leads us to mark the houses where great men liave been 
botn or jived ; it is sentiment which leads us to gaie with 
reverent admiration on that place of honour in the British 
Museum wherein are enshrined the handwritings of so many 
of our illustrious dead ; all the care we lake to preserve Ihe 
memorials of the past is insfrired by senlimenU But it is a 
sentiment which every right-thinking man would be far more 
ashamed lo miss than to share. Ii is a very different feeling, 
for example, from that which induced a young lady on the 
other side of Ihe world lo preserve under a glass case the 
cherry-slones which she had snatched from Ihe plale of a 
Royal Duke ; it is a very different feeiine from that which in- 
duces so many pdous souls to play such fantastic tricks at the 
knees of living men. This objection, then we are not dis- 
posed in the first instance to quarrel with, especially as most 
of the so-called parodies, burlesques, or "perversions" of to- 
day ore certainly bad enough (o cover even a greater intoler- 
ance. They are bad both in art and tactics. They deal too 
often with subjects which should be k«>t free even &om the 
most good-oalurcd ridicule, and they deal uith them clumsily. 
There is a sort of mind to whom every success, however law- 
fully and honourably gained, is sufficient cause for mockery ; 
the higher a great figure towers above thrir heads the more 
active ace their monkeyish gambols at its feeL The living 
and the dead are alike the objects of their imjnsh rixard, and 
if they perhaps enjoy a livelier pleasure in the thou^l of the 
irritation they can cause to Ihe living, they seem to share a 
peculiar satisfaction in ^owmg themselves superior to any ' 
feeling of reverence for the dead^to say nothing of the fact 
that in the latter case the game is apt lo be a little the safcsL 
The most part of mankind svill sooner laugh al Ihdr more suc- 
cessful fellows than try lo imitate, or, at least, [o respect 
them ; it is easy, then, to understand why the most witless 
and illiberal pa^ldy will never want an audience. 

Nevertheless, the parody in itself is not only capable of 
increasing the gaiety of nations by perfectly harmless and 
Intimate means, but can also, when properly handled and 
directed, be made to play the part of a choslener and in- 
structor. It has been often said that to parody a writer is 
really to pay a compliment to his popularity ; and this is so 
far true that no one would think il worth his while to parody 
any work which was not tolerably well known, for half the 
point of any imitation must always lie in Ihe readiness wUb. 
which its resemblance to ttu: QtuQsa^ 'v> 



I 



' origlnat be not known Ihe imitntioa must necessuily Tall flit 
No reaHy good wiltn wras ever injurGd by a piirody ; fevr, we 
may siippTse, have ever be«n annoyed hy one. No one, fir 
ctiiniple, WAS nioie quick (o recogniie ihe clcverneis a]jtl 
laiieh at the fiin of " A Tale of Drury Lane " b tho Rljictid 
Adlrtssts than Scolt himself; Crabbe, Ihoagh he thought 
Ihere was a Uttle "undeserved ill-nature" in the prefatory 
address owned thnt in the verRification of " The Theatre " 
he had been " done admirably. " On the other hand, we can 
fancy that Messieurs Filigeratd and Spencer saw very liltle 
fiin or wit, or anytMng but " undeserved ill-nsture" in " The 
Loyal Efliidon" and "The Beautiful Incendiary." Tlie 
panidoxical cajrins attributed to .Shafts.': )niry, which so puixled 
and irritated Carlyle, thai ridicule is the test of truth, Rods 
its true explanBtion in his real words. "A subject which will 
not bear raillery is iiis[ncious, " Nothine good was ever des- 
troyed by raillery ; where it plays the part of iconoclast, the 
im^es it breaks are the images of false gods. Nay, anil even 
to the true it may sometimes prove of service. It may gently 
admonish, for instance, the be«t and moat established writer, 
when, from haste, from carelessness, fiaia over-conliilcnce, he 
is in danger of forfdting his reputation ; it may gently lead 

. the tiro, while there is yet time, from the wrong into the 
ri^t path. Nor on writen only may it be exercised 
with advantage. All men who have in any capacity be- 
come, as it were, the property of the public niny by its means 
be warned that they are trespassing too far on their popu- 
larity, that they are in danger of becoming not only mticu- 
lous themselves, but harmful to others ; for every strong man 
who presumes upon his strength Is capable of becoming a 
Kurce of injury to his weaker brethren. We do not say that 
its lessons are always, or even often, taken to heart ; but 
that does not detract from their possible virtue. If such a 
plea were allowed, what, in the name of humanity, would be- 
came of so many of us ? What would become of our lawyers, 
our statesmen, our philosophers, our doctors, our policemen, 
our — appalling thought 1 — our critics, if the failure of their 
endeavours to set and to keep their erring brethren in the 
Htraight path were to be taken as a right reason for their abo- 
lition ? Their resistance to error may seem hopeless, may be 
often ineffectual, but not for that should Ihcy abandon it ; 
rather should they cry, with the author of Oturmaii'i, " Let 

But whatever may be the moral virtue of a. parody. 
there can be no question that to show any reason for its 
existence at all it must be very good. There is nothing in 
the world so pitiful as poor [un, and a bad parody is 
perhaps the [iorcst kind of fun. la his review of the 
[amons Addrnui. Jeffrey discussed the various sorts ol 
parody at some length, and with Bgood deal of acuteness, 
distinguishing between the mare imitation of externals, 
mere personal imitatiOD, so to speak— and thai higher and 
Tirer art which brings before us the intellectual charac- 
toriftics of Ihe original. " A vulgar mimic." he says, " re- 
peats a man's cant phrases and known stories, with an 
exact imitation of his voice, look, and gestnres ; but he is 
an artist of a far higher description who can make stories 
or reasonings in his manner, and represents the features 
and movemcats of hi> mind as wall as the accidents of his 
body. It is a rare feat lo be able to borrow the diction 
and manner of a celebrated writer to express sentiments 
like his own— to write as he would have written on the 
■abject proposed to his imitator — lo think his thoughts, 
in sborl, as well as to use his words — and to make the 
revival of his style appear a natural consequence of the 
■trorig coDoeption of his peculiar ileas.'' And he giws on, 
■• Tbe exact imitation of a good thing, it must be admitted, 
promises ^r to be a pretty good thing in itself; but if the 
resemblance be vei7 striking, it commonly has the addi- 
tional advantage of letting us more completely into the 
secret of ibe origin^ author, and enabling us to under- 



stand far more dearly in what the peculiarity of his man- 
nnr consists, than most of us would ever have done with- 
out this assistance." Jeffrey here carries the parody into 
the regions of very hicn art indeed, if he does not, as wa 
are rather inclined to think ha does, lay more upon its 
shoulders than it can bear. In a note to the same review, 
when reprinted in the collected edition of bis essays, he 
remarks of these AMtiish that " some few of them descend 
10 the level of parodies, but by far the greater part are of 
a much higher description '' from which it would seem 
that he draws a dislinciion between a parody and some- 
thing "of a much higher description," which we mustcon- 
fes.s lo being a liltle in thedarkabout, unless it beaaitni- 
la'ion, and that we should be disposed to rank very much 
below a good parody. Many of our minor bards, for ex- 
ample, have produced extraordiaarily close imitations of 
Mr, Swinburne's style: but we should certainly rank 
these far below a clever parody, such a one. for instancu. 
as thai on U'cWty Hall in Ihe "Bon Gaultier Ballads."" 
or as Mr. Calvorley's inimitable " The Cock and the Bull," 
or " JjDvers," and " A Reflection," No better imitations, 
both of style and substance, have ever been written in 
prose than Thackeray's "Codlingsby" and "Georgedo 
Barnwell ;" hut they are most unquestionably parodies. 



Indeed : 



. hard to see what virtue there ci 

which is not also a parody — that is. as we take 
isciously exaggerate imitation : an imitation 
which is not thai, surely, instead of, as Jeffrey says, de- 
scending to the level of a parody, goes near la descend to 
the much lower level of a plagiarism. 

If we wished lo distinguish between the paroiy designed 
to ridicule and that designed unly to amuse, we should be 
] inclined to say that, while the latter contents itself with 
I an imitation of the style, the former aims also at an imi- 
< tation of the thought and substance. In tha parodies 
we have noticed, for example, Thackeray unquestionably 
intended lo ridicule the authors of Eufnc Aram and 
CoHisgsby. Both their subjects aod Ihe manner o( hand- 
ling those subjects seemed to bim such as deserved ridi- 
cule, and he ridiculed them accordingly, as no one but 
Thackeray could. On the other hand, we do not for a 
moment suppose that the clever Oxford parodist who 
sang the labours aod ultimate triumph of -'Adolphus 
Smalls of Boniface" intended to ridicule Macaulay. He 
took The La^s a/Ancuxl Ronu as his model, because they 
were :3ore familiar probably to his readers than any 
other form of verse, and because their external charac- 
teristics were most easy to reproduce. We read such 



Now thickly and more thickly 

To the Five Orders gates, 
In cap and gown throng through Ihe town 

While-chokered candidates. 
Stunner o£ Christ Churcli, ne'er before 

In academics seen ; 
And Nobby of the collars high, 
Girt with tbe scarf none else may tie ; 
Loud-trowsered Boozer, stripes and all ; 
And whiskered Tomkins from tbe hall 

Of seedy Magdalene; 



They gave him his Itslamur, 
Which was a passman's r 

He was more than three ex 
Could plough from mom 



we read sucb liDes, and laugh al Ihem without feeling that 
an]' injustice is done lo Macauby. Again, when we read 
of another and less fortunate sufferer, — in the schools of 
Cambridge this tim t — bow 
In the crown of bis caii 

Were the Furies and Fates, 
And a delicate map 

Of the Dorian Sutes; 
And they found on his palms, which were dirty. 

What is frequent on pajms— that is dates—* 
we entirely iictiuit the writer of any design to laugh at Mr. 
.Kret Harte. In both these cases the parodies arc really no 
more than proofs of the universal ix)piilaiitv of the writers 
parodied. But when we read in Htjtcttd Admssis the paro- 
dies on Wordsworth and Coleridge, we feel that the writer* 
were intentionally casting ridicule on certain trivialities, cer- 
tain commonplaces lioth uf diction nn<l thought, to which 
these great men did occa-'^ionally »ink. 

It seems to lis, also, that Jeifrey has rated the virtue of 
WHMif in a parody too low — which is, perhaps, only tci say 
that he rates the whole art of {lorody higher than we do. 
Surely it is an esi>ential of this sort of Imitation that the 
words should strike the ear with the very echo of the origi- 
nal. For this reason the specimens we have quoted seem 
to us so particularly good ; and for the same reason, with 
the exc^ion of the " Lay of the Lovelorn," the olever bal- 
lads of Bon GauUier do not seem to us to really come under 
the deRnition of parodies at all. And it is this quality which 

fives the point to Mr. llromley Davenport's '* lJ3wesl>y 
lall.'t In such lines a^ (I icse— though, indeed, the whole 
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Here at least I'll slay no longer, let me seek for some 

Deep in some provincial country far from rail or turnpike 

There lo break all links of habit, and to finii a secret charm 
In the mysteries of manuring and the produce uf a farm. 
To deplore Ihe fall of barley, to admire ihe rise of peas. 
Over flagons of October, giant mounds of breail and cheese j 
Never company to dinner, never visitors from town. 
Just the I'arson and the Doctor (Mr. Smith and Mr. Hrown), 
I )roops the heavy conversation lo an after-dinner snort, 
And articulation dwindles with the second flask of ix>rt. 

We arc very far from -saying that parody is a matter of 
sound only ; |o borrow a well-known line. 



and we doubt whether any really clever parody 
written, or ever will be, in which it does not play : 



spicuous pari, if not the n 



id this. 



where the style strikes one as (he natural and inevitable 
vehicle of the thought, are really aljove the reach of jiarody ; 
why all attempts to parody them, however clever, lose their 
cleverness in the larger consciousness of bad lasle. But to 
place all [>arodies under this ban is surely unreasonable. It 
is unreasonable, as depriving the world of a great deal of 
harmless amusement, and also, as we have said, of a method, 
often more truly efficacious than more serious castlgation, of 
exposing incompetetice and affectation. 

Thi Saturday Sev'ta; February 14, 1885, 




ro6 ^^^^^^^^^^PARODIE^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 


Miss Ann Taylor's " My Mother." 1 


MY MOTHER. 


fear of God's vengtaHce, The vvriter proposed that 


Who fed me from her genlte breast. 
And hush'd me in bee arms 1o rest, 


Mr. lennyson ahould be aaked to compose a final 
verse more in accordance with the eontiments oon- 


And on roy cheek sweet kisses presl ? 


tained in the preceding linc^. 


My Molber. 


In the following number of Tlut Atiienceum. (May 


When sleep forsook my open eye. 


19, 1860), appeared a reply from the authoreaa 


Who was It suiie sweet huababy. 
And rock'd me Ih^t I should not cry ? 


of "My Mother," then a very old lady :— 


My Mother. 


CoLLEOB Hill, Nottincrau, 


Wlio sal and watched my infant bead. 


May 15, 1866. 


Wbea sleeping on mv cradle bed, 


■■ Allow me to Ihank your Correspondent of last 
Saturday for both bis praise and blame; 1 am grateful for 


And (ears of sweet affection shed ! 


My Molber. 


one and confess to the other, in his notice of a little poem 


When pain and sickness made me cry, 


— ' My Mother.' of which I was ihe author, it may be 


Who gaie 1 upon my heavy eye. 
And wept for tear ihat 1 should die ? 


something morethaa sixtyyearaago, I see now, so much 


as he does, though not in all its implicationt, thai, should 


My Mother. 


another edition pass ihroagh the press. I will lake care 


Who dreas'd my doll in clothes so gay, 
And taught me preity how to play, 
And minded all 1 bad to say ? 


that the offeading verse shall he omitted ; or. as I m»y 
hope (without troubling Ihe Laureate), repUced. 1 have 
regarded our good old theolaEian. Dr. VVatts, as nearly 
our only predecessor in verses for children ; and his name 


My Mother, 


—a name I revere— I may perhaps plead in pan, though 


Who ran 10 help me when I fell. 


not so far as to accept now, whal did not stnko mo ai 


And would some pretty story lell, 


objectionable Ihen, There has been an illustraied edition 


Or kiss the rtace lo make i< well ? 


of our ' Original Poems ' recently published by Mr. Virtue, 


My Mother. 


and I am sorry to see it retained ihere ; but, as still iho 


Who tausht my infant lips lo pray. 
And love Gon's holy book and day. 


living author, I have sufficient right to expunge it. 


" Possibly you m^y have beard the names of Ann and 


And walk in wisdom's pleasant way ? 


Jane Taylor, of whom / am the Ann ; and remain, 


My molher, 


yours, &c„ Ann Gtlbbrt." 


And can I ever cease lo be. 


The Editor added: " She sends us the foUowing 
alteration of the verse :— 1 


Affectionate and kind lo Ihee. 
Who was't so very kind to me. 


My Mother! 


For could our Father in the skies. 


Ah, no 1 the thought I cannot bear. 


I-ook down wiih pleased or loving eyes. 


And if God please my life to spare. 


If ever I could dare despise, 


I hope I shall reward thy care, 


My Mother?" 


My Molber, 


This suggested alteration does not, howevet, 


When thou art feeble, old, and gray. 


remove the objectionable word " dt-apiae," whioh 


My healthy arm shall be thy slay. 


is utterly absurd aa applied to such a mother as 


And 1 will siKitbe Ihy pains away. 




My Mother, 
And when I see thee hang thy head, 
'Twill be my t'lrn to waich Ihv bed, 


It may be added that the original last verse i« 

Btill Tery generally printed with the poem. 


And tears of s>vcel all'eclion shed. 


The history of the poem wns thus given in that 


My Molher. 


valuable storehouse of literary fucts, " Notes and 


For God, who lives above the skies. 


Queries," in August 30, 1884. 


Would Icok wiih vengrance in His eyes, 
If I should ever dare despise 

My Mother. 


■■ In 1798, Ann Taylor, then residing with her family in 
Colcbesler. ajjed about sixteen, made a purchase of A 


Mijiflri Pothtt-Bocli, a periodical published by Hanw 




and Dart^^n, 55, Gracechurch Street, London, This coo- 


ne AtAtnaram of May 12, 1866, contained u 




note speaking favorably of the general tone of tho 


poetical pieces to which priies were adjudged. Fired with 


poem " My Mother," but eUting that it waa apoilt 
^^r tho last rereo, in which the only reiison given 
BM.c a chilli fhonid got <]Mpiii/< itit nrnthfir i» Ifit 


charade, and rebus, and forwarded Ihe resulis und«r the 
ilgnaturo of -Juvenilia.- They were successful, ud 
obtained the first prize— six pocket -books. She coDlinood 
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her coDtributions for some years, at first anonymously, 
assisted by her younger sister Jane, and subsequently she 
became the editor duiing twelve or fourteen years, up to 
the time of her marriage in 1813. 

•* On July I, 1803, Darton and Harvey wrote requesting 
some specimens of easy poetry for young children. The 
letter proceeds : ' If something in the way of moral songs 
(though not songs) or short tales turned into verse, or — 
but I need not dictate. What would be most likely to 
please Utile minds must be well known to every one of 
those who have written such pieces as we have already 
seen from thy family,' &c. Their father (Isaac Taylor, 
afterwards of Ongar) did not quite approve of the pro- 
ceeding, remarking, ' I do not want my girls to become 
authors.' 

*' The commission was undertaken by the two sisters, 
and, at the end of 1803, a small volume appeared, with 
the title, Original Poems for Infant Minds, by several Young 
Persons. The work did not consist exclusively of the 
Taylor contributions. Ann remarks, * Having written to 
order, we had no control over the getticg out of the 
volumes, and should have been better pleased if contribu- 
tions from other hands had been omitted.' The sisters 
received five pounds for the first volume, which succeeded 
so well that a commission was given in November, 1804, 
for a second volume, for which they were paid another five 
pounds. It is in the first volume that * My Mother,' 
entirely written by Ann, appears. 

*• Jane Taylor continued to devote herself to literature 
until her decease, in April, 1824, at the age of forty-one. 
Ann married the Rev. Joseph Gilbert, in December. 1813, 
and withdrew from literary work for the rest of her life, 
except very occasionally. This is much to be regretted, 
as she possessed rare talents ; many of the most popular 
poems usually ascribed to Jane having been really written 
oy Ann. Mrs. Gilbert survived to a happy and honoured 
old age. and died Dec. 20. 1866, within a month of the 
completion of her eighty-fifth year. 

" Only a fortnight before her death she wrote, ' You 
rememt>er that in May last there was a discussion in the 
A thtnaum on my poem, 'My Mother,' which surprised 
everybody as an announcement and advertisement of my 
continued existence, so that the Post Office has gained all 
but a revenue from letters addressed to me. which, kindly 
complimentary as they are, I have, of course, had to 
answer.' 

'* The above brief notices of an estimable member of a 
talented family may not be without interest in connexion 
with the poem to which allusion has been made. 

" Sandyknowe. Wavertree. J. A, Picton." 

A further account of Miss Ann Taylor and her 
family will be found in " The Family Pen," by 
Isaac Taylor, which contains memorials, biographi- 
cal and literary, of the Taylor family, of Ongar. 
The work was published in two volumes in 1867. 
The poem "My Mother," has recently been 
translated into German by Carmen Sylva, Queen 
of Eoumania, Before quoting any parodies of this 
poem it may be as well to insert the well-known 
lines "To Mary," written by the poet Cowper 
ten years before the publication of Miss Taylor's 
" My Mother." The similarity of the two poems 
can scarcely have been accidental, and authors of 
parodies of the one, often approach near to an 
imitation of the other. 



To Mary. {Mrs. Unwiu.) 

Autumn 1793. 

The twentieth year is well nigh past 
Since first our sky was overcast ; 
Ah, would that this might be our last ! 

My Mary ! 

Thy spirits have a fainter flow, 
I see thee daily weaker grow ; 
'Twas my distress that brought thee low, 

My Mary ! 

Thy needles, once a shining store, 
For my sake restless heretofore. 
Now rust disused, and shine no more, 

My Mary ! 

For though thou gladly would'st fulfil 
The same kind office for me still, 
Thy sight now seconds not thy will, 

My Mary ! 

But well thou play'dst the housewife's part, 
And all thy threads, with magic art. 
Have wound themselves about this heart, 

My Mary ! 

Thy indistinct expressions seem 
Like language uttered in a dream ; 
Yet me they charm, whate'er the theme, 

My Mary I 

Thy silver locks, once auburn bright. 
Are still more lovely in my sight 
Than golden beams of orient light. 

My Mary ! 

For, could I view nor them, nor thee. 
What sight worth seeing could I see ? 
The sun wf uld rise in vain for me. 

My Mary ! 

Partakers of thy sad decline, 
Thy hands their little force resign ; 
Yet gently pressed, press gently mine. 

My Mary ! 

Such feebleness of limbs thou prov'st. 
That now at every step thou mov'st 
Upheld by two ; yet still thou lov*st. 

My Mary! 

And still to love, though pressed with ill, 
In wintry age to feel no chill, 
With me is to be lovely still. 

My Mary ! 

But ah ! by constant heed I know, 
How oft the sadness that I show. 
Transforms thy smiles to looks of woe, 

My Mary! 

And should my future lot be cast 
With much resemblance of the past. 
Thy worn-out heart will break at last. 

My Mary ! 

William Cowper. 



The Victim of Circumstances. 

By an Outcast. 

Who tucked me up in bed at night, 
And cried as she blew out the light : 
** Now go to sleep, you little fright ?*'— 



■^^^^^^H 


WHi^^H 


loS PARODIES. ^ 


Who pilled me upon Ihe head. 
And in the gruffest accents said : 
"Get out, you oaf, nod earn your bread ?"— 
My Father. 


Who said she'd watch, then meanly slept. 
And pincb'd me spiteful when I wepL 
And for my pap her stale crusts kept ? 

Dear Nursy-pursy. 


Whi> dropped on me a scaUling [ear, 
Exclaiming, as she t)axed my cor : 
■' The gallows is your doom, I fear ?"— 
My Sister. 


Who gaied into my heavy eye. 
And s.iid, " A powder we must try ; 
This bonid child, he lives loo high ?" 

Dear Nursy-pursy. 


Who gently asked me what I'd fiot. 
And cried, while pocketing the lot : 
•' Be off, or else you'll get it hot ?"— 

My Brother, 


Who, when I yell'd, cried, " Hold your din !" 
Or choked me with a drop of gin 
(It wasn't spasms, but a pin) ? 

Ueat Nursy-pursy. 


Who with my locks w.iuld gently play, 
And wrote me when she ran away ; 
'■ With such a fool I cannot slay f"— 

My Wife. 
Who stuck to me through thick and Ihln, 
Then drew a bill and lei me in, 
EndaimlnE: "What an ass you've been?" — 


Who on my loddluros lei me run 

Much sooner than she should have done. 

Which I've grown up a bandy one? 

My Nursy-pursy. 
Anonymous, 


My Friend. 
Who filled with lears my sorrow's cup. 
By crying, as she went lo sup : 
■' Here, p'lcesraan, lock this blackguard up I"— 

My Aunl. 


Competition in Lo.sg Clothes, 

A Lav of North Wooi-wicn. 

(Afrepas n/ the Baby Show). 


Who rescued me from oul the dirl, 
And said, in accents harsh and ciitl, 
"No more nor siipence on Ihis shin?"— 
My Uncle 
Ji^ii, November 26, 1879. 

Mv Relations. 


Who felt the weight, and scanned the siie 
Of rival yearlings with surprise, 
Vet doubled not to win the Priie? 

My Mother 1 

To change thy purpose all were vain : 
Was'i love of me? or hope of gain. 

My Mother? 


Who taught my baby-lip* la coo. 
And trained them first lo utter " Boo !" 
And spanked me pretty soundly, too?— 
My .Mother. 


Who let the public eye make free 
With secrets of our nursery. 
That iol'rest only you and mc ? 

My Mother t 


Who nipped me smartly on the head 
Because 1 sdd his no« was tc<l. 
And sent me howling off to bed ?— 

My Father. 


Who babes with piglings would confound. 
Show both for flesh, so firm and sound, 
And weigh their merits by thi found ? 

My Mother 1 


Who called me "Clever lillle lad. 

The very picture of my dad." 

And gave me sixUnu-vkkk wti bad ?— 

My Grandfather. 


Ambition noble t to prepare 
Spring infants, fattened up with care. 
First Quality, Ten Pounus thr Pais, 
My Mother 1 


Who, when I uked he( if her hair 
Was all her own. said. " Little beat 1" 
And fixed me with a stony stare?— 
My AuuL 


It breeders pri«c» be allowed. 
Maternity, to please the crowd. 
Concurrently must be endowed. 

My Mother ! 


Who is, alas I the a»lj friend 
On whom 1 can at all depend. 
And wUI rcnmin so to the end !- 

My Uocle, 


Home joys, my mother, now are cheap r 
I pass my time in healthy sleep. 
Vet win a cup to pay mv keep, 

My Mother 1 




TA* r<.«w*«»*, July 31, 1869. 


.n, 


.g. ^_ 


NlRSY PUKSV. 
[This poem, wriltcn by a child aged only five years and 
Uitce months, is printed more as a lileiaty curiosity th.in for 
any irthei reason. .\ kind of lender pathos itiay l>c observable 
hoe and there, which in a child so young is, al least, siir- 
pdsm6.J 

Who wore a liideoas high-ctown'd cap, 
Who called mc tootiywoolxy chap, 
YMOMdmr lillle Iieadtn «!<>(>? 

Dear Nurtypuny. 


Mother-in-Law. ^^^H 

Who kissed me when I first was wed. ^^^| 
And said I was her " dear sun Fred "— ^^^H 
Hut did not mean a word she said ? ^^^H 
My Molhet-in-law. ^^^H 
Who when our honeymoon was o'et ^^^^H 
Came just to stop a week, no morel ^^^| 
And proved herself a horrid bore ) ^^^H 
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Who coming for a week to stay. 
Remained serene day after day, 
And showed no wish to go away ? 

My Mother-in-law, 

Who sowed the seeds of married strife 
Between the husband and the wife, 
And so embittered all our life ? 

My Mother-in-law. 

Who never let a quarrel flag, 

Whose tongue was ne'er too tired to wag, 

Who taught her daughter how to nag ? 

My Mother-in-law, 

Whom would I fain, ah ! fain beguile 
To some far distant Sandwich Isle ?* 
That infamous old crocodile. 

My Mother-in-law. 



-:o:- 



A Lay of Real Life. 

Who ruined me ere I was bom, 
Sold every acre, grass and com. 
And left the next heir all forlorn ? 

My Grandfather. 

Who said my mother was ** no nurse," 
And physicked mc and made me worse. 
Till infancy became a curse ? 

My Grandmother. 

Who said my mother was a Turk, 
And took me home and made me work. 
But managed half my meals to shirk ? 

My Aunt. 

Who, **of all earthly things," would boast 
** He hated other's brats the most," 
And therefore made me feel my post ? 

My Uncle. 

Who got in scrapes, an endless score, 
And always laid them at my door. 
Till many a bittei bang I bore ? 

My Cousin, 

Who took mc home when mother died. 
Again with father to reside. 
Black shoes, clean knives, mn far and wide ? 

My Stepmother. 

Who marred my stealthy urchin joys. 

And, when I played, cried ** What a noise I** — 

Girls always hector over boys — 

My Sister. 

Who used to share in what was mine. 
Or took it all, did he incline, 
• 'Cause I was eight and he was nine ? 

My Brother. 

Who stroked my head and said, ** Good lad ;" 
And gave me sixpence — ** all he had " — 
' But at the shop the coin was bad ? 

My Godfather. 

Who, gratis, shared my social glass. 
But when misfortune came to pass, 
Referred me to the pump ? — Alas ! 

My Friend, 

Through all this weary world, in brief, 
Who ever sympathised with grief. 
Or shared, my joy, my sole relief? 

Myself. 

Anonymous. 



Her Mother. 

Who comes and causes little tiffs ; 
And gives the most suggestive sniffs. 
Whene'er a man takes twenty whiffs ? 

My Mother-in-law ! 

Who, when a babe is born, appears. 
And in my business interferes, 
Until at last she domineers ? 

My Mother-in-law ! 

Who comes to stay a day or two. 
And then stops all the winter through ; 
Pretending she's obliging you ? 

Rly Mother-in-law ! 

W^ho makes out you ill-treat her child, 

W^hen pretematurally mild, 

You are at last by her driven wild ? 

My Mother-in-law ! 

Who makes the serxants notice give. 
And when she at your house will live, 
Makes you from home a fugitive ? 

My Mother-in-law ! 

WTio at the meals turns up her nose, 
W^ho loves your projects to oppose, 
And very nasty hints out-throws ? 

My Mother-in-law ! 

Who, cuckoo like, invades the nest, 

Till happiness is dispossest. 

And then remains a tiresome guest ? 

My Mother-in-law ! 

From Finis. 



■:o;- 



- In the Sandwich Ittlos it la death for a man's mother-in-law to 
visit him without permission. Happy Sahdvnch Islanders. ! ! I 



Dick's Letter to the Editor 

of the "Boy's Own Paper." 

I THINK the public ought to know 
The miseries I undergo 
From one who only love should show ; 

My Brother I 

Who thinks my head was made to hit ? 
My hat a subject for his wit, 
Till laughing almost brings a fit ! 

My Brother I 

Who makes me by the hour stand scout, 
But kicks me if I catch him out. 
Demanding what I am about ? 

My Brother! 

Who goes financially to smash, 
And borrows all my hoarded cash. 
To purchase stamps, or some such trash ? 

My Brother I 

Who makes me copy out his lines 
When he's been kicking up his shines. 
And forces me to pay his fines ? 

My Brother I 

Yes, spite of all the ties of birth, 
To him my woes cause only mirth; — 
You are the biggest fraud on earth. 

My Brother I 



Audi Altbrau Partbh, 
Toms Litlir to the Ediint. 
Dick's my small brother ; that's eciough 
To show my lot is rather rough ; 
Of one thing I get quaalum suf. 

My Brother I 
Who's always writing home lo sneak ? 
Who gives me endless kinds of cheek, 
Yet wants me lo correct his Greek I 

My Brother I 
Who never at a game will play 
Unless you let him have bis way, 
And bat at least teri limes a day I 

My Brother ! 
Who cannot stand the mildest snub I 
Who gets his double share of ^ruh ? 
And if you touch him starts lo blub ? 

My Brother I 
'Tis sad lo see one's rackets ■' go " ; 
'Tis hard to slog and miss a slow ; 
You're worst! for you're a constant woe, 

My Brother I 
Thi Boy's Own PJfir, Feb. i6, 1884. 



Some "Confidences" to the Editor. 
._ "Sister" writes from Newcastle-upon-Tyne; — "Dear 
Mr, Editor, — In ilie March part of ■ B. O, P.' occur two 
poems, ostensibly Dick's and Tom's Letter to yourself, 
onent the miseries which Tom inflict* upon Diclc, and via 
v«tsa. Now, on perusal of the said poctns, my small bro- 
ther Harry discovered that some feature! of (to him, at least) 
•ibsorbiug interest had been omitted in their construction. 
' But lAtft fellow hasn't got red hair,' he exclaimed, indig- 
nantly, 'or else his brother would have bullied him about 
that, too." "Then since row have," 1 mildly ventured to 
hint, ' suppose you write a description of your woes, and 
we'll send it lo ihe Editor. While / will have m* say about 
' brothers,' for really I don't see why girls shouldn't have a 
voice in (he mailer, teeing Ihal they often have not only lo 
mend, at unreasonable times, the said brothers' wearing ap- 
parel, but also to bear at all seasons with their growllngs.' 
" So, Mr. Editor, Harry and 1 send you our humble offer- 

" ■ ■ >erfecl liberty to mal.. , , . ,. 

le realms of the W. P. B. if jou don't. 
" Very truly yours, 

"His Sister." 



II Ai 
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Who would not help me when I fell, 
But bade me, roughly, "Stop that yell T' 
Or, straightnay, he " would go and tell ?" 

My Brother '. 
Who ti 



Andn 



marbles all uway — 



My Brolher I 
Who wouldn't let me use his Ull 
Nor cricket ever k-am at all, 
Because I was ' ' so very small f ' 

My Urodin '. 
Who laughed becauie my hair wu red. 
And lill^ it full of cnimM of bread, 
'ITiei), jeering, cried, "The baby'* fed ?" 

My Brolher I 



Who always was so nice and meek, 
And xevir (.') could a harsh word speak 
(And yet he was the biggest sneak) ? 

My Brother t 

Whom all the ladies thought "so good 
And only wished Ikisr brothers would 
Follow his footsteps, 1/ ihty should I 

My Brother I 



A "Sister's" Complaint. 

Who, subsenucnlly, older grown. 
Becomes a bore, as will be shown. 
Prating of " lime," and " tune," and "lone 1'' 
My Brother ! 

Who plays the tiddle in a key 

Midway between keys "A " and " B," 

And scorns all mild aidvicc from me ? 

My Brolher ! 

Who holds it as a solemn charge 
To wear the " Masher " collar large. 
Nor knows the draper's overcharge ? 

My Brother I 

Who walks with stately port upright 1 
Who wears his " pantaloons " too tight. 
Which adds absurdly to his height? 

My Brother 1 

Who always will a silk hat wear 
Upon his highly-scented hair. 
And in his hand a cane-stick bear ? 

My Brother I 

Who think there ought lo be no boys. 

Who nothing make save " rents " and noise, 

And rudely spoil our household joys ? 

Their Sisters ! 



Ths Boy's Own Paper, May 10, 18S4. 



Who I Ah, Who? 

Who culled me from a foreign source, 

And trolled me as his own horse. 

In brain— spun harness ; Why, of course, 

My Authot. 
Who set me up in t3-pe so rare 
(I heard liim at iiis " devils" swear 1) 
And for my future didn't care f 

My Frintef^fl 
Who sent me like a s,-mdwich forth, 
And tastily my inward worlh 
Displayed upon the sweetest cloth i 

My Binder. 
Who eyed inc with a guardian'i eye. 
And thought my price, a sov., not high. 
Cast me forth with, "hey 1 buy, buy 1 " 

My Publisltaf.f 
Who foundastrong "coincidence," 
Informed the public how and whence 
My author gleaned at small expense ? 

MV CRITIf, 

Thi Fiftro. February 18, 1874, 



" MY MOTHER." 



Ill 



Mr. Wilson Barrett {producing MS,), As my 
collaboratenr and friend is late, 
I think I will b^n, at any rate. 
Oar scene, then, Prince 

[^Entn Mr Henry Irving, hurritcUy.] 

Mr, H, Irving, But what is this I see t 
This is not what we settled, Wilson B. t 
I was to read, you know 

Mr, W. B, Yes, you are right, 

But in your absence, well. I thought I might 
At all events commence. 

Mr. H. I. (biiierly). Ha. ha t again. 

That eagerness advantage to obtain. 
Pardon me. Prince, if I, to check emotion, 
Carol a strain I made up on the ocean : — 

Who first in melodrama played, 
And then, when he a name had made, 
Like me, Shakespearean parts essayed ? 

My Barrett I 

Who copied me in sundry ways, 
And jealous of my early bays. 
Got Wills to write him blank-verse plays t 

My Barrett ! 

Who. when I Romeo's part had done. 
Vowed he would play a younger one, 
And so came out with Chatterton ? 

My Barrett ! 

Whose breast with such ambition burned, 
That he the whole of " Hamlet " learned, 
And played it when my back was turned ? 

My Barrett 

And who. if I do not take care. 
Will my dramatic sceptre share ; 
Nay, perhaps to rival me will dare t 

My Barrett 1 

Truth, Christmas Number, 1884. 
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My Banker, 

Who puts my money in his till, 
And when in difficulties will 
Employ it to take up a Bill ? 

My Banker. 

Who cuts a very pretty dash 
By spending other people's cash. 
And ends with a tremendous smash ? 

My Banker. 

Who has a pleasant country seat. 

With piurk and grounds and all complete. 

And is a thorough going cheat ? 

My Banker. 

Who goes to Church and says his prayers. 
And gives himself religious airs. 
And pawns my bonds and sells my shares ? 

My Banker. 

Who, when convinced his house must go. 
Hints to a friend to let him know, 
'Tis well to keep his balance low ? 

My Banker. 



Who lives in most recherche style, 
And wears the very blandest smile. 
Though he*s insolvent all the while? 

My Banker. 

Who may a lesson yet be taught, 

And find himself some morning brought 

Before the Central Criminal Court ? 

My Banker. 

Punch, June 30, 1855. 



•:o: 



My Broker. 

Who leads me on to fields Elysian, 
Where golden prospects greet my vision, 
And charges but a small commission ? 

My Broker. 

Who, while I trudge through muddy ways. 
Rides (for that small commission pays) 
Behind a handsome pair of bays ? 

My Broker. 

Who, sitting at Pactolus' fount. 

Buys, sells, or holds for ''next account,*' 

Charging, of course, a small amount ? 

My Broker. 

Whose tone is soft, whose manner bland ; 
Who, lightly holding by my hand, 
Talks figures I don't understand ? 

My Broker. 

When panics come, who seems to wear 
A calm, serene, superior air. 
As if it wasn't his affair ? 

My Broker. 

Whose villa's somewhere in the West ; 
Whose wife's in silk and sealskin drest ; 
Whose wines and weeds are of the best ? 

My Broker's. 

Whose waist expands ; who still can sport 
A face of roundest, ruddiest sort, 
Through drinking forty-seven port ? 

My Broker. 

Whom did I look on as my friend, 

Till he those ** Turks ** would recommend, 

Yet knew the inevitable end ? 

My Broker. 
Punch, October 23, 1875, 



Audi Alteram Partem. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — Although a Broker myself, I heartily 
enjoyed your lines this week, which are true of here and there 
a case in our calling, though about as applicable to the great 
body of Brokers as those I enclose are to the generality of 
Clients. The portrait I have sketched is, however, drawn 
from nature, and by no means libels a constantly increasing 
class, whose little game is ** Heads, I win : tails, you lose." 

Your highly-tickled reader. 

Fair Play. 

Throgmorton Street, Oct. 29. 

My Client. 

Who hangs about the Courts all day, 
And deals in a most reckless way, 
With every Broker who will stay ? 

My CUent I 
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PARODIES. 



Who talks a guttural foreign lingo, 

And, whilst he wins, still lets the thing go, 

Until a j>anic comes ? By jingo ! 

My Client ! 

Who dabbles in a hundred ** specs,** 

His Broker's hazards little recks, 

And chuckles as he takes large cheques ? 

My Client ! 

Who, when his ventures, ** bear * '-hugged, quake, 
Commissions, quick, a double stake. 
Vowing the thing all right to make ? 

My Client ! 

Who, when the threatened crash has come, 

And he owes me a stiffish sum. 

Fails to turn up — and leaves me glum ? 

My Client ! 

Who, for his " little games *' out-lawed, 
I lis pockets fdled with fruits of fraud. 
Coolly retires, and lives abroad ? 

My Client ! 



Al.TKR KT Ii)i:m. 

( From Broker No, 2). 

Who swaggered down from West End Club, 
As fierce as any half-pay **Sub," 
Prepared all City Men to snub ? 

My Client 1 

Who, when I gave him sound advice. 
And lande<l him on ** something nice,** 
Declared Td robbed him in the price ? 

My Client ! 

Who (though when things were going well, 
He took his profits like a Swell) 
Firmly, for loss, declined to ** shell?** 

My Client ! 

Who, on that panic settling-day. 
Just calmly kept himself away. 
And left me all his debts to'pay ? 

My CUent ! 

Whom did I fmd *• Gone out of Town,*' 
Whose assets not worth half-a-crown, 
And who'd done twenty Brokers ** brown ?** 

My Client ! 
Punch, November 6, 1875. 

• — :o: 

Mv Bismarck! 

Who. safe immured as in an ark, 
Keeps all his counsels close and dark, 
Ana acts the part of Nick's chief clerk ? 

My Bismarck ! 

W'ho to poor Johnny wouldn't hark, 
But seized and ransack'd poor Denmark, 
Like, what hQ is, a greedy shark ? 

My Bismarck ! 

Who looks on Europe as a park, 
Where men, like dogs, may bite and bark, 
While he looks on all grim and stark t 

My Bismarck ! 



Who yet will overshoot the mark. 
And wreck proud Prussia's lofty barque, 
And get his hide tann'd ? What a lark ! 

Why, Bismarck ' 

Judy* May 15, 1867. 
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Who's Who in 1851. 

Who, when I feel a little ill. 
Sends- me a daily draft and pill. 
Followed by a tremendous bill ? 

My Doctor ! 

Who preaches self-denying views, 
Charges a heavy rent for pews. 
And calls on me for Easter dues ? 

My Parson ! 

Who, when a law-suit I have won. 
For a large sum begins to dun, 
To which the extra costs have run ? 

My Lawyer ! 

Who, for my trousers, which, with straps, 
Have cost him half-a-sovereign, p'raps, 
Down in the bill two guineas claps ? 

My Tailor ! 

Who, when I wish of beef a stone. 
Composed of wholesome meat alone. 
Sends me at least three pounds of bone ? 

My Butcher I 

Who, when I send a joint to bake, 
Away from it contrives to take 
Enough a hearty meal to make ? 

My Baker ! 

Who lends my Times to read in town. 
And when I at the lateness frown. 
Tells me the engine's broken down ? 

My Newsman ! 

Who coolly pawns my "other** shirt, 
And tells me, with assurance pert, 
She*s only dropped it in the dirt? 

My Laundress ! 

Who peeps in every private note. 

Wears my best neckcloth round his throat, 

And at the ** Swarry** six)rts my coat ? 

My Footman I 

Who brings my shaving water late. 
And with a basket full of plate 
One morning doth evaiwrate. 

My Valet 1 

Who flirts with soldiers dressed so fine, 
And leaves that sweetest pet of mine. 
To tumble in the Serpentine, 

My Nursemaid ! 

Who comes to make a formal call. 

Merely to criticise us all. 

When severed by the party wall ? 

My Neighbour I 

Who's who, or where shall he be sought. 
Who may not now and then be caught 
At something wrong in act or thought. 

Why ! No one ! 

Punchy January 11, 1851. 



* This amiable and accomplished lady should remember 
the aseful advice of Mr, Artemus Ward, " Never to pro- 
phecy unless you know." 



" MY MOTHER." 
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My Boot-Hooks. 

The Lay of a Lunatic, 

[This poei" is selected from a variety of coDtributioDS 
intended for The Hanwell Annual, It shows a true spirit 
of poetry, although the subject is not perhaps clearly 
followed out. The last stanza, in particular, is a fine 
instance of poetical license ] 

Who, when the sea did toss and roar, 
And I thought soon to be no more, 
Came and knock'd loudly at my door ? 

My Boot-hooks. 

• • • • 

Who pulled the nose of Rome's first Pope, 
For looking after Johnny Cope, 
Who was so poorly off for soap ? 

My Boot-hooks. 

Who at Vingt-un hid all the aces. 
Then threw the counters in our faces. 
The night precedmg Epsom races t 

My Boot-hooks. 

Who, whilst I was residing at Constantinople. 
Took advantage of my absence to open my bureau, 
And thus betrayed the confidence I placed in them ? 

My Boot-hooks. 
The Man in the Moon, Vol. 4. 
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My Bicycle, 

By Jagy Torlton. 

He cadgily ranted aud sang. — Old Song, 

What spins around "like all git out," 

And swiftly carries me about, 

So light, so still, so bright and stout ? 

My Bicycle. 

Regard me now where I sit high on 
Nag forty pound of mostly iron ; 
And don't you wish that you might try on 

My Bicycle ? 

Monstrum imfofme, ingens ! some 
Cry, seeing first this courser come. 
Our ** fine knee-action" strikes them dumb. 

My Bicycle ! 

Call him a monster from the east. 
And both a lean and fatuous beast. 
You comprehend not in the least 

My Bicycle. 

Revolve it in your mind, and my way 
Will show to be a more than guy way — 
High way of riding on the highway — 

My Bicycle. 

Those now who stand and stare and say, 
O, * * parce nobis, sUl vous plait, ' ' 
Will beg to tread, another day. 

My Bicycle. 

What tho* Hans Breitmann did, almost. 
And Schnitzerlein gave up the ghost ? 
Twas all because they couldn't boast 

My Bicycle. 

And sajring mine, I do not mean 
There are not many others seen 
Who ride like me on my machine, 

Mj Bicycle, 



Tm not stuck up, tho' seated high ; 
To ride, at once, and run and fly — 
My pride is so to travel by 

My Bicycle. 

Who will my head with learning stow, 
I work the light, ped-antic toe, 
Tis cyclopedic lore to know 

My Bicycle. 

And when the saddled arc I span, 
What care I for the fall of man 
Let him remount ! I always can 

My Bicycle. 
All the mutations I discern 
Of men and States not me concern. 
While I avoid to overturn 

My Bicycle. 

See Russia rotten, Turkey eat — 
And John Bull in a stewing heat ; 
We have a better kind of meet, 

My Bicycle I 

Then hurry spokes and spokesman too. 
We only have an hour or so. 
And almost twenty miles to go. 

My Bicycle. 

Lyra Bicyclica, By J. G. Dalton, (E. C. Hodges & Co.) 
Boston, 1885. 
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My Chignon. 

What was it all my fears did quell, 
When down six flights of stairs I fell. 
Preserved my cranium so well ? 

My Chignon ! 

What is it, when some young knight pries 
Out of his blue orbs corner-wise, 
That tilts my hat down o'er my eyes ? 

My Chignon ! 

What is it so exceeding kind. 
When I walk through the rain and wind. 
On some stray twig will stay behind 
To form a nest for feathered kind ? 

My Chignon ! 

Girl of the Period Miscellany, August, 1869. 
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My Dentist, 

In childhood who my first array 

Of teeth pluck'd tenderly away, 

For teeth, like dogs, have each their day ? 

My Dentist. 

Who, when my first had run their race, 
And others had usurp'd their place. 
When overcrowded gave them space? 

My Dentist. 

Whether the cavities were slight, 

Or vast and deep, who stopp'd them tight. 

Then made their polish'd surface white? 

My Dentist. 

When void of bone a gap was seen. 

Who fix'd, the vacancy to screen. 

An artificial one between? 

M5( 'Q^';2^x«^^. 



Who, when imbitioiis lo be (irsl 
My horse fell headlong in ihe hurst, 
Replttccd Ihe ivories dispersed? 

My Dentist. 
Who " Baily" left on parlour chair 
With leaf lurn'd down to »how me where 
Jack Russell's life was pictured there ? 

My Uentisl. 
Or reading in that doleful cell 
Whyte-Melviile's verse, who knew full well 
Its charm would every pang dispel ? 

My Demist. 
Who lull'd with laughing gas my fear 
When conscious that a tug was ni 



Form 






■e? 



My Demist, 
And lastly, when infinn I grew. 
Who skilfully each relic drew, 
And framed for me a Diioulh-pieee new ? 

My Dentist. 
From " Stags and Vtrsei on Sforling Siibjecls." by R. E, 
jeilon-WarbuTton (Pickering & Co., Piccadilly, 1879.) 



Rondeau, 

To-day, it is my natal day. 

And threescore years have passed away, 

While Time has turned 10 silver gray 

My hairs. 
Pursuing pleasure, love, and fun, 
A iongish louru I've had lo run. 
And thanks to Fortune I have won 

My hares. 
But now, exhausted in the race. 
No longer I can go Ihe pace. 
And others must take up the chase, 

My heirs. 

Tom Hood, 



Tlie following Parody is taken from n Hmall and 

iry BCarce Toltmte, entitled, " Mt Hookah ; or, The 

^ranfferin Calcutta-" Being a collection of Poems 

by an Officer. Calcutta : Printed at the PresB of 

Greenvayasd Co., 1812. 

The volume contains a Preface, 73 pages of 
Poetry, of a mildly humourouH type, and a List of 
Subaoribere, headed by the name of The Right 
Honourable Lord Minto, Grovernor General, etc., 
etc, etc. In a foot note to Alff Hookah, the 
Author (whose uame is not given), remarks, 
" Cowpcr's beautiful lines to ' Mary ' have given 
rise to innumcmble Parodies — we have had ' My 
Fftther,' — ' My Mother,' and even 'My Granny;' 
why then should not 'My Hookah ' be added to 
the number t" 

Mv HooKAii. 

What U it, that affurdi such joys 
Od Indian (horn, and never cloyi. 
But makes that fnlly, bubbliig noise ? 

My Hookah. 



What is it, that a Party If in 

At breakfast, dinner, or at Tiffin, 

Surprises and delights Ihe GriSin? 

My Hookah. 
What is it lo Cadets gives pleasure? 
What is il occupies ihdr leisure I 
What do they deem the greatest treasure ? 
My Hookah. 
Bay — wlial makes Decency wear sable? 
What makes each would-be nabob able 
To cock his legs upon the table ? 

My HookaK 
What is it (tnisi me, I'm nol joking, 
Tis truth — altho', I own, provoking) 
That sets e'en Indian bslles a smoking ? 

My Hookah. 
What is it — whensoe'er we search 
Incv'ry place ;—**«/( the Church, 
That leaves sweet converse in Ihe lurch? 

My Hookah. 
Uut hold my Muse — for shame, for shame — 
One question ere you smoking blame — 
Whit is it givis your book a tiami ? 

My Hookah. 
My fault I own — my censure ends ; 
Nay tnore— I'll try to make amends, 
Who is Ihe safiil of all friends ? 

My Hookah. 
Say who ? or what retains the power. 
When fickle Fortune 'gins to lour. 
To solace many a lonely hour f 

My Hookah. 
When death-like dews and fogs prevailing 
In Pinnace or in Budg'-row sailing, 
What is it that preveals our ailing? 

My Hookah. 
When we're our skins with claret soaking, 
And heedless wits thflir friends are jokinj^ 
Which friend will stand the grtaltst umehingi 

MyHo(A;ah. , 
By what — (nay, answer at your ease,) 
While pocketing our six rupees — 
By what d'ye mean the town lo please? 

My Hookah. 



My Jbsnt. 
A Lay of Lijhley. 
" yinny s(ail jwi." — French idiom. 
"Jtnsy hnovs vbafs i»Ai>(. "^English tianalatioii. 

Oil I when by all my troop forsaken, 
And Beak had all my singers taken. 
Who jusl appeared lo save my bacon ? 

My Jenny ! 
Who was il I at last cajoled. 
To break her word for British gold, 
■By which the Poet Buna was sold, 

My Jenny ! 



* Hiai Jeuny Und Aral tppMred it C 
WM rmitt UKmuiniiwulaf Mr. Lui 
Buna") twine thtnliUM at Drurj' L 
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Who is this Swedish nightingale, 

Of whom each told a different tale, 

" She»d rival Grisi ;" ** No, she'd fail,'* 

My Jenny I 

Alboni, Castellan, or Grisi 
Are tolerable, and may please ye. 
But Where's the girl who'll beat them easy. 

My Jenny ! 

Who made so brilliant a dSbut, 
And such an awful audience drew, 
That all soprani palhd grew, 

My Jenny ! 

Who is't I hope will still remain, 
Because I can foresee, with pain 
All's up when she's gone back again, 

My Jenny ! 
The Man in the Moon, Vol I. 
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My Landlady. 

By a Lodger. 

Who greets me with a greasy smile, 
Though she is cheating me the while — 
And says, ** I'm out of coals and ile ?" 

My Landlady. 

Who says she's seen much better days. 
And win her ** poor departed " praise. 
And with her chat my meal delays ? 

My Landlady. 

Who lets her son my collars wear. 
And with me my clean linen share ? 
Who with my clothes-brush does her hair ? 

My Landlady. 

Who on my viands waxes fat ! 
Who keeps a most voracious cat ! 
Who often listens on my mat ? 

My Landlady. 

Who won't bring up cold joints to me. 
Who drinks my spirits — prigs my tea — 
Who for my sideboard keeps a key ? 

My Landlady. 

Who "cooks" the little bills I pay, 
And cheats me — yes I in every way ; 
Who is it I shall leave to-day ? 

My Landlady. 
The Figaro Album, I873. 

My Lodger. 

By a Landlady. 

Who chips my marble mantelpiece, 
Drops on my " Brussels " spots of grease, 
Deprives my tabby of his peace. 
And more uian once has lussed my niece ? 

My Lodger. 

And who my balcony did fill 
With an election posting-bill. 
And spouted to a mob, until 
The uproar really made me ill ? 

My Lodger. 

Who plays the horn at ghostljr hours, 
And brings the ceiling down m showers, 
By beating time, and thoroughly sours 
Tlie people m the house next ours ? 

My Lodger. 



And who, when Sunday morning comes. 
Some operatic chorus hums 
With wild young men he calls his "chums,*' 
While one a harp, or banjo thrums ? 

My Lodger. 

Who doth the acrobats engage. 
The " happy family " in the cage ; 
Delights m Punch and Judy^s rage 
With ragged boys of every age ? 

My Lodger. 

Who wakes my neighbour in a fright. 
Invites that pious man to fight. 
Hiccups — " I'll see — ^mishtake — all right," 
And who'll have warning, too, this night ? 

My Lodger. 
Judy, February 10, 1869. 



-;o; 



Thb Undbrgrad's Soliloquy. 

What darkens all my bright career, 
And takes away my breath with fear, 
As I behold it looming near ? 

My Little^go. 

I used to feel so free and jolly, — 
Indulged in fun, perhaps in folly,— 
What makes me now so melan-choly ? 

My Little-go. 

What makes me blush, and look so shy. 
When up the Turl, or down the High, 
I catch the stem Exam'ner's eye ? 

My Little*go. 

would I were a little lamb 
A-skipping with my gentle fam — 
Ily, nor troubled by Exam. 

Or Little-go. 

What makes my sister Mary Jane 
Keep writing in that mournful strain, — 
" Dear John, don't overtax your brain ? " 

My Little-go. 

Oh ! will this frightful harass last ? 
No ! I can see I'm thinning fast. 
And soon my body will be past 

All Little-goes. 

These mental faculties of mine 
Their powers and energies resign — 

1 die a martyr at the shrine 

Of Little-go. 

And when beneath some yew-tree's gloom, 
My bones shall into dust consume, 
This epitaph shall grace my tomb, — 

O. Little-go 1 

EPrTAPH. 

" No ceaseless coughings racked his side, 
No agues shook him ; in his pride 
(Weep, gentle reader, weep )) he died 

Of LitUe-go." 

C. E. W. B. Wore. CoU. Oxford. 

CoUegi Rhymts. T. & G. Shrimpton, Oxford^ i.^v 



Mv Mbmbbr. 

Diiicihi ta tkt Mtrqah of Lortiondtrry. 
Who. now that naughty Castle kg AG a 
With Shannan Crawford's gone astray. 
For Downshire ought to win the day ? 

My Member. 
Who, since the seal I've dearly bought. 
Must in for it at once be brought 
(At least, so 1 have alwajs thought) ? 

My Member. 
Who, if he calls his soul his own, 
And don't bis views to mine postpone. 
Shall overboard at once be thrown ? 

My Member. 
Who, when I say that wrong is right, 
That truth is falsehood, black is white. 
Musi take the self-same point of sight ? 

My Member. 
Who. at my will, ia deaf. dumb, blind. 
And, howsoever disinclioed. 
Must. iC he wilt speak, speak my mind ? 

My Member. 
Who with Diy letters ne'er must fence, 
But praise the style and guess me sense. 
Despite the number, mood, and tense ? 

My Member. 
Who, in the park or in the street. 
Shall have a nod whene'er we meet. 
And at my balls shall shake bis feet ? 

My Member, 
Who, 'nealh such favours shower'd tn masti. 
From mere humanity shall pass, 
And be mf man, my ox. my ass ? 

My Member. 
P-«*. June 5, 1851. 

[The Viscount Castlereagb. eldest son of the Marquis 
of Londonderry, sat as the member for County Down from 
t6^ft to 1832, and Ibe seal bad always, until then, been 
regarded as family property,] 



To Mv MtlHBAV. 

Aulumn, 1857, 
The Wind and tide have brought 1 



I fast. 



The Custom House is well nigb past, 
AUa 1 that this ibould be the last ; 

My Murray. 
Tha spirit* in my fluk grew low. 
Mine sinking too, 1 rushed below. 
And in despair, cried. " Steward, ob I ' 

My Murray. 
Bui once on shore, my Iroubles end. 
Sights, BooDd*. CO longer me offend, 
I clap thee on Ihe back, my friend 1 

My Murray 
My classics, once a shining store. 
For thee put by this month or more. 
Now nut disused and shine no more. 

My Murray. 



Tbat every lioe I've got by hcAri 

tSy Uumy. 



And though thou gladly would'sl fulfil. 
The same kind office for me still. 
My piitsa now seconds not my will, 

My Murray. 
Thy shabby sides once crimson bright 
Are quite as lovely in my sight. 
As mountains bathed in roseate tight. 

My Murray. 
For should I view them without thee. 
What sights worth seeing could I see. 
The Rhine would run in vain for me. 

My Murray, 
Companion of my glad ascent. 
Mount Blanc I did with thy consent, 
And saw wide-spread the Continent, 

My Murray. 
Once. I could scarce walk up the Strand, 
What Jungfrau now could us wi lbs land. 
When we are walking hand-in-hand, 

My Murray. 
But ah ! too well some folk 1 know. 
Who friends on dusty shelves do throw, — 
With us it never shall be so. 

My Murray. 
Punch, December 5. 1857, 



What leads me on where'er I go, 
In sun and shade, in joy and woe. 
Thro' fog and tempest, rain and snow > 

My Nose, 
In youth's most ardent reckless day. 
And when arose disputes at play. 
What would be foremost in ihe fray ? 

My Nose. 
And should my tongue rude blows provoke. 
Wbal would protrude and brave each stroke, 
Till coral streams its pains bespoke ) 

My Nose 
And falling in an airy bound. 
In chase of some new charm or sound. 
To save me — what came first to ground ? 

My Nose. 
When some dark pass I would explore. 
With neither shut nor open door. 
What oft tor me hard usage bore 7 

My Nose. 
And when in want I ye,-u:n'd to eat. 
And hunger might my judgment cheat. 
What prompted me to food most sweet ? 

My Nose. 
'Mid violet banks and woodbine bowers. 
And beds where bloom'd the fairest Sowers, 
What fed me with their fragrant nowers 1 

My Nose. 
Each eye may need in a(^ a guide, 
And when young helpmates 1 provide. 
Thy back Ihoa'lt lend for them to stride. 

My Nose. 
And can I or in care or glee, 
Refuse my aid and love lo thee. 
Who thus has fell and bled for me. 

MyNoM? 
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No ; when cold winter's winds blow high, 
And bite thee hard and thou shalt cry, 
Thy tears with sm3rpathy I'll dry, 

My Nosei 

And if for snuff thy love shall come, 
Thy slaves, my finger and my thumb. 
Shall faithful be, and bear thee some. 

My Nose. 

Still as I follow thee along. 

Oh, mayst thou never lead me wrong ! 

But thou must hush our sleeping song. 

My Nose ! 

Attempts in Verses by John Jones, an old Servant. 
(Edited by Robert Southey, poet laureate, 1831.) 



■:o:- 



My Punch, 

Upon the express train of the Michigan Railway. 
February. 1864. Midnight, Mercury at Zero, 

What, in this far benighted West, 
Brings comfort to my lonely breast, 
And gives my life its sweetest zest ? 

My Punch. 

The ragged boy who brought the news, 
Offered me much from which to choose. 
Times, Tribune, Herald, I refuse. 

My Punch, 

Within the carriage sickly white 
Were men from Chicamanga's fight. 
My eyes were moistened by the sight, 

My Punch. 

"Discharged from hospital," they sigh, 
" Where yet a thousand sufferers lie, 
And coming home at last " to die. 

My Punch. 

For those sad faces homeward turned. 
Their short-lived pensions fully earned. 
How many mother's hearts had yearned, 

My Punch, 

'Twas scarce a twelvemonth since, I know, 
When eager crowds beheld them go, 
Their youthful faces all a-glow, 

My Punch. 

And now all twisted by the cramps. 
Which wrung them 'mid the noxious damps 
Of fenny bivouacks and camps. 

My Punch. 

Bright were those eyes, now bleared and dim, 
Lithe was each crutch-supported limb. 
Merry were once those spectres grim. 

My Punch, 

What contrast between now and then 1 
Their mothers scarce would know again 
Those mournful, feeble, dying men. 

My Punch. 

One speechless on his pallet lay. 

They take him forth, " His home " they say 

A wretched hamlet by the way. 

My Punch. 

My wandering £ancy sadly bore 
My vision to the half-ope'd door. 
The tearfiil clasp — I saw no more, 

My Punch. 



Oh, fearful reign of greed and hate ! 
Oh, Nation haughty and elate. 
Writing in blood its dreadful fate ! 

My Punch. 

It haunts me, this repulsive ttieme. 
With gory phantasies which seem 
The nightmares of a troubled dream, 

My Punch. 

For through the surface gloze so thin 
One sees the Carnival of Sin, 
The devil's dice they play. Who win ? 

My Pimch. 

The train is stopped by drifting snows. 
An inn is reached, but no repose 
Exhausted hungry nature knows, 

My Punch. 

Here I am forced to sit up late. 
Amid the chewing crowds I hate. 
Who patiently expectorate 

My Pimch. 

The whistle sounds ere I depart, 
I clasp thee to my aching heart, 
Balm for the exile's keenest smart, 

My Punch, 



■:o:- 



My Stockings. 

A NOBLBR theme let others choose ; 
Fit subject for my humble muse 
Are ye, whom night and day I use, 

My Stockings. 

Soon as Aurora points the skies, 
(Ere from my sluggard couch I rise,) 
For you I raise my earliest cries, 

My Stockings. 

The live-long day, around my thigh 
Ye cling : and seldom turn away ; 
With me ye trudge through wet and dry. 

My Stockings. 

At night, one serves to stop a gap 
I*th* wall — I sink in Somnus' lap. 
And Vother serves me for a cap. 

My Stockings ! 

Let none their various deeds decry : 
For ever as the week goes by. 
They're washed, and then I hang to dry, 

My Stockings ! 

About 1800. Anonymous, 



•;o'- 



Thb Man of Fashion . 

Who made this moving piece of clay, 
So bright, and beautiful and gay 
As though Ufe were one holiday ? 

My Tailor. 

Whose magic shears, and cloth, and tape, 

Gave to my ugly neck a nape, 

And brought my bow-legs into shape ? 

My Tailor. 

Who all deformity effaced, 

And beautified, and stuffed and laced. 

And stamp'd Adonis on my waist ? 




Who made the coat, the pantaloon, 
That in the gay and bright aalooii, 
Won me a spouse and honey-moon ? 

Mj Tailor. 
Reverse the picture ; who was it, 
That taught me wisdcm was unfit 
A beau, a gentleman, and wit? 

My Tailor. 
Whose magic shears, and clolh, and tape, 
Made me in bearing, form, and shape, 
The very mockery of an ape ? 

My Tailor. 
Who bound me to a worthless wife. 
Whose vanity, and spleen, and sinfe 
Wili be the nightmare of my life ? 

My Tailor. 
Who passes me with threatening looks ? 
Who's got me deepest in his liooks ? 
Who'll nab me yet ? Why, Mr. Snooks — 

My Tailor. 
The Maids, Wives, S- IViUows Pinny Mugaeine, 

May 2% 1833. 

My Tickek. 
Old friend that once with me did dwell 
Vouchsafing all the hours lo tell. 
Where art thou gone ? I know too well, 

My Ticker ! 
Thou art not gone lo artists' care 
To iry the good of chatiKe of air 
Or undergo a slight repair. 

My Ticker. 
No 1 thou art gone — no fault of thine — 
Unto a relative of mine. 
Entitled ■■ Uncle," I opine, 

My Ticker. 
A.od there must thou remain awhile. 
Spite of thyself, in durance vile. 
Accompanied by my best tile. 

My Ticker, 
And much J fear thou must remain 
Until a shower, net ofraiu, 
Impels thee down the spoul agaio. 

My Ticker. 
Punch, 184?. 

Mv Ukclb. 
(Uy Louis Napolnn Bounapartt.) 
Who raised our race np from the dregs.; 
And set us youngsters on our legs. 
Putting us up BO many p^i ? 

My Uncle 
Who scratch d up Europe like a hen. 
To Hing out grains for us young men ? 
Who shut ihc mouth and stopped ihe pen ? 

My Uncle ! 
Who broke Ihrough rights and smash'd through 
To find neat crowns for our papas. [laws, 

And shot young D'Enchirh in our cause } 

My Uncle I 
Who left US something slill (o do— 
A name to keep French passions (rue 



Who gave me all roy httle name. 
My little hopes, my little fame 
My little everything, but blame? 

My Uncle! 
Puncli, January 3. 185a. 

Mv Uncle. 
Who, by a transmutation bold. 
Turns clothes or watches, new and old. 
Or any other goods, to gold ? 

My Uncle ! 
Who, by a duplication rare. 
Makes Hunger's chattels {scant and bare) 
Produce first cash, and then good fare ? 

My Uncle 
Who, when my credit get quite low. 
Handed me cash oo Jane's <ro\isscM, 
And lent a suite of paste for show ? 

My Uncle] 
Who caused her silks our mouths to fill, 
And made my fuU.dress shirt with frill 
Discbarge a fortnight's butcher's bill ? 

My Uncle 
When creditors — a ruthless crew — 
Had " small accounts just coming due," 
Who slopped their clamorous tongues ? Why you, 

My Uncle! 
And when attorneys round me pressed 
With writs of judgment and arrest, 
Who set for weeks their quills at rest ? 

My Uncle I 
Who lent us hundreds three and (oar. 
And kindly kept our plate secure, 
When we commenced our foreign tourf 

My Uncle 
PuHck. March, 1845. 

Mv Uncle. 
Who dwells at yonder three gold baits 
Where Poverty so often calls 
To place her relics in his walls ? 

My Uncle, 
Who cheers the heart with " money lent" 
When friends are cold, and all is spent. 
Receiving only cent, per cent P 

My Uncle, 
Who cares not what distress may bring. 
If stolen from beggar or from king. 
And, like the sea, lakes everything f 

My Uocla. 
Wbo, wiser than each sa^e of yore, 
Who Alchemy would faiu explore, 
Can make whate'er be touches ore ? 

My Uncle. 
Wbo, when Ihe wretch is sunk in grief 
And none besides will yield relief. 
Will aid the honest or the Ihief ? 

My Uncle. 
Who, when detection Ihrealens law. 



His 






Thai future rogues may stand in awe ? 

My Uncle. 
■taught wisdom is Ihe best, 'tis dear, 
And since 'tis better as more de«T, 
W'e, for high usance, should revere. 

My Uncle. 
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And though to make the heedless wise, 
He cheats in all he sells or buys, 
To work a moral purpose tries 

My Uncle. 

Who. when our friends are quite withdrawn, 
And hjrpocrites no longer fawn 
Takes all but honour into pawn 

My Uncle. 
John Taylor. 

The Pawnbroker before Congress. 

{Of Social Science, Represented by Mr. Atten borough.) 

Who is the Poor Man's constant friend, 

Aid ever ready to extend, 

And sums at moderate usance lend ? 

My Uncle. 

Who's the philanthropist, maligned 
By thoughtless, ignorant, unkind 
PerVerters of the people's mind ? 

My Uncle. 

Who stolen goods will ne'er receive, 
In fact, is shunned by them that thieve 
For pledges they're afraid to leave? 

My Uncle. 

Who, when a Nephew, or a Niece, 
Would pawn a doubtful gem, or piece 
Of plate, apprises the Police ? 

My Uncle. 

Who keeps the shop whose " Two-to-one," 
Denotes that you shall not be done, 
For all that has been said in fun ? 

My Uncle. 

Who is particular about 

All articles put ** up the spout," 

Again, (almost all,) taken out ? 

My Uncle. 

The false suspicion, therefore, drop. 
That Nunky keeps a Fence's shop. 
Who'd lose by prey which thieves might pop. 

My Uncle. 
Punchf October 21, 1871. 



•:o:- 



My Valbntinb. 

In furs and velvets orthodox, 
With laughing eyes and sunny locks. 
And, oh 1 the very shortest nocks. 

My Valentine. 

With lips like iuU ripe cherries bright, 
With eyes ablaze with inward lights 
With dainty frills all gleaming white, 

Sweet Valentine. 

Her voice bat like the rippling stream, 
Her face but like an artist's dream, 
Her form but fit for poet's theme, 

My Valentine. 

In silk her shapely limbs encased, 
With tiny bottines deftly laced. 
On modelled feet so fitly placed, 

Dear Valentine. 

Her mernr tricks, her roguish ways, 
Her playml pranks, her earnest gaze, 
Her glailal laugh, her well-turned phraie, 

My Valentine. 



Who is there bold enough to dare 
With her sweet beauty to compare, 
Or even claim her throne to share ? 

Loved.Valentine. 

The chief she is of all coquettes. 
The prettiest of pretty pets ; 
What thoughts her memory begets ! 

My Valentine. 

Could I but hope her heart to fix ! — 
Ah me ! old Time plays cruel tricks, 
For I, alas I am fifty-six ; — She's only nine, 

My Valentine. 
Judy, February 2, 1880. 



:o;- 



The Jesuit to his Grandmother. 

Who, when I was a puny child 
And drew my interference mild, 
Shrieked at me, and grew very wild ? 

My Whalley I 

Who, when the country let me play, 
Grabbed at my toys day after day. 
And scared my very foes away ? 

My Whalley ! 

Who thus, when things seemed growing slack 
With injudicious, wild attack, ' 

Brought all my finest business back ? 

My Whalley ! 

Who, when the House discussed my claim. 
Yelled at me — called me every name. 
Till I got votes — ^for very shame ? 

My Whalley 1 

Who, when he rose his change to ring, 
" Like Paganini, on one string," 
Was very strongly urged to sing ? 

My Whalley I 

Who, when his name became a jest, 

By friends well cursed — by foes well blest — 

Himself to other arts addressed ? 

My Whalley I 

Who all his nasty powers tasked. 

And spread— Lord Campbell's Act unasked 

His famed " Confessionsd Unmasked " ? 

My Whalley ! 

Who foremost m the Tumbull chase. 
When bigots drove him from his place. 
In savage war-paint led the race ? 

My Whalley ! 

Tumbull no more, who still must rave. 
And, none to answer, call him knave — 
Insult the dead man in his grave ? 

My Whalley I 

Who, by such wiles — ^friends not too true, 
And enemies by no means few — 
Rallied them all around me ? — Who ? 

My Whalley I 

Who thus, should the whole Order fail. 
And Grand Inquisitors turn tail, 
In any mess will stand my bail ? 

Mv WhaL\»i\ 



And who, unto ifae very end. 
My honour— life— wiU e'er defend ?— 
My graadmolher ! — my tmesl friend !— 
My WhalleyP 
Thi Tt/maliaw!i. August 31. 1S67, 

[The late Mr. G. H, Wballey sat for many years as 
MP. for PeterborouRh, and uas noted for Ihe bilterneis 
of his attacks on the Roman Calhohcs, On risjnf" to ad- 
dress the Hous: of Coramnns he was frequently f^reeted 
with cries of ■' Sin;?, Whallev, sing I "] 



What causes alt the folks to stare. 

As I Elrut by <» mtViUir*. 

And makes my face all over hair ? 

My Whiskers. 
Why do the children laugh with glee ? 
■Tis 110 uncommon sight to se«. 
Ah I no; they only envy we 

My Whiskers, 
What wounds with twenty thousand darts 
When practising the game of hearts, 
And such sweet vanity imparls? 

My Whiskers. 
How I can quiz a naked chm, 
And mimic every vulgar grin ; 
But I'll be bound they'll laugh who win, 

My Whiskers. 
Should ever cruel late decree. 
That we, alas ! should sever'd be, 
I'll lay me down and die with thee — 

My Whiskers, 
Thi Ptmy Belli AsscnbUr, October 26, 1833. 



What makes me deem I'm of Viking blood 
(Though a wee bit queer when the puce grows hoi), 
A briny slip of the British brood ? 

My Vot I 

What nutkes me rig me iu curious guise. 
Like a kind of a sort of—l dont know what, 
And talk lea-slang, to the world'ssutptjsc? 

My Vol I 

What makes me settle my innermost Mul 

On winning ■ purpo^clets silver pot 

And walk with a (very much) nautical roD? 

My Vol 1 

What mak» mc learned in cullers and yiwls, 
And lime-allawance — which uthers must lot — 
And awfully nervous in sudden squalls? 

My Vol ! 



What makes me qualmish, timorous, pale, 
(Though rather than own ll I'd just be shot) 
When Ihe Fay in the wave-crests dips her saili? 
My Vol ! 

What makes me ■'patlci " to skipper and crew i 
In a kibosh style that a child might spot. 
And lug hard ropes lill my knuckles go blue? 

My Vot I I 

What makes mc snooze in a narrow cUise bunk. 
Till the cramp my limbs doth Iwist and knot. 
And brave di scran fori, and face blue-funk I 

My Vot ! 

What makes me gammon my chummiest Irieodt 
To "try the fun" — which I know's all rot — 
And earn the dead-cut in which all [his ends ? 
My Vol ! 

What makes me, in short, an egregious ass, 
A bore, a butt, who, not caring a jot 
For the sea, as a sea-king am seeking lo pass ? 
My Vol I 
PiinrA. August 28, iSSa 



VotiR FaiBND, 
BV TOE COL'NTBSS OF BLESSINCTON. 

Who borrows all your ready cash. 
And with il cuts a mighty dash. 
Proving the lender weak and rash ? 

Vour Friend 
Who finds out every secret fault, 
Misjudges every word and thought. 
And makes you pass for worse than naught ) 

Your Friend ! 
Who wins your money at deep play. 
Then tells ^ou that the world doth say, 
" Twere wise from clubs you kept away t " 
Vour Frieod I 
Who sells you, for the longest price. 
Horses, a dealer in a trice 
Would find unsound, and full of vice ? 

Your Friend I 
Who eals your dinners. Ih^n looks shrewd, 
Wishes you had a cook like Ude,* 
For then, much oft'ner would inlmde — 

Your Friend. 
Who tells you that you've shocking wine, 
And owns that, though bis porl*s not fine, 
Crockfbrd's the only place to dine ? 

Your Friend I 
Who wheedles you with words most fond. 
To sign for him a heavy bond J 
" Or else, by Jove, must quick abscond ! " 

Vour Friend I 
Who makes you all Ihe interest pay 
With principal, some future day. 
And laughs at what you Ibon may say ? 

Vour Friend I 

(*A celebrated cook of whom Tom Mooitz mokes fre- 
quent mention in his lighter poems ) 
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Who makes deep love onto your wife. 
Knowing yoa pnze her more than life, 
And breeds between yon hate and strife ? 

Your Friend I 

Who, when you've got into a brawl, 
Insists that out your man yon call, 
Then gets yon shot, which ends it 'all ? 

Your Friend ? 
From The Kcfpsake. 



Anothbr Fribnd. 

When Satan for his sins was driven 
Forth £rom the eternal joys of heaveo. 
We read that unto him was given 

A Stick. 

In infency, what was my pride ? 
What was't for which I often cried ? 
What did I saddle, mount, and ride ? 

My Stick. 

And when my tardy teens began, 

I flonrish'd oft my gay rattan, 

Thou graced me while I ape'd the man. 

My Stick. 

Theatre, market, church, or fair, 
Wherever I am, thou art theore, 
Ev'n children cry-— there goes a pair 

Of Sticks. 

But till my door of life is shut 
Till in my kindred earth I'm put, 
Till life's extinct. I'll never cut 

My Stick. 



:o;- 



Woman. 

Wbbn our first parents Uv'd in blissful ease, 
In Edao's flowerv fields, enj oying peace, 
Who was it cans d those blissful days to cease ? 

A Woman. 

Who was't (bttpiil'd by our inveterate foe), 
Gave to sum's happiness a mortal blow, 
And brought into tne world, sin, death, and woe ? 

A Woman. 

When Lot from his detested country fled. 
Who was't the heavenly mandate disobey'd. 
And to the city turned her daring head ? 

A Woman. 

Who was't, with naked and resistless charms, 
Rais'd ia King David's bosom wild alarms. 
And clasp'd the monarch in adultrous arms ? 

A Woman. 

Who was't inflam'd King Ahab's lurking vice. 
His thirst of blood, his grasping avarice. 
And caus'd the wretched Naboth's sacrifice ? 

A Woman. 

Who was't (enamour'd of the Phrygian boy, 
King Priam's blooming hope) with secret joy. 
Left her brave spouse, ana fir'd Imperial Troy ? 

A Woman. 



Who was't, regardless of her nnptial vows» 
To Atreus' son batiay'd her Trojaa spouse, 
And saw him Mk beoaath the mnrd'rer's blows ? 

A Woman. 



Who was it caus'd the deadly strife to grow 

Betwixt Pelides and his royal foe. 

And brought on Greece tmutfcerable woe ? 

A Woman. 

When Agamemnon (thtough all Greece renown'd) 
From Trojan wars returned, with conquest crown'd. 
Who caus'd th' unguarded monarch's mortal woimd ? 

A Woman. 

Who was't, with witchcraft, and each am'rous wile. . 

Detain'd Ulysses from his native isle, 

His wife's embraces, and his parent's smile ? 

A Woman, 

When Antony's victorious arms had gain'd 
One half the world, o'er which he jointly reign'd, 
Who caus'd his death, and all his glory stain'd ? 

A Woman. 

Who was't the royal Edward's life betray'd, 
The unhappy martjrr's confidence repaid, 
By plungmg in his heart the assassin's blade, 

A Woman, 

Who was't, inflam'd with false religious ire, 
Caus'd Latimer and Ridley to expire.' 
Roasted like lobsters in a Smithneld fire ? 

A Wonuuu 

Who still in man's weak heart retains her place, 
And with a smile upon a lovely £ace, 
Can lure the fool to misery and disgrace ? 

False Woman. 

The Duel, with othtt Poms, by L. O. Shaw, Blackburn, 
printed and sold by T. Rogerson, 1815. 

(Referring to this Poem, in his prefece. the author 
quaintly remarks *' Truth offends none but fools and 
knaves.") 



ODE XXV. 

My Godwin 1 

Parcius junctas quatiunt fenastrat. 

Our Temple youth, a lawless train, 
Blockading Johnson's window pane. 
No longer laud thy solemn stram. 

My Godwin I 

" Chaucer's " a mighty tedious elf, 
" Fleetwood " lives only for himself, 
And " Caleb WiUiams " loves the shelf; 

My Godwin ! 

No longer cry the sprites unblest, 

" Awake t Arise ! Stand forth confoss'd 1 " 

For fallen, fallen is thy crest. 

My Godwin 1 

Thy muse for meretricious feats. 
Does quarto penance now in sheets. 
Or cloathing parcels roams the streets, 

My Godwin 1 

Thy name at Lima's lamp thou light'st. 
Blank is the verse that thou indit'st. 
Thy play is damn'd, yet still thou writ'st, 

My Godwin I 

And still to wield the grey gocse qtull, 
When Pbttbns sinks, to feel no dull, 
•* With me is to be lovely stiU, ' 

M^ G<^'«i^\ 
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Thy wiuged sleed (a bit of blood) 

Bore Ihee bke TrunnioD tbiough the flood, 

To leave thee sprawitng in (he mud, 

My Godwin ! 
But carries dow, with martial trot. 
In glittering armour. Walter Scotl, 
A poet ha — which Ihon art not, 

My Godwin ! 
Nay. nay, forbear these jealous wails, 
Tho' he's upborne on fashion's gales, 
Thy heavy bark attendant sails. 

My Godwin 
Fate each by difitrenl streams conveys, 
' His skiff in Aganippe plays. 
And thine in Lelbe's whirlpool strays, 
My Godwin I 
From Horace in London, by James and Horace Smith, 
authors of " Rejected Addresses," 1815. William Godwin, 
the author of a Life of Chaucer ; " Fleetwood ; '* "Caleb 
Williams." "St. Leon," and other works, was a well 
known character io the literary world in the beginning 
of Ihepresent century. He married Mary Wallstonecraft. 
and their daughter, the authoress of Fraahiitsliitt. becanie 
the wife of Shelley the poet. William Godwin died in 
1836, aged Si. There is a short sketch of his career in 
" The Maclise Porlrwt Gallery." 



1 urge a theme thai all must know — 

The Paper. 
Al mom, when tea and toast appear, 
And 10 the table all draw near. 
What gives a zest to welcome cheer ? 

The Paper 
In vain the urn is hissing hot, 
tn I'ain rich Hyson stores the pot. 
If the vile newsman has forgot 

The Paper, 
What is't can draw the Vicar's eye. 
Eo'n from the lithe-pig smoking by. 
To mark some vacant Rectory ? 

The Paper. 
What is'l attracts the opiic pow'rs 
Of Ensign gay, when fortune show'rs 
Down prospects of "a step"' in "ours" ? 

The Paper. 
Who is't can mahe the man of law, 
Keglecl the deed or plea to draw— 
Ca. 5a.— Fi. Fa.— Indictment. Flaw ? 



What is't can soothe his client's woe. 
And make him quite forget John Doe, 
Nor think on Mriftr Richard Roc ? 

Tho Paper. 
What is't absorbs the wealthy Cit, 
The half-pay Sub, the fool, the wil 
The toothless Aunt, the forward Chit— 

The Paper. 
What is't informs the country round. 
What's stol'o or siray'd, what's lost or found. 
Who's born, and who's put under 
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What tells you all that's done and said. 
The fall of beer, the rise of bread, 
Aud what fair lady's brought to bed ? 

The Paper, 
What is it tells of plays and balls. 
Almack's, and gas lights, and St. Paul's, 
And gamblers caught bv Mr. Halls? 

The Paper 
What is't narrates full many a storv. 
Of Mr, Speaker, Whig, and Tory, 
And heroes all agog for glory ? 

The Paper. 
What is it gives the price of stocks. 
Of Poyais Loans, and patent locks. 
And wine at the West India Docks? 

The Paper. 
What tells you too who kill'd or hurt is, 
When turtles fresh arriv d, whose skirt is 
Much relisli'd by Sir William Curtis ? 

The Paper. 
What speaks of thieves and purses taken. 
And murders done, and maids forsaken, 
.^nd average price of Wiltshire bacon ? 

The Paper, 
.\braad, at home, infirm or stout. 
In health, or raving with the gout. 
Who possibly can do without 

The Paper? 
It's worth and merits then revere. 
And since to-day begins our year, 
Thick not you e'er can buy loo dear 

The Paper. 
The Spirit of lilt PuUic Joumah. 1823. 



VbUhUTI. 

Hb&rds't thou not the peacock shriek ? 
Heards't thou not the cricket squeak ? 
Heards'l thou not the dopr-hinge creak ? 

No— it was Velluti 1 
Heards't thou the parrot's shrilly cry? 
Heards't thou the screech-owl booting by ? 
Heards't thou the sea-mew screaming nigh ? 
No— it was Velluti 1 
Heards't Ihon the angry mastiff growl ? 
Heards't thou grimalkins midnight bowl. 
And croaking frogs in waters foul i 

No— it was Velluti ! 
Some there are who mock the song 
And warblings of the (eather'd throng — 
But birds and beasts alike belong 

To thy tones, poor Velluti | 
For thou art each— first this, then that — 
A husky rook, a squeaking rat- 
Famed Punch, a frog, a love-sick cat — 

These form thy voice. Velluti 
Spirit of IhiAgt Nmsfaptt, 1B28. 

Thi Bishop and Don Miciibl. 
(A recent correspondence.) 
Who, false alike in war and peace. 
Hath nothing done but cheat and fleece, 
His brother bilk, and rob his niece ? 

My Miguel I 
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Who, on his way to all this evil, 

In London looked so sweet and civil, 

In Lisbon pitch'd us to the devil ? 

My Miguel ! 

Whose tyrant deeds e'en roused the spleen 

Of tyrant-loving Aberdeen 

To call thee names be didn't mean 

My Miguel ? 

Who rules his realm with guns and drums, 
And sends poor devils to martyrdoms, 
With •• little angels "♦ round their thumbs ? 

My Miguel ! 

Yet. ah I atrocious as thou art. 

So well thou play'st a monarch's part, 

Thou'rt dear unto a bishop's heart. 

My Miguel. 

For thine the sceptre and the purse, 
And wert thou even ten times worse, 
To us 'twould matter not a curse. 

My Miguel, 

Thb Answer. 

As welcome as a richer see 
Would prove to Exeter, or thee. 
Thy kindly greeting comes to me. 

My Bishop ! 

'Tis sweet to think whoever draws 
His sword against the people's cause 
Is sure, at least, of thy applause. 

My Bishop. 

And whether 'tis Old Nick or Nero, 
With morals, like my own, at zero, 
Thou'lt hail him as the Church's hero. 

My Bishop. 

The world may hold thy " Nolo " light. 
But where men come to ask their right 
Thy •• Nolo " may be trusted quite. 

My Bishop. 

Love to the bench, should you and they 
Chance to be ousted some fine day, 
Pop over here to Lisbon, pray, 

My Bishop. 

For though 'twill doubtless dull appear 
Without your thousands five per year, 
You'll meet some kindred spirits here, 

My Bishop. 

Thomas Moore. 

(In 1826 Don Pedro. King of Portugal, abdicated the 
throne in favour of his daughter, Maria II., but his brother 
Don Miguel, usurped the crown, which he retained until 
1833, simidst almost incessant civil war, and commotion. 
His character was detestable, and his reign cruel and 
tyrannical, yet Henry Phillpotts, the grasping and in- 
tolerant Bishop of Exeter, gave him his sympathy. 
Thomas Moore, in this parody, refers to the Bishop's 
greed (at one time he held no less than five rich livings, 
and two prebendal stalls), and to the part he took in de- 
fence of the detestable Peterloo massacre of innocent 
people assembled at a public meeting. Fortunately for 
Portugal there were few Englishmen who followed Phill- 
potts in befriending Don Miguel, and the news of his 
downfall, in 1833, and the proclamation of Queen Maria, 
were loudly welcomed in England. Miguel had visited 
London in 1827 ; he died in exile in November, 1866.) 

Thumbscr^wv. 



The Proctor. 

Who is it, that with bull-dogs two, 

With brass-bound book, and cloaks of blue, 

Is capped on Sundays by a few ? 

The Proctor. 

Who is't in bands and silk so fine. 
Is seen about soon after nine, 
Like glow-worm doomed at night to shine ? 

The Proctor, 

Who was it when I dousfd a glim, 
Dispatched to catch me bull-dog Jem, 
And begged that I would call on him ? 

The Proctor. 

Who was it too, when sporting hat. 
On Queen's bridge rails one night I sat, 
Just asked my name — ^no more than that ? 

The Proctor. 

Who was it, when a row began, 
Between the Snobs and Gownsmen ran. 
And seized me, as I floored a man ? 

The Proctor. 

And when I bribed with balf-a-dollar 
The bull-dog to let go my collar. 
Who was it ran. and beat me hollow ? 

The Proctor. 

And when he caught me — asked my name — 
Who was it found I could die game ? 
(For I kicked his shins and made him lame). 

The Proctor. 

Who was it of this aggravation. 
Before the vice laid accusation, 
Who kindly sentenced rustication ? 

The Proctor. 

Who was it, when Degree was near, 
By frowning looks taught me to fear, 
He meant to harass me ? — Oh dear ! 

The Proctor. 

Who was it said, " Sir, if you please, 
•• I'll trouble you to pay your fees, 
" We never trusi for no d^ees " ? 

The Proctor. 

Who after all this long delay 
Examination, lots to pay. 
Declined to make me a B. A. 
— And then got licked that very day ? 

The Proctor. 

The Gownsman. (Conducted by Members of the Univer- 
sity), Cambridge. No. 10. January 7, 1831. 



Ode to a Blackguard. 

Who, nurs'd in ev'ry roguish villainy. 
Taught, while he shamm'd the face of truth, to lie, 
Who came into the world ? the Lord knows why ! 

Blucher. 

» 

Who grew in size and cunning, till his eye. 
Trained to its art. gave what he meant the lie. 
Who, young in years, grew old in roguery ? 

Blucher. 

Who trains a dog, which, Freshmen thinking cheap, 
Purchase, which leaves them with a homewauxl leap. 
Who keeps a dog, which no one else can keen ? 



\Vfao daring impudence, the Gownsman stops, 
To teli him of the B — nw — I evening hops. 
And then, brings Proctor who upon him pops ? 

Blucher. 
Who is a Judas on the face of Earlh, 
Spirit, accomplish'd in all blackguard mirth. 
Whose days disgrace the region of his birth ? 

Blucher. 
Would, that the Castle Bell's prophetic clang 
Should call grim Newgate's Ketch, when next it rang, 
That he. Dext Session, Justice due, should hang. 

Blucher. 

Frorti the " Cambridge Odes, " by Teter Persius. Pub. 
iished by W. H. Smith, Rose Crescent, Carnhndge, There 
is DO date to this little pamphlet, nor any account of the 
character entitled " Blucher." Several verses are 
omitted on account of their ci 



Who is it, when we're taken ill. 
And slops require all day to swill. 
The grateful cistern helps to fill ? 

The Turncock. 
Who is it, when the dreadful sound 
Of " Fire ' echoes all around 
Is hardly ever to be found ? 

The Turncock. 
Who is it. when upon his beat. 
Will very often, for a treat, 
Tom on the main and swamp the street ? 

The Turncock. 
Who is it oflan comes to state 
The Comiiany no more will wait. 
But must insist upon the rate ? 

The Turncock. 
Who is it waits another day. 
And then no longer will delay, 



:slhe' 



right a 



e Turncock. 



The Rahonbur's Addrbss. 

Who, when the chimney is on fire. 
Than any sweep can go up higher. 
And do whatever you require ? 

The Ramooetir. 
Wlio saves the bother and the noise 
Of dirty little climbing boys. 
Whose feet the fumittire destroys ? 

'I'he Rsmoneur. 
Who hnman nature never shocks. 
By torturing morlat kn«ea sod hocks, 
And who dMcrvcs a Christmas box ! 

The Rsmonear. 
pMmeli. Cbristtnaa, 1843. 

This refers to the invention of a new Chimney Sweep- 
ing Machine. Before the Act of 1841 it was customary 
to compel little boys to climb up the insidM of chlmneyi 
lotiret^ them, and many were fuRocaled. orgot iammed 
/a ibe narrow haes. 



The Protectionist Catechism. 
I To be Sung or Saidin all f has when Ihey Ulh Nanstmtt, 
What is it makes Provisions cheap, 
Turns last year's corn too soft to keep, 
And breeds the rot in Cows and Sheep ) 

Free Trade ! 
What caused last summer's heavy rains ? 
What makti MilT clays insist on drains T 
What mil have farmers use their brains J 

Free Trade ! 
What brought about potato blight ! 
What is the cause of Ireland's plight ! 
What won't let anything go right t 

Free Trade ! 
What enused two years' short cotton crops t 
Whal made the Funds to ninety drop ! 
Whnt soou will make the world shut shop I 

Free Trade ! 
Whal drains our gold and silver out, 
Makes quassia to be used in stout. 
Puts foreign monarchs up the spout I 

Free Trade! 
What makes poor tenants quite content 
To pay whatevet's asked for rent, 
Though corn go down fifteen per cent I 

Free Trade ! 
What soon will raise the laliourers' hire 
To something past mere food and lire, 
And make him saucy to the squire ! 

Free Trade ! 
What works the Constitution woe, 
At Church and State doth strike a blow, 
And brings up everything that's low ! 

Free Trade t 
What is the thing to save our bacon. 
Restore our Constitution shaken. 
And give us back what Pekl has taken T 

Protection 
What will vote draining tiles a bore, 
Whnt Coprolites and Guano floor. 
And good old rule of thumb restore I 

Protection ! 
What will moke sunshine, tain and snow, 
Ai farmers want them, come and go. 
Keeping all things in iMu quo T 

Protection I 
What, for a shield 'gwnsl foreign grain 
Will give us Law to trust again, 
Instead of British Brawn or Brain ! 

Protection I 
What will leave landlords as of yore. 
And tenants as they did before, 
On the old paths to anooie and snore T 

rroleclioa I 
*nien raise on high a general call. 
For that which works the good of nil. 
By robbing Pbter to pay Paul. 

Pkotkctiom I 
Paxtk, April Ji, 1849. 
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Who, if a trifling rise in price 
Occurs in com, will not be nice, 
Bat in the bread will charge it twice t 

The Baker ! 

Who, when the com is ** down again,*' 
Is such a thorough rogue in grain, 
The rise in bread still to maintain ? 

The Baker ! 

Who is it, when we send a pie. 
Will child-like take a straw and try 
To suck it of the syrup dry ? 

The Baker ? 

Who is it, when we trust some ribs 
Of beef to bake, a portion cribs, 
And hides the fault by wicked fibs ¥ 

The Baker 1 

Who, if we miss a piece of fat, 
Has always got an answer pat. 
And lays it on a neighbour's cat ? 

The Baker ! 

Who, from rice pudding, with a cup, 
Extracts the custard — every sup — 
And says the fire has dried it up ? 

The" Baker ! 

Who, the unpleasant truth to state. 
Cheats us at such a fearful rate, 
That every loaf is short in weight ? * 

The Baker ! 
pHMchf January 15, 1853. 



:o: 



The Poet. 

Who welcomes first the powers of spring ? 
The swallow twittenng on the wing. 
Who pines !o hear the cuckoo sing ? — 

The Poet. 

Who loves the snowdrop, modest flower, 
First of the year to grace the bower, 
To cause its stay, who sighs for power? 

The Poet. 

Who marks it lowlier droop its head. 
And kiss its cold and damp death bed. 
Weeping when all its life is shed ? 

The Poet 

Who, when the lark awakes refreshed, 

And soars above its little nest. 

Loves its sweet moming song the best ? 

The Poet 

Who smiles to see the dark mist free. 
Young moming dawn o'er earth and sea. 
Who then feels proud of being free ? 

The Poet 

Who, when the bright stars stud the sky. 
The pale moon smileth from on high. 
Beholds them with admiring eye ? 

The Poet 

Who, when the snows of winter fall 
O'er earth, obedient at his call. 
Wondering, reveres the cause of all? 

The Poet 

Who feels that love, ifrhich few e'er feel. 
Which bids him every thought reveal, 
^o her— his own in woe or weal ? 

The Poet. 



Who, when soft twilight's sober grey 
Obscures the light of lessening day. 
To love's pure feast hies swift away? 

The Poet 

Who then in maiden's raptured ear 
Pours the sweet sounds she loves to hear. 
Dispelling doubt, destroying fear ? 

The Poet. 

Who pines not, toils not for the gold. 
In search of which the young grow old. 
To whom doth love true joys unfold ? 

The Poet. 

Who dearest loves his brother man, 
Nor stains with hate life's little span ? 
Who glads the heart of all he can ? 

The Poet 

Who feels there is a God in Heaven, 
By whom all love, all life is given. 
Who oft the scoffer's jest hath riven ? 

The Poet 

Who pauses, nor with hasty tread 
Stalks o'er the turf-hid, silent dead : 
Weeping, although no tear is shed ? 

The Poet 

Who, when his eye is glazed and dim. 
And life a dying ember's gleam, 
Relies on, finds a friend in Him ? 

The Poet. 

He's not, who, 'mid Time's onward flow, 
Can't mark, and leam, and wiser grow. 
He's not, who lives not, dies not so 

A Poet 

Lays and Lyrics, By C. Rae. BroWn, London. 
Arthur Hall, Virtue & Co., 1855. 
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KiNG Clicquot. 

Who rules the Kingdom, till of late 
Which was a leading German State, 
But he has made it second-rate ? 

King Clicquot. 

When Nicholas the Turks attacked. 
Who joined the league agahist that act. 
Then out of his engagement backed ¥ 

King Clicquot 

Who feigned to hold with the Allies, 

But to co-operate denies. 

And, undernand, to thwart them tries T 

King Clicquot 

Swayed by domestic feelings weik, 
His people's good who does not seek. 
But plays (he traitor and the sneak ? 

King Clicquot 

By private ties who only bound 
Breaks those of honour, like a hound, 
And yet his head continues crowned ¥ 

King Clicquot. 

Who has a craf^ project planned, 
Denmark and Holland to command. 
Meanwhile betraying Fatherland f 

King Clicquot 

Who Russia would abet, as base 
Accomplice, to enslave his race, 
If he but durst the danger face T 



Who, double minded, double sees ! 
Whose conduct with his gnit agrees ! 
Who breaks his nose 'gainsl apple-trees I 

King Clicquot. 
Whose dirty triclts have brought about 
His nation to be quite shut out 
From Europe's Council t Germans, shout" 

King Clicquot. 
Who vacillates 'twixt knave and fool ? 
Who's the Czak's satrap, pander, tool ! 
Who is no longer fit to rule t 

King Clicquot, 
Funch, March 31, 1855. 

Fredeiick William, King of Prussia, (the elder brother ot 
I the present German Emperor.) had the credit of being n 
' ipid sensualist, and was long known in England by the 
nickname " King ClicquoL" During his reign Prussia had 
come la occupy a lower position in Europe than she had ever 
before held during her existence as a Kingdom. It seemed 
almost marvellous how by any process the country of the 
Great Frederick could have sunk to such a condition of in- 
significance. At (he period just preceding the Crimean War 
the King of Pruuia, with tus usual indecision of character, 
led the Allies to believe he would side with Ihein, and then, 
Bt the last minute, withdrew from the compact, saying thai 
the interests of Prussia did not require him to engage in a 
Prussia was relieved from the rule of ibis weak and 
vacillating individual, by his death in January. 1S61. 



The Baby Stiow. 
Br Mrs. Gamp, 

(Authoress of " Diary of a Monthly Nurse," &c, &( 

Whbke is the man nilh soul so bodge. 
Which could denigelhis moryal sage. 
Thai Babby-shows is all the rage ! 

The Monster 1 
Which he should instantaneous go 
Unto the famiotu '/x> — 
— ologic Gaidings, to the show 

Of Babbles. 
I'here, where (he beastiges does roar, 
And bragian hands their loons play o'er, 
To see Ihe bubet, the people pour 

In thousands, 



Does w 

fs B lady — w 
s Harris — who had atch 
Two little eherryubs, with the 

Scotch Complaint. 
Whkb, likewige, was the caugc why they 
Wts not exhibited Ihal day 1 
So Mk. tlatfis could not i>y 

As follows. 
IK Stollur.— 

Who w*» Ihe babe who gaiii'd tlic jirirc 
Foi being, in thejudga eyes, 
Th* lillle boy of finest liie > 

My I'oinniy. 



lad Mother. — 

Who was the lion of the ground f 
Who gain'd the firsl priie ot live pound 
For well-developed limbs, and round? 

My BUIy. 
yd Molkir, — 

And who WM it, all cloth'd in red, 
Who for 1 month had been well fed 
On rice, and oil, and oatmeal bread ? 

My Jimmy. 
^Ih MoHitr.— 

I'itb teeth bke pearl, 



{HyiUrical, anlaoktd far, aid nllerly-aut-ef-fkci, Chants 
b/ Motlicrs): "Singing: Ri-lol-looral, laJ-looral, lal- 
iooral, lal lal" 



[Mn Ounp » fcollnga ira doubtlsBB strnra oii Ihts aubjeul. Mill 
innv be tburti Id, [or aaght we know, (Ihaugh w< verr much doubt 
11), by.iargB number of- the women otEnKliuicl.-' Hot we muM 
euntesa that our leellnn are bd itroDcly opptHed to theie ■■ Dabj 
Shimi"— wlilob -wo tbfnk ve cruel, degrkilliut and dliguiUug si- 
blbltloui— tbit ire ebauld not have given inaartlon to Vn. Ounp'* 
mMlal eauaion, had nnl LmIv 81Ipi1op kindly lurnlahsd lu with 

lui aolidole, which will be (gu— '- "- —'■■•• - -■ ' 

EiLS.BotB.] 



idly ^ 
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Who taught lue Ihal oui 
So highly prized in form 
In her time only bred ai 






f'tyai 



Thai homely vi 



'e all slow. 



And fit but for Ihe mean and low? 

My Mother. 
Tlial girb of siririt ne'er should cure 
For aught on earth save what they wear. 
Short skirts — high heels — and false dyed hair ? 

My Mother. 
That thoroughly ihey should despise 
All plodding, dull, domellic ties, 
Know naught of pickles, or of pics t 

My Mother. 
That always they should imitate 
^'oung men in slangy talk and gait. 
As b^fuloess wai out of date .' 

My Mother, 
That hearts were to be welgh'd 'gainst gold, 
Not love, as was the case of old 
And to the highest bidder sold ? 

My M^thcii 
And that when wed, all girls should leim 
Base thoughts of stupid Ihrifl to spnro 
And spend much more than husbands com t 

My MothcEf 

Girl c/ tht Pined Miseellaiij: .\\Hi\, iSoy. 
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Our Bishops. 

I. 

Who follow Christ with humble feet, 
And rarely have enough to eat, 
Who ** Misereres ** oft repeat ?— 

Our Bishops. 
2. 
Who, like the fishermen of old, 
Care not for house, nor lands, nor gold. 
But boldly brave the damp and cold I — 

Our Bishops. 

3- 
Who preach the gospel to the poor. 

And nurse the sick, and teach the boor^ 

Who faithful to the end endure ? — 

Our Bishops. 

4. 
Who give up all for Jesus* sake, 

And no thought for the morrow take, 

But daily sacrifices make ?~ 

Our Bishops. 

5. 
And who count everjrthing a loss 

Except their Lord and Master's cross. 

And reckon riches as but dross ? — 

Our Bishops. 

Jon Duan — ^Weldon*s Christmas Annual, 1874. 

Episcopal Salaries. — The thirty-one prelates of the 
Church of England receive ;f 161,900 a year, and have more 
than thirty-one palaces. To contrast with this there are 
nearly one thousand clergymen whose average stipend is 
under £^6 per annum. 
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L. S. D. 

What makes man selfish and morose. 
The cause of troubles, trials, and woes. 
What makes fierce friendship, fiercer foes ? 

Money I 
What leads to murder and disgrace. 
What aids young sparks to go the pace ; 
And takes nim abroad to hide his race ? 

Money! 

What leads to those sweet family rows. 
When Pa tells Ma with fearful vows, 
Tom shan't spend more than he allows ? 

Money ! 
Again, what can't we do without. 
What gives us power to gad about, 
Enjoy ourselves, and laugh and shout ? 

Money ! 

For what does man work hard all day. 
What makes him sad his bills to pay, 
(Paying them whether he will or nay) ? 

Money I 
Oh, would I knew some little game 
To make my name well-known to fame, 
And bring me plenty of that same — 

Money I 
The Figaro Programme ^ November 28, 1874. 
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The Russians. 

Who spread no Sclavic Empire far 
O'er Khiva's deserts and Kashgar, 
And murder not, and name it war ? 

The Russians ! 



Whose scourging armies never chose 
To make Darius' sons their foes, 
And dye in blood the Persian rose ? 

The Russians ! 

Who camp by Attrek's lonely shore ? 
Whoso sunny vales and Barakpore 
Shall hear the clang of arms no more. 

The Russians ! 

Who did not dare destroy, annul, 
(Nor since defy us—coward, fool,) 
The record of Sevastopol ? 

The Russians ! 

Whose new embrasures speak not scorn ? 
Whose fleet's on never a billow borne 
That flows towards the Golden Horn ? 

The Russians ! 

Who turn no envious gaze upon 

The lands which Clive subdued and won^ 

Our Indian Empire and Ceylon ? 

The Russians ! 

Who were our friends in 'fifty-four. 
And spared our country's life and gore. 
And hope to shed them nevermore ? 

The Russians ! 

Whom should we court and value more 
Than bearded statesmen's art and lore. 
And love and cherish evermore ? 

The Russians ! 



Benjamin D- 



His Little Dinner, 1876. 
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My Father. 

By Mr, Gladstone, Junr, 

Who loved me when I was a child, 
And never at my pranks grew wild. 
And when I broke his china, smiled ? 

My Father ! 

Who, when I used to mix his work 
And his last manuscript to burke. 
Would merely say, " you little Turk "? 

My Father ! 

Who, when — this was my boyish dread — 

My mother sent me up to bed. 

Would give me jam with my dry bread ? 

My Father ! 

Who, when we led the Liberal host, 
Made me so snug a treasury post ? 
A thousand pounds a year it cost— 

My Father ! 

Who, now that he has lost his pow'r. 
Is growing querulous and sour. 
And more eccentric every hour ? 

My Father ! 

Who must again the Liberals lead. 
And Hartington soon supersede ? 
Who is it that the people need ? 



My Father ! 



Truth, September 6, '1877. 
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The Doctor. 


What beauty's lines in her destroys, 


with what is called in ihe Inide the "doctor," > inutture com- 


And fashion's powerful aid employs. 
To crush from out her life its joys ?— 


posed principally of alum. Thcuseofllie"do«or,"iUain.e 
out, results in making inferior iiread look of n good qualitj-.] 


Tight-lacing • 


What ages her before her lime. 


What makes the quartern loaf a sight 


And makes her feeble ere her prime ? 


To glad the heart and liiJng delight, 


What tempts to a self-suffer'd crime I— 


So crusty brown, so crumby while ! 


Tight-lacing ! 


The "Doctor." 


What quite ignoring nature's facts, 


What turns the dour froni moukly wheat 
Into A substance looking sweet. 


Her waist so cruelly conliacts. 


That each inch saved fresh pain exacts ? 


Ambrosin that a god might enl ! 


Tight-lacing 1 


The "Doctor," 


And what bad faihion of the day 


Who U the baker's GrmesI friend 1 


Is it thai ladies now should say 


Who p«»es all they choose to vend ! 


They'll spurn without an hour's delay I — 


Who makes them wealthy in the end i 

The "Doctor." 


Tight-lacing 1 

Trulk. April 24, i879- 


Who ie the public's meanest foe ! 


.„_. 


Who deaU it nmny a stealthy blow 




With duly lumps of poisoned dough I 


•' Babv " AT THE Strand Theatkk, 


The " Doctor, " 


Who is't whose life has just bt^un 


Fu»Ky FMs. June. 1S77, 


With quip, and crank, and mirth, and fun, f 




Who cannot walk, vet's bound to .■«■—? 


■■"■■ 


"The Babyl" 


Tight Lacing in the Pulpit, 


With grief o'erwhelmed and sore distrest, 

By fear disturbed, by care opprcst, 

\\ ho makes me laugh with merry jest? — 

"the Baby!" 




Ignorance and thoughtlessness of Tight Lacing, ] 


Who h it from each box and stall 1 


What is it makes a lady's head 
Feel b6av7 as a lump of lead ? 
What makes her nose's tip so red ? 


Each night receives applause from all. 


Because his birth was with a caul ?— 1 


" The Baby!" 


Tight-kci-gl 


French parentage he owns, but here ■ 


What makes bci cheek bum like a cotd. 


He's godfalheied, the nretly dear, 


Her feel as cold aii Arctic pole ? 
What cramps her body and her soul ? 


ByC, Hi Ross and A. T. Freer— 


Sweet "Babyl ■■ 


Tighl-Ucing! 


And to the theatre ev'ry night 


What makes her temper short and sharp ? 


These sponsors all the world invite 


What causes her to fret and caip, 


To pay their money for n sight 


And on the smollcsl ills to harp ? 


Of'Raby!" 


Tight-lacing ! 


FuH, January I. 1879. 


What checks her proper ciiculalion. 




And dulls her ocdinaic sensation ? 




What blighted babes breeds for the nation ? 




Tighl-lodng! 


By Viscount Sandon, M.P. 


What nukes hei wait! a wasp-like thing, 


What was it made the season Mi, 


And gives her tongue a wasinah sting ? 


Oui commerce languish, tradesmen rail, 


Wh«t Uwlk* het when high tioles she'd siag ? 


And landlords tell a dismal lale ? 


Tighi-laeing, 


The weather. 


Wh>t i» it. with iu vice-like squeeze, 


What made the farmers grumble so. 


Destroys its fated victim's ease. 


And struck alike at high and tow. 


And brings her doctois countlws fees ? 


Till dukes and dustmen felt the blow? 


Tight-lacing 1 


The weather. 


What is it raaket hcf gasp for breath, 


What caused the Customs and Excise 


And— so stem modern science saith— 


To droop before our very eyes. 
Vet mode quinine and borax rise? 


Dooms her loo oft to early death f 


Tight-kdng 1 


The weaihw. 


What bringsa "com upon her heart." 


What made the Ascol week so dull, 


And makes het— tpwl'd by cruel an- 


Of glorious Goodwood made a mull, 
And help'd the ring to backers gull? 


Unfit to play the mother's ,«ri >- 


Tiehi-Ucing 1 


The weather. 


■ What toitaici hei into a shape 


What mode half London motHy ru>h 


^ Which •* rut* the liver " past escape, 


French plays to see, and so to crush. 


^K And which, at mo»l, makes tommmii gape 1— 
^H Tight-lacing 1 


Thai they might hear " the Bernhardt " gush ? 


The weather. 



It 



MY MOTHER.' 
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■ What made the people stay away 
ft From Mr. Boucicault's new play ? 
fc 'Twas very bad, though; so they say.? 

The weather. 

* What made the last new valse the rage, 
^ And caused gay youth and hoary age 

* In Polo, that fresh dance, t'eng^e ? — 

The weather. 

What made the hackney'd recitation 
At dull ** At-homes*' a new sensation. 
Much to Society's vexation ? 

The weather. 

What made all outdoor sports a snare. 
What spoird lawn tennis everywhere. 
And fill'd the archer with despair ? — 

The weather. 

What "Princes' " turn'd and "Lords* " to mire. 
What wholly damp'd the batsmen's fire. 
Till even Grace had to retire ? — 

The weather. 

What made the late Lord Mayor abuse 
His colleagues, and his temper lose. 
And drove to acts we can't excuse ? 

The weather. 

What made him take so strange a view 
Of what to decency was due, 
And landed him in such a stew ? — 

The weather. 

What made the Times such blunders make. 
And praise each Government mistake, 
Till honest readers* hearts did ache ?— 

The weather. 

What made the Great Sea Serpent late ? 
What " Cato " gave a chance to prate. 
And gave us Mechi's " Parson's Grate" ? — 

The weather. 

What was it rank obstruction bred, 
And made Sir Stafford lose his head ? 
What kept the House from going to bed ? 

The weather. 

What made the Home Rule Members spout 
Sedition as they stump'd about ? 
What sent the threat' ning letter out ? 

The weather. 

What brought the Bank rate down to one. 
And sent up " railways *' with a run? 
What made so heavy Punch and Fun? — 

The weather. 

What made Lord B. to Aylesbury go, 
To prose of blaek-faced ewes, and show 
How from the land three profits grow ? 

The weather. 

What made him, later try to pass 
As words of wisdom nonsense crass — 
Impmum et Libertas ! — ? — 

The weather. 

And to declare that for our land 
There was a future great and grand 
Since chemicals were in demand ? — 

The weather. 

What made the British ironclads tack 
And sail due Bast, and then, alack ! 
Upon the morrow sail straight back? — 

The weather* 



What made it cups and swords to rain. 
When home across the stormy main 
Our Zulu heroes came again ? — 

The weather. 

What sent up bread and kept down wheat. 
And made the Russian troops retreat. 
Although the Turcomans they beat ? — 

The weather. 

What made the youthful King of Spain 
Resolve that he would wed again. 
And add a bridal to his reign ? — 

The weather. 

What made so many wives elope, 
What damp'd our joy, and duU'd our hope, 
And knock'd up Bismarck and the Pope ?— 

The weather. 

What Bisiharck to Vienna sent 
The Austrian union to cement. 
And Salisbury make so eloquent ? — 

The weather. 

What made Peru and Chili fight. 
And nerved Bolivian arms with might ? 
What smash'd up the Huascar quite ? — 

The weather. 

In short, what can we safely blame 

For all the ills that on us came. 

Till one begins to loathe its name ? — 

The weather. 

Truth t Christmas Number, 1879. 
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The Weather. 

(By one who is much affected by it.) 

What made me careless, cheery, gay. 
What made me throw ten pounds away. 
And cheerfully some large bills pay ? 

The weather ! 

What made my head feel iron-bound. 
What made me kick my favourite hound. 
Quarrel with wife and friends all round I 

The weather ! 

What made me open wide my coat. 

And get into a penny boat. 

And talk of spring time like a " Pote ?" 

The weather ! 

What made me suddenly feel ill, 
What gave me such a fearful chill, 
That I went home to make my will ? 

The weather ! 

Punch, March 12, 1881. 

Our Sunday— (Down East). 

rs,B.^Permission to includt these lines in the Programme 
of any Sabbatarian Penny Reading may be obtained from 
Mr, Punch,] 

Which is the day that should be blest. 

And to the weary, work-opprest, 

Bring wholesome pleasure, peace and rest ? 

Our Sunday. 

Yet which the day of all the seven 

To our sour lives adds sourer leaven 

Apd leaves poor folk most far from heaven ? 

Our Sunday. 
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When gutter-brats of tender years, 
What filled our childish souls with fears 
Of father's curses, mothers tears ? 

Our Sunday. 

What makes the sound of prayer and praise, 
Heard *mid our foul and filthy ways, 
Like echoes of an empty phrase ? 

Our Sunday. 

What day down East, — where day's half night, 
While West-End wealth enjoys the light — 
Most feeds the public's frowze and fi^t? 

Our Sunday. 

What, when the week's toil stills its din, 
Proclaims each simple pleasure sin. 
And, preaching grace, provideth gin ? 

Our Sunday. 

What, when we strive up from our sink, 
Our souls with nobler things to link. 
Bars all, — ^but one bar labelled drink ? 

Our Sunday. 

And, when of this world we arc clear, 
What is it, in another sphere. 
Won't be flung at us, as 'twas here? 

Our Sunday. 
Punch, June 12, 1880. 



:o;- 



1882. 



The Egyi»tian Baby. 
{As sung by the Khedive, Tewfik,) 

Who made affairs grow pretty hot 
About this Oriental spot ? 
Who were a rather shady lot ? 

My Pashas ! 

Who put me in a dreadful fright. 

And wished to have me killed outright t 

Who vowed they were resolved to fight? 

My Army ! 

Who with a fleet of iron came 

And stopped their naughty little game. 

And rescued this child from the same ? 

My Beauchamp ! 

Who first said nay, and next said yea, 
Asserting he would use his sway. 
Then waited for another day ? 

My Abdul ! 

Who led the British troops he'd brought. 
And with the rebels bravely fought 
Till Arabi was smashed and caught ? 

My Garnet ! 

Who now will raise me where I fell 
And kiss the place to make it well. 
And keep me happy 'neath his spell ? 

My William I 
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What the Seasons Bring. 

When comes the Southern summer breeze, 
That softly blows from tropic seas, 
\\Tio lives in imiMicunious case 1 

llic bummer. 

When borean blasts blow fierce and free, 
And winter reigns on land and sea, 

des then with fiendish glee ? 

The plumber. 



Or warm or cold the breezes blow. 

From tropic seas or arctic snow, 

Who comes his "sample lot " to show ? 

The drummer. * 

E. J. S. 
Free Press Flashes, 1882. 
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The Fog. 

What stops the nation's loud lament. 
And makes some folks almost content 
With Liberals in Parliament ?-^ 

The fog ! 

What, when debaters disagree 
And fight on this and that decree. 
With Ministers is pol-i-cee ? — 

Why, fog ! 

When questioned by Lord Randy, and— 
Well, badgered by an adverse band. 
Where takes the Grand Old Man his stand ? — 

In fog! 
Judy, November 22, 1882. 
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The Mahdi. 

Everyone just now is hearing a good deal about the Mahdi 
but no one seems to know what he is like. Until the 
London Stereoscopic Company sell the gentleman's photo 
for a shilling, perhaps the following description may help the 
public to form some idea of the hero of the hour. 

That's *'IIim." 

Who's forty years — well-nigh, not quite ? 
Who is about the medium height ? 
Who has a beard as black as night ? 

The Mahdi. 

Whose eyes with fire and passion gleam ? 
Whose hue is that of coffee cream ? 
Whose face shows many a scar and seam ? 

The Mahdi* s. 

Who's thinner e'en than Sally B ? 
Who on his cheeks has gashes three ? 
Who's quite upset our William G. ? 

The Mahdi. 

Who got his living in the East 
By dealing in wild bird and beast, 
And then turned hermit — later priest ? 

The Mahdi. 

And yet in town receive we may 

As petted lion of the day — 

(Perhaps at Labby's house he'll stay) — 

The Mahdi. 



The Referee, May 11, 1884. 



G. R. Sims, 
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Our Marquis. 
By a long suffering Tory Peer. 

Who, by his tyrannous oppression 

And obstinate and proud aggression, 

lias really caused this Autumn Session ? — 

Our Marquis ! 



*''The drummer" an Americanism for Commerci 
Traveller. 
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Who made us vote against the Bill, 
And thus defy the people's will ? 
Who wants to keep us stubborn still ? — 

Our Marquis ! 

Who, much against our inclination, 
Forced us to take to ** demonstration,'* 
And foster outdoor dissipation ? — 

Our Marquis ! 

Who goaded us by his remarks 
To let off fireworks in our parks, 
And let in *Arry, with his " larks ** ? — 

Our Marquis ! 

Who, too, with malice so prepense, 
Made us attempt our own defence, 
In feeble words and weaker sense ?— 

Our Marquis ! 

Who, in his arrogance and pride, 
Brings us to town this autum-tide, 
Decided facts to re-decide ? 

Our Marquis ! 

Who spoils our sport, upsets our plans. 
And trips to Cannes or Carthage bans. 
Whilst popular disgust he fans ? — 

Our Marquis ! 

Who takes the time we would allot 
To gun and game, to moor or yacht, 
To waste it in abortive plot ? 

Our Marquis ! 

Who, *stead of pheasants, gives us fog 
Debate in place of horse and dog. 
And "Whips " us when our streams we'd flog?- 

Our Marquis I 

Who class 'gainst class insanely sets 
With his ** Elizabethan " threats 
And " Burleigh-nods '' and epithets? 

Our Marquis ! 

Who, knowing we are somewhat dull. 
And slow of speech, and thick of skull. 
Has found it easy us to gull ? — 

Our Marquis ! 

But who, though he our pleas may spurn. 
Will find, ere we again adjourn. 
That even Tory worms will turn ? — 

Our Marquis ! 
Truth, October 23, 1884. 
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The Lords, 

Who, dwelling in ancestral halls, 
Surrounded by emblazoned walls. 
Are deaf to all the peoples* calls ? 

The Lords. 

Who, in a manner underhand, 
Have stolen from the people land. 
And on these stolen riches stand ? 

The Lords. 

Who every measure do reject 

Which will the people's rights protect. 

Or in some way their good effect I 

The Lords, 

Who always did oppress the Jew, 
And the Roman Catholic, too. 
Refusing to than their just due ? 

The Lords. 



Who, Ireland ever did oppress, 
And never would her wrongs redress, 
But coercion always did caress ? 

The Lords. 

Who, with well simulated fright, 
To every man denies the right 
With his wife's sister to unite ? 

The Lords. 

Who, in a manner uniform. 
For years rejected all reform. 
Till fearful of the coming storm ? 

The Lords? 

Who, amidst speeches loud and shrill, 
Have now thrown out the Franchise Bill, 
And so oppose the peoples' will ? 

The Lords. 

Who, now their rashness recognise, 
And by dark deceitful lies, 
Attempt their action to disguise ? 

The Lords. 

Who, though they've had long to repent. 
Now with an air so insolent. 
Appear on further follies bent ? 

The Lords. 

Then since the warned ones will not mend. 

But still continue to offend. 

Let us now take quick means to end 

The Lords. 



Hull Express, August 30, 1884, 



H. £. Harker. 
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The^Comp." 

Who is it that causes all the woes. 
The editor so often knows. 
And makes the poor man many foes, 
" Setting up " what he don't propose I 

The ** comp 1 

Who is it eyes "The Force" askance^ 
Like he was waiting for the chance. 
Their local items to enhance. 
And cause ** The Force " to swear and prance? 

The " comp I '* 

Who is it grins in fiendish glee, 
His error on the press to see. 
And views all things cynically. 
And never gives a big, big " D ?" 

The ** comp I 
Ditroit Free Free, January 24, 1885. 
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The Peoples William. 

How runs the ignominious story» 
Since Britain's ancient fame and glory. 
Passed from its famous Premier Tory 

To William? 

Who fears the Bear's aggressive paw, 
And dare not show the Lion's claw 
But pleads the cause of vile Biadlaugh ? 

Timid William 

Who feasts on legs of roasted lamb. 
Of game and fowl, beef, eggs, and ham. 
Then recommends the farmer jam ? 

Sve.€lV(^iXkKfiw\ 



\Nhi> went in Ireland one tine dny, 
And prnmised Pal should have his way, 
Then shuffled out as if in play ? 

Sneaky William ! 
Who strokes poor Paddy on the back. 
And half persuades him white is black, 
And iititates him with hi^ clack? 

Artful William I 
Who sent out Gordon lo ihe light, 
To set atfniis in Egypt right, 
Then left him in a woeful plight? 

Bise William ! 
Who sal with patient <^mile and sneer 
The warning of M. P.'s to hear. 
Then said there was no cauiie lo fear? 

False William ! 



Whose weak and vacillating sway 
Has barlered Britain's fame away, 
And made our hearts lo bleed to-day? 

Weak William I 
Great Britain's sons are true as steel, 
Now put your shoulders lo the wheel, 
Let him your indicnntion feel — 

This William ! 
And take from his weak hands the reins, 
Who only rules but for his gains i 
Then who will thank you for your pains? 



IpswUh Journal, March, tSSj. 
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KOBODV. 

When I'm in want, who'll seek me out, 
And in my interest rush about. 
And not my truth and honor doubt ? 

Who'll clasp me lo his manly heart, 
Stick up for me, and take my pari, 
And fresh in life give me a start ? 

P 
Who'll cive me cash, or give me food, 
Who will l>elieve me poor, but good. 
And always be in generous mood? 



Nobody I 



Her Mothek. 
Who. when I look my pet for life. 
Convinced me, through domestic strife, 
That I had manied with my wife — 

Iter mother ? 
Who, though 'twas clearly underslood 
Thai live with friends I never would, 
Came for a week, and— stayed for good ? 

Her mother ! 
Who. whensoever " tiffs " befeD, 
Would inilating stories tell. 
And chafe the place to make it well ? 

Her mother I 

w nlKbl b«loni till tiding krrlxil nl lit* (nil u( Kliutouin. 



Who lo control my household dares. 
Each letter reads, each secret shares, 
And takes Ihe lead in ray affairs ? 

Her mother t 
Who, when from home I chance to slay, 
Hints that work " might," or business "may •^ 
Detain— but there, no more ske'U say ? 

Her mother ! 
Who breaks our peace, destroys our bliss, 
Coils on our hearth with frequent hiss — 
Connubial rapture's Nemesis? 

Her mother I 
Enough I But has it not a flaw. 
That Act which says I may nol draw 
Two wives, and yet makes mine in law. 

Her mothn | M 
F»nay Folks. 

Cattle-show Quzriks, 
Bv a Squiamiih Visitor, 
Who looked at me with oil-cake eyes. 
Complaining dumbly of their sire — 
Agglomerate monstrosities? 

The Cattle t\ 

Who pushed me there, and shoved me here. 
Who bawled their comments in my eat. 
Until I called a Southdown, " steer ?'■ 

The Farmcnt"^ 
Who never more will strive with Tag, 
With Boblail too, and eke with Rag, 
Wiihin the portals of the " Ag." 

The Writer. 



An atrial RrtnsfiacI, 

What was it filled ray youthful dreams, 
In place of Greek or Latin themes. 
Or beauty's wild, bewildering beams? 

A 
What visions and celestial scenes 
I tilled with aerial machines, — 
Montgollier's, and Mr. Green's? 

A- 
What fairy tales seemed things of course 
The rock that brought Sinbad across, 
'ITie Calendar's own winged-horse t 

A 
How many things I took for facts, 
Icarus and his conduct lax, 
And how he sealed his fate with 

The first t>alloons I sought to sail. 
Soap-bubbles fair, but all loo frail, 
Or kites, — but thereby hangs a tail 

What made me launch from attic tall 

A kitten and a parasol. 

And watch their biiter, frightful fall ? 

What youthful dreams of high renown 
Bade me inflate the parson' i gown. 
That went nol up, nor ycl come down ? 
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My first ascent, I may not tell : 
Enough to know that in that well 
My first high aspirations fell, 

My other failures let me pass : 

The dire explosions ; and, alas ! 

The friends I choked with noxious gas. 

For lo ! I see perfected rise 
The vision of my boyish eyes, 
The messenger of upper skies, 



Avitor ! 



Avitor ! 



Avitor ! 
Bret Harte. 




Before closing the collection of Parodies on Miss 
Taylor's poem, " My Mother," a few serious imita- 
tions of its style may be given, and in order to 
avoid any suspicion of treating these mth levit>% or 
irreverence, they are printed separately from the 
Parodies properly so called ; as might be expected 
from the style of the original, these poems are of a 
somewhat simple and childlike description. 

The Bible, the Best of Books. 

What taught me that a Great First Cause 
Existed ere Creation was. 
And gave a Universe its laws ? 

The Bible. 

What guide can lead me to this power, 
W^hom conscience calls me to adore, 
And bids me seek Him more and more ? 

The Bible. 

When all my actions prosper well. 
And higher hopes my wishes swell, 
What points where truer blessings dwell ? 

The Bible. 

WTien passions with temptations join 
To conquer every jwwer of mine, 
What leads me tnen to help divine ? 

The Bible. 

When pining cares and wasting pain 
My spurits and my life blood drain. 
What soothes and turns e'en these to gain ? 

The Bible. 

When crosses and vexations tease, 
And various ills my bosom seize. 
What is it that in Ufe can please ? 

The Bible. 

When horror chills my soul with fear. 
And nought but gloom and dread appear. 
What is it then my mind can cheer ? 

The Bible. 

When impious doubts my thoughts perplex, 
And mysteries my reason vex, 
Where is the guide which then directs ? 

The Bible. 

And when afflictions fainting breath. 
Warns me I've done with all beneath. 
What can compose my soul in death ? 

The Bible. 

Anonymous. 



The Orange. 

What is that fruit, so round and sweet, 
So nice to smell, so good to eat, 
Which gives the children such a treat ? 

An Orange ! 

I low yellow and how bright its skin, 
So smooth without, so sweet within ! 
To scorn thee surely were a sin — 

Bright Orange ! 

What treat so great for little boys, 
When, tired with their games and toys. 
They're safe with thee from tricks and noise. 

Kind Orange ! 

Right glad am I when Christmas comes. 
With puddings, mince-pies, tarts, and buns, 
And, best of all, thy golden suns. 

Round Orange I 

Oh ! kindly native of Azores,* 
Round which the broad Atlantic roars, 
I bid thee welcome to our shores — 

Sweet Orange ! 
Anonymous. 
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The following poems are extracted from a scarce 
and curious chap book recently purchased from 
Mr. Salkeld, of 314, Clapham Road, from whom I 
have obtained many literary curiosities, and much 
useful information about books and their contents. 
This little chap book is entitled 

FILIAL REMEMBRANCER. 



SELECTION 

of the 

MUCH ADMIRED POEMS, 

MY FATHER, MY MOTHER, MY BROTHER, and 

MY SISTER. 

with the 

Father's address to his children, in imitation of 

Cowper. 

Banbury, J. G. Rusher. 

No date is given, nor are the names of the authors 
mentioned, and although Miss Taylor's poem is 
printed in full no acknowledgment is made to her, 
whilst the preface states that " the following tender 
little poems, imitatiiifj the style of oiie of Cotcper's^ 
cannot be too widely circulated." It would certainly 
appear that Miss Taylor's ** My Mother" had served 
as the model for imitation, rather than any poem by 
Cowper. There are ten poems in all, four addressed 
to Mi/ Father, three to My Mother, one to My 
Sister, one to My Brother, and one entitled. The 
Fat/ier's Address to his Children, The preface 
contains these quaint remarks : — 

** Were something: like the following committed to the memory 
of children, and the care of their parents employed to cultivate an 



* The St. Michael oranjces gqwla lx^5»xDk^'«».^<j»V>i«x^ V3ws^x^s^>ssv^»^, 
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early acquaintance with the virtues inculcated in these little pieces, 
it mlffht oe of infinite service to them in checking a refractory dis- 
position ; or, by a line or verse running in their minds, melting down 
a disobedient will into the most cheerful and ready compliance to a 
parent's wish. And what a delightful task for an enlightened 
mother, when the shades of evenint^ collect her young family round 
the fire, to treasure these precepts in their tender minds ! Methinks 
I see her interesting audience, seated un their little stools, and 
leaning on their elbows, attentively listening, while a Mary or a 
Maria, a Henry or a William, to show their proficiency, repeat the 
verses they have Icamt ; or sprightly interrupting the reciter by an 
appeal to the mother if he be not wrong." 

My Father. 

Who, when my eyes first saw the light, 

Upon me fix't his eager sight. 

And blessM me with un feign \l delight ? 

My Father. 

When basking on my Mother's lap. 
To win me playful from my pap, 
Who would his hands so cheerful tlap ? 

My Father. 

When I was breech* d, a rosy boy. 
And danc*d, admiring them for joy, 
Who shared the bliss without alloy ? 

My Father. 

Who, when the hobby horse aside 
Was laid, would set me " Ball '* astride, 
And hold my leg, and walk beside ? 

My Father. 

When bigger grown, — a paper kite. 
Who then would make me, with delight. 
Or place the leaping pole upright? 

My Father. 

When puzzling o'er my task, for play 
Oft laid aside, who then would stay, 
And teach me soon the easiest way ? 

My Father, 

Or when my task I counted hard. 
My mind to study oft prepar'd. 
By hopes of pleasure or reward ? 

My Father. 

Who made me tender to a brute. 

And told me, though their tongues were mute, 

As mine their feelings were acute? 

My Father. 

Who taught me pity for the poor. 
Blessing the b^[gar at his door. 
By me, who oft his bounty bore ? 

My Father, 
• »«••• 

Now that thy XTgour's in decline, 
Whose strength was spent in rearing mine. 
The staff where should thine age recline ? 

My Father. 

No ! — tho* He hung upon a tree. 

And bled, and groaned, and died for me, 

He will not love if I slight thee, 

My Father. 

My Mother. 

When first my eyes beheld the light, 
Who said my little eyes were bright. 
And that I was her soul*s delight ? 

My Mother. 

When fell disease her empire spread, 
And sickness droop'd my infant head. 
Who then the tear of sorrow shed ? 

My Mother* 



Who watch'd my cradle ev'ry hour. 
And importun'd Almighty Power, 
Upon her babe his gifts to shower ? 

My Mother, 

At length, when pain had fled away, 
And rosy health resum'd her sway. 
Who prais'd her God for that blest day ? 

My Mother. 

When first my lisping accents came. 
And caird mamma's beloved name. 
Who felt a transport thrill her frame ? 

My Mother. 

And when I stept from chair to chair. 
Who watched my steps with anxious care. 
Lest I should fall and hurt a hair ? 

My Mother. 

And oh ! Who would my food provide. 
And little eriors gently chide. 
And dress me with maternal pride ? 

My Mother. 

Who would my young ideas hoard, 

A tale of rapture to afford. 

When guests assembled at the board ? 

My Mother. 

Who taught my bosom to rejoice 
In God alone, who hears my voice, 
And makes His ways my pleasant choice? 

My Mother. 

Affection's tear would gem her eye. 
And who for me would heave the sigh. 
Or wing a secret wish on high ? 

My Mother. 

O ! she was kind and good indeed, 
NVho gave mc books that I might read. 
And taught me all my Christian creed ! 

My Mother. 

Then let my grateful voice proclaim, 
(For else I should be much to blame) 
How much I love thy honour'd name, 

My Mother. 

And should I live to see thee old, 
O ! may'st thou then in me behold, 
Whate'er thy fondest hopes foretold. 

My Mother. 

And may that pow'r which rules above. 
The wish record, thy pray'r approve, 
That you may share my filial love, 

My Mother. 

My Brother. 

Who shar'd with me our parents' love, 
And when my tender limbs could move, 
W^ould all my infant ways approve ? 

My Brother. 

Who strove to give my heart delight. 
Would blow for me balloons so bright, 
And fly his flutt'ring paper kite? 

My Brother. 

For he was never rude or rough, 
And who would make me laugh enough. 
When we were playing blindman's buff? 

My Brother. 

And if i^erchance he heard me cry, 
O I who would to my succour fly. 
And gently wipe my streaming eye ? 

My Brother. 
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And who would tell me pleasing tales, 
How Vice the wTath of heaven assails, 
And Virtue ev'ry where prevails ? 

My Brother. 

He made me love my books indeed ; 
And who delighted heard me read 
Those tales he could recite with speed ? 

My Brother. 

And when a present he had got, 
Oh I who was it that ne'er forgot 
To share with me his happy lot ? 

My Brother. 

Then I do love thee very well. 
Yes, more than any words can tell ; 
Thy name shall in my bosom dwell. 

My Brother. 

For well I know thee void of guile, 
When others fro^vn'd thy soothing smile 
Would many a little woe beguile, 

My Brother. 

For thou wert always good and kind, 
And I could speak to thee my mind. 
Sweet solace from thy lips to find, 

My Brother. 

may I live to see thee rise 

To man's estate, revered and wise, 
To glad your friends' delighted eyes. 

My Brother. 

May virtue be thy constant guest, 

And sweet contentment charm thy breast. 

And cv'ry gen'rous wish be blest. 

My Brother. 

My Sister. 

Who was it, when we both were young. 
First prais'd me with her artless tongue. 
And on my neck delighted hung ? 

My Sister. 

For we would run about all day. 
And when at hide-and-seek we'd play. 
Who came to find me where I lay ? 

My Sister. 

When I would read of Robin Hood, 
Or little Children in the Wood, 
Who was it call'd me kind and good ? 

My Sister. 

And when one day ('twas wrong I know) 

1 trod on gran<lpapas sore toe. 
Who strove to shelter me from woe ? 

My Sister. 

For she would cry if I was beat, 
And if she got a dainty treat. 
Who gave me half of it to eat ? 

My Sister. 

And when to school I went to stay, 
(For boys must learn, as well as play,) 
Who sobb'd to see me go away? 

My Sister. 

For it was ever our delight, 

To love each other day and night, 

Nor would I do a thing to spite 

My Sister, 

For naughty boys and girls, 'tis true, 
Would pinch each other black and blue ; 
But they were not like me or you. 

My Sister* 



For thou wert always kind to me. 

And it will my ambition be. 

To prove a faithful friend to thee. 

My Sister. 
To guard from hurt thy tender frame. 
To shield thy love and spotless name. 
And be the champion of thy fame. 

My Sister. 
For well I know thou would'st disdain. 
To be, or haughty, pert, or vain. 
And good and modest wilt remain. 

My Sister. 

! may it be thy precious choice. 
Our aged parents to rejoice, 

And soothe them with thy tender voice ! 

My Sister. 
And may that sacred pow'r above. 
Still fill thy heart with filial love. 
And all thy virtuous ways approve. 

My Sister, 

** Another.' 

A Readers idea of the state of the Editor's mind 
when surve>'ing his growing Pile of Parodies. 

What gives me endless toil, no rest 
As each subscriber sends with zest, 
The Parody he thinks the best — ? 

Another ! 
When Tennyson was twice laid by. 
Ere ink on final proof was dry. 
There came to spoil the set, oh my ! 

Another ! 

1 started them in mood so gay, 

** Why this will be — not work — but play," 
For joyfully / then could say — 

Another ? 
Nor ever dreamt would come a day. 
That I should view, with grim dismay. 
When frequent ix)sts should each convey — 

Another ! 
I said— when grouped all carefully. 
And filled each Author's set ** sure he 
Is now complete. There cannot be 

Another. ' 
And yet, e'en now, I cannot bear 
To weed them out, and e're I'd spare 
One — this volume finished, I'll prepare 

Another ! 
I would not one kind friend repel. 
Nor stay his help, for each may swell 
My readers if hell only tell 



For when I'm feeble, old, and grey, 
And volumes stand in long array. 
There'll yet be ** copy '' to essay 

For when these Parodies are read 
And all the older poets bled, 
The yet unv^Titten ones may head 

So each fresh parody I'll prize. 
Nor look with sorrow in mine eyes 
At growing piles, nor e'er despise 



J. W. C;. W. April, 1885 



Another ! 



Another ! 



Another ! 



Another I 
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Thb Vulture. 


Stufi'd with plug ol negro core,— 


After Edgar Allem Poes " R-vvbn. " 


Sits and spits for— Evermore. 


1 ONCE, upoQ a summer's day, 
Strove to solve a solvenl way 
To escape from skulking sharks ;— 


■■ Wretch 1 '■ I cry, wiih sudden'start 


■' From this second let us part. 
Get thee gone, possessing devil. 


For my heart was very sore, 
And I ponder'd, ah. how sadly ! 
How I wanttd money badly ; 
My salvation I'd sell gladly 

For nimble notes, or gaXd galore. 


My voice I raise as thus I cry, 
And anger gleams within my eye ; 

Then the demon made reply.— ■ 
"Tis only thirty pounds, not more, ^^^^ 


To pay those dainti'd and dastard duns. 
And be. as I have been before, 
Safe from duns for Evermore. 


So, sir, 'tis you, not I, must ' part,' ^^^^^| 

If not. why then "—here be swore- ^^H 

" I shail slay here— Evermore," ^^^^H 


While I ponder'd, neatly sleeping. 
Sad at sou 1, and njgh on weeping. 
I reckon'd up my many (riends ;— 


And that vulture, never soaring, ^^^^| 
Slill is silling, still is snoring, ^^^M 
On my best Morocco chair. ^^^H 
That I shall sit on now no more ; ^^^H 
And his visage is denoting, ^^^^^| 
As my furniture he's not'Ing. ^^^^^| 


Care corroding my heart's cote.l 
Those for years thai I had known, 


These who Inilh and trust had shown. 


And those, alas 1 who rich had grown 

And forgot they once were poor. 
And could not sec a seedy chum. 

But in his /ace would close the door. 

And neigh or bray him—'' Nevermore," 


A grim and ghastly gloating, ^^^^| 

As he gloats mv sadness o'er : ^^^^M 

And my dreams by ihat iile vulture, ^^^^ 


Who my sadness does ignore, ■ 
Will be nightmared — Evermore. 
Uxdrr tin Chck. March, it, 1885. Somkes Bella.mv, 


Yes. I'm like a dollesst 


* 


And want and woe my wretched cry, 
With stress of sad starvation. 


A Welcome TO Battenbebc:. 


Ah, me ! it is a world of poor. 


Shortly after it was publicly annoonced ihat the Queen 


There's not a little cur that barks. 


had ^ven hei consent lo the mainage of the Princess 


Nor liny birds, (rom wrens to larks, 


Beatrice with Prince Henry of Batlenberg, the followine 


Nor even skulking sheriff's sharks. 


paiagraph appeared in Funty Folks : 


Feel so sad. so sick and sore. 


■' C-Brttln nmmban or the Roj.l F.mily do not Ilk* the bMmh«d 
i>I the Frinceu Beitrice. Thli mmy bg ; Ijut, uywiv. tiDbodx will 
dmy th«t If »e hxe ■ Foot L»nro»ie. lis ought noi and isalii do 


As I, roost wrelched. dotless I, 


Doom'd for ever to be poor, 


Ihtt ths day fttter 111011 ui oplnloo m sipransd In Chli o«c« 


And diinn'd by tradesmen Evermore, 


Even while 1 thus was thinking, 
All my soul wiihin me sinking. 


A Nca IVilcamiin an old Form. 


Fathoms deep in dark despair, 

A knock I heard al my front door. 


Serenity's son from over the sen. 

Prince Henry! 


Which set my heart most wildly beating. 
And my blood to fever heating, 


English and Scotch and Welsh arc we, 

Hill we all shall pay tanes through welcoming thee. 


As. coward-like. I kept rolreating. 
Retreating to the basement floor. 


Prince Henry 1 
Welcome him, thunders of fleet and of fort I 


There 1 whisper'd lo the slavej-. 


(U costs u> five pounds or so, every report) 

Welcome him, now let the joy bells b^n ! 

(We shall pay forty pounds for that steamer he'» In) 

Btenk, hapOT land, into earlier flower ! 

(Trlxy, thank fate 1 's the last girl we've to dower) 


Aged. 1 fancy, twenty-four. 

■■ Say I've left for— Ever more.- 


For my nerves received a shock, 


1 folt 1 knew that beastly knock. 


Blaioo your mollocs of blessing and prayer— 
If il to be you are not a us-payer 1 




And it went to my heart'; core 


Watble, bu^e ! and trumpet. blare ! 




True, we roust lay, but we won't seem lo care. 


My wear, my gait, and fishing-rods, 


Welcome him, welcome him, then, lo our sund 1 
Blow ye hii praiBe&, ye hutfcGemian band 1 


All. tdl my sacred ends and odds. 


Thai cost 31 least of pounds a score,— 


All to go al one fell swoop. 


Knowing bis bride wUl have much iC s. d. 


With tearful eyes I glanced (hem o'er. 


So come to our heart, and accept, if you will. 


And sadly raurmur'd,— ■■ Nevermore, 


Posis and positions out own sons might fill 1 


6. 


Come to Ui, love us, and make England yom hom«. 


Yes, it was Ihe sherifl's man ; 


Draw your pay quarterly, never more roam ; 


Like all his ugly kith and clan - 


For English or Scotch or Irish we. 


The seedy, dirty, beery lot. 


TalTys or Cockneys, whatever we l>e, 


Blood-shol eyes and red and sore 


We shall all pay out share towards the keeping of the& 


Then this vile and venomous vulinre, 


Ditr Prince Henry 1 


Devoid of every civil culture. 




And meanly meaning lo insult yor, 




Spils upon your carpet floor, 
iJi-fiis his Ibul, illKnoUiag pipe,— 


->h;[c<^3CS^'^ 


^^^^^H ^^^^^^^H 


B^K ^ 
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Lord Tennyson. 



THE FLEET. 

(On its Reported Insufficiency.) 

You — you — if you have fail'd to understand— 
The Fleet of England is her all in all — 
On you will come the curse of all the land, 

If that Old England fall, 

Which Nelson left so great — 

This isle, the mightiest naval power on earth, 

This one small isle, the lord of every sea — 

Poor England, what would all these votes be worth, 

And what avail thine ancient fame of ** Free," 

Wert thou a fallen State ? 

You — you — who had the ordering of her Fleet, 
If you have only compassed her disgrace. 
When all men starve, the wild mob's million feet 

Will kick you from your place — 

But then — too late, too late. 

Tennyson, 

The above lines appeared in large type, and a prominent 
position, in the Times of Thursday, April 23rd, 1885. 
Many persons thought a hoax had been played on the 
Times, refusing to believe that such a dismal appeal ad 
captanAum vulgus could have been penned by the Poet 
Laureate. Although it is true that all his recent pro- 
ductions have given signs of failing powers, both intellec- 
tual and poetical, nothing yet has been published so 
damaging as this to the reputation of the author of •• The 
Idylls of the King," It is.indeed, greatly to be regretted that 
he has no sincere and discriminating friend who could 
kindly, but firmly, dissuade him from the publication of 
such lines, which pain his friends, and give rise to endless 
satires at his expense. Journals representing all parties 
and every shade of opinion, at once set to work to ridicule 
The Fleet, and numerous parodies of it have already 
appeared, from which the following are selected : — 

The Bard. 

(On his reported imbecility.) 

You — you — if you have failed to understand — 
The bard of England is no bard at all — 
And but a thumb on great St. Jingo's hand. 

See lines of his that sprawl 

Across the Times so great. 

That bard, the mightiest bard on all the earth, 
That one great bard is very much at sea ; 
Poor England, what would poetry be worth 

If thou could*st boast no wiser bards than he ? 

A pitiable state. 

You — ^you — who wrote those verses indiscreet, 
If you have only covered so much space 
With lines as bad as these, or rather worse. 

Why then we'll take your place, 

And not too soon — too soon. 

The Weekly Echo, April 25, 1885. 

A Laurel. 

You— ^yoK / — and neither He nor She nor It, 

But if ; if but, you fail to understand, 

Oh ! shaker of this tiny English land, 

Eagle in war ; in peace a mild tomtit — 

That Runnymede and Ashmead are the same, 
And blood is after all your little game, 
And peace an endless heritage of shame 1 



You — you — who watch the Baltic and the Belt, 
Commingling verses to the whale and smelt. 
Great Nelson's heart would melt 
If he could read 'em. 
For such a Han well Muse, 
The public's myriad shoes 
Would kick themselves with freedom, 
You — you ! — if but a single soul would heed'em. 

J. Fox Turner. 
The Manchester Examiner and Times, 



•0: 



On 



•• Wb we " TO THE Poet-Laureate. 

reading a (surely !) misreported insufficiency called 

•• The Fleet." 



You — you ! — we do not fail to understand — 
You, Laureate, are not England's all in all ; 

On you is poured the laughter of the land 
For your wild Jingo call ; 

Although you once were great. 

Wild jingo cry ! — " We mightiest upon earth. 
Our naval power supreme on every sea.*' 

Poor England ! What are all these bowlings worth 
And what avails thy poet's fame to thee ? — 
A drivelling Laureate ! 

You — you — possessed with such a dervish heat. 

Spinning and raving to your own disgrace ! 
While all men laugh, the wild mob*s million feet 
Shall kick you from your place. 
Ah, then — too late, too late ! 

E. S. Watson. 
The Christian Leader, April 30. 1885. 



■; O.- 



Tennyson. 

(On his reported Lunacy.) 

You — ^you — if you have failed to understand 
That England thought you knew the poet*s trick, 
On you now comes the laughter of the land 

For that mysterious kick 

Which falls too late — too late. 

Poet of perfect diction highly wrought, 
Poet whom England loved in every sea, 
Poor Baron, what shall million kicks be drought. 
And what avails the ancient fame oi thee 
Whom once we called " the Great ? " 

You — ^you — ^who had the ear of all the world, 

// you can compass only pathos, see ! 

When all men laugh, a million lips are curled. 

To send a jeer at thee. 

Our laughed-at Laureate I 



The Liverpool Mercury. 



■:o'- 



Tennyson Tackled. 

I. 

The Flight ! 

Companion Poem to •• The Fleet." A Rejoinder. 

You — you— f/ you have failed to understand 
How ships are built on paper at Whitehall, 

Have picked up from the Pell Mall, second-hand, 
Facts which but after all 
Make circulation great. 



Your tsle — where you possess Ihe snuggest berth, 

The laugled laues, clear sirelches of the sea^ 
Might feed your Muse ; of mailer you've no dearth, 

So why Ihis unprovoked attack □□ me, — 
This— regular slate ? 
You — you — who. I admit, ea* write, 

//^ you have talked of '' kicking '■ to my face: — 
Well, pr'aps I ought to seek the Isle of Wight. 

And kick you at your place ; 

And may — tbough late, though late. 



Ths Bard. 
Another Companion roem, A Reply. 

YuM-YUM,* — if I have failed to understand 

The tons, and guns, and "ends.'' whereof they brawl, 

Al me, at least, can no man point the hand. 

For hypothetical 

Purely, is all I state. 
Yum-yum— ly any man has siarved the Fleet , 
//any man tias his head punched for (his, 
Kicked by a mllllan boots along (he street, 

That sight [ would not misa. 

Nay, nor arrive too late ! 
And what, i/flyiof; collars and a fuce 
Familiar once in Highland lour with me, 
I saw thus pelted in the market-place ? 

Well, well, so might it be ; 

And, if deserved, Ficst-rate ! 
Punch, May :, iggj. 



Our Flbet, 

Yoo — you — if you have read Ihe silly rhymes 
About our Fleet just published in the Tiaut— 
Should raise your hands and righteously exclaim : 
" If this be poelry. 
What Ihede'il is fame! " 
" This isle the mightiest naval power on earlh. 
I This one small isle — the land of every sea — 

Poor England I " — what are Poets Laureate worth f 
And what avail thy andent fame, ob T., 
When thou art falfeu from thy high estate f 
You — you— who had Ihe penaiog of those lines — 
If you have compassed your own disgrace. 
When alt men laugh — "the wild mob's million feet'' 
Will kick ihce to a place — the name's not long — 
It's called by Ihe polite — " Hong Kong I " 
Ueomhini, May 9, 1SS5. 



E "I am informed by a perfectly unreliable correspon 
"ttml the fallowing poem— evidently composed b 
dynamiter who reads nis Timri and his Tennyson a' 
tively — was picked up in Mr. Swainsou's roam at 
Admiralty after the recent explosion," 

You — you — if you have feilcd lo understand 
The lesson laught by previous blow-ups. 
Leom thai on you Ihe weight of Kossx'i hand- 
When bo's not in his cups — 
Still falls, dcspalic SUte ! 



This man, the noisiest Fenian on the earth, 
Has sworn a swear lo ne'er let Britain be. 
Poor England ! what are all thy bobbies worth. 
And what avail detectives unto thee. 
To guard thee from his hate ? 

You — you — who catch a Cunningham or so, 
// you imagine thai the dangRr's o'er, 
You're much mistaken, as you'll shortly know, 
So now to gain the door 
And slope — ere it's too late ! 

Funny Foiftj, May g, 1885. 



[This poem is founded upon two erroneous assumpt ions. 
namely that the explosion at the Admiralty was caused by 
dynamite, and that it was of Fenian origin. Colonel 
Majendie has expressed his confident opinion that tbe 
explosion was cau^ by the firing of about iz-lbs. of gun- 
powder enclosed in a m'^tal pat ; and the personal 
unpopularity of the uufortunale Mr. Swainson is oon- 
sidered a far more likely cause for the outrage, than any 
political motive.] 



The eight following parodies of Tki Flitl, were pubtjslied 
in Tht Wtikly Diipatth PrizeCompetilion of May loth. 
18S5, the First Prize of Two Guineas was awarded lo 
Mrs, Emily Lawrence, for the following : — 

Whgw! whew ! if you are hailed tbe masier-baBd — 

The Laureate of England over all — 

On you will come the laugh of all tbe land 

If you lo bathos fall, 

Who erst did things so great. 

This verse.-the veriest doggrel verse on earth — 
For this small beer were you a lord lo be ? 
Poor Tennyson I what is your purple worth ? 

And what avads thine ancieni fame to thee, 

Now in thy fallen slate ? 

Whew I whew I with all your orders thus replete. 
If you can only compass your disgrace, 
When all men read these lines of halting feet. 

They'll hurl you from your place 

As England's Laureate t 



Leader's RiiraiiTSD 
■) 



Cttl Poelry, corretpoDding ic 



Ir 

You— you — f you have failed to understand 

Thai hope ot office is our all in all— 

On you will come the curse of all our band 

If that old Parly fall. 

Which Beaconsfield made great — 

This hope, our mightiest molive power on earth, 
This one great hope, that fills our hearts wiih glee — 
I\>or Party, what would all ihy votes be worth. 

And what avail our love of place and fee, 

Wert thou a fatten Sute ? 

You — you — who should have led lo Downing-street 
If you have been too laggard In tbe race, 
Ere we all starve, our roused rebellious feel 

Will kick you from your place — 

But then— too late, too late ! 

Hbnrv L, Urickbll, 



LORD TENNYSON. 
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The Govbrnmbnt. — (On its Reputed Inefficiency.) 

You — you if you should fail to understand 
That Peace for England is her all in all — 
On you will come the curse of all the land 

If that old England fall, 

Which Peace has made so great — 

This isle, the mightiest moral power on earth, 
This one small isle, the lord of all the sea — 
Poor England, what would all thy Fleet be worth, 

And what avail thine ancient name of " Free." 

Wert thou a tyrant State ? 

You — you — who have the ordering of her choice. 

If you shall only compass her disgrace, 

When all men know, the wild mob's million voice 

Shall hurl you from your place — 

But then — too late, too late ! 

John Carter. 



The Laureate. — (On his Regrettable Decadency). 

You — ^you — if you have ceased to understand 
Why once your song did England's heart enthral — 
On you will come the gibes of all the land 

If that old grandeur fall 

From eminence so great, 

'Tis vile, thou sweetest singer upon earth — 
*Tis very vile, thou bard of every sea — 
Poor poet, what will bygone praise be worth, 

And what avail thine ancient fame to thee, 

If bathos blur thy state ? 

You — you — whose Muse had dainty, dancing feet, 
If with a careless pen you mar her grace, 
While true men sigh, the million, as 'tis meet, 

Will laugh you from your place — 

But then — too late, too late 1 

ExE. 



The Corporation (Alderman loq.) 

We — we — who have not failed to understand 
That soup cf turtle is our all in all — 
On us may fall the anger of the land. 

And that old charter fall. 

Which kings have left so great — 

That charter, noblest instrument on earth, 
That grand old charter, gift of royalty — 
Poor charter, what will all thy words be worth. 

And what avail thine ancient liberty, 

When in a lapsed state ? 

We — we — who strove to hold our powers complete. 
If we have only fought and toiled in vain. 
When sdl men kick, the region of our seat 

Will suffer mortal pain — 

Too hard — too hard a fate f 

Thomas H. Knight, jun. 



This creed, the maddest vainest creed on earth, 
That one small isle should lord o'er all lands be — 
Poor jingo ! what would this small isle be worth, 

Where its great wealth, its ancient name of " Free,'* 

Wert thou to rule our state ? 

You — you — when you'd the ordering of the Fleet, 
Did you not strive to compass our disgrace ? 
Do you forget 'twas once the " wild mob*s *' feat 

To kick you from your place ? 

You'll mend — too late, too late ! 

George Mallinson. 



Few — few — so few can really understand 
Why all this fighting to our share should fall — 
Or why Old England should protect a land 

That is not hers at all, 

Although she is so great — 

This isle, the mightiest meddling power on earth. 
The would-be lord of every land and sea — 
Poor England, what is all the honour worth, 

To crush a people struggling to be free, 

And help a rotten state ? 

Few — few — there are who would not wish to fight 
If Russia should encompass our disgrace, 
And make for India — why, then with right 
We'd kick her from the place — 
But now — we'll wait, we'll wait, 

Edward 



Scott. 



Gladstone's Rebuke. 



You — you — if you have failed to understand 
The peace of nations is our all in all — 
On you will come the blame of all the land 

If those strong efforts fall 

That we have used of late. 

This isle, once fairest spot in all the earth, 

This one small isle that boasts the name of •' Free " — 

Poor England ! what will that fair name be worth. 

And what will be thy '• prestige " presently. 

At war with every State ? 

You — you — who grovel still at Jingo's feet. 
If you shall plunge us in this dark disgrace 
While thousands, starving, walk about the street. 

They'll hiss you to your face ; 

But all — too late, too late ! 

Jesse H. Wheeler. 



To the Jingo. — (On His Reported Reappearance.) 

You — you — since you have failed to understand 
The Brag of England serves no turn at all — 
Will never rise to curse again this land. 

And never have the fall 

Five years ago your fate. 



The two following parodies Apropos of present circum- 
stances, also appeared in a Prize competition: 

Britannia to Gladstone. 

You must save me from the Jingoes, from the Jingoes, 

Gladdy dear — 
To morrow'll be the wretchedest time of all this tragic 

year; 
Of all this tragic year, Gladdy, the maddest, wickedest 

day, 
For there'll be a war, they say, Gladdy — there'll be a 

war they say. 

The Russians come and go, Gladdy, and seize upon 

each pass, 
And with the savage Turcomans they drain the social 

glass; 



I 



The Tories shout and yell, Gladdy. awhile the Quakers 

pray, 
For there'll be a war, they say, Gladdy— there'll be a 

war. Ihey say. 
All In the wild MarchmamingI heard the trumpet call, 
As Russian upon Afghan did metclleasly fall ; 
The shots began la \vhistle, and the drums b^an lo roll. 
And In the wild March morning fled many a trooper's 

O, strange it seems to me, Gladdy, that ere this year Is 

Some thousands of my bravest may be ratting 'neatb 

Ihe sun. 
Just like my noble Gordon, the gallant and the true — 
But what of that, Ihe Jingoes say, why make ye such 

adot 
for ever, and for ever, they rave and stamp and roara^ 
Why can't they wait a little while, until th' elections 

For then you'll go np. Gladdy to yon House and wear 

And the Russian cease from troubling, and thejingo be 
at rest ! 

J. Arthur Elliott. 



KODGS'S EXUNCIPATIOM, 

Tub elections will be early, will be early, brother dear; 
There is no doubt we'll have to vote before another 

n and the squire, they say, are quite polite to- 






And think it will be most unkind If we don'l vote their 
They forget we were the black sheep — the blackest of 
Were only fit to till the ground and feed oar master's 



As I came aptbevalleybrother, whom think ye 1 should 

Bat the parson arm-in-arm with Hodge, as merry as 

coulcl be 7 
H« thought of those sharp words, brother, 1 gave him 

yesterday— 
When I refused to tell him, brother, if we should vote 

his way. 
Now they may lose our votes brother, they think we're 

in Ihe nghl, 
Allbuugh Ihey liiieA to see our wrongs till Gladstone 

gave them light. 
They may call as cruel -hearted— I care not what they 



For 



say- 



by ballot, brother — why should w 

their way 1 
You must wake n 

brother dear— 
That morrow will be the merrie: 

Thai morrow may be lo all of us our emancipation day. 
If we vote lor those who helped, brother — who belped 
It* on out way | 

John H. Giswh, 
rtf ff^i/y Dh/aiih. April »6. 1885- 



1 and poll early — poll early, my 
: the merriest time of all this glad 



Picked up Ootsidb tkb Lvceuh. 
it wake and call me early — call me early mother 



For I have' to book for the pi I. mother— I have lo book 

ior the pit. 
Fanny Folks. 

Ltcbum— Special Notice — With a desire to increase the 
comtorl of the people, all Sills in the pit and gallery ol 
this theatre may. during Mr. Irving's management, in 
the future be booked, and Ihe pit and gallery will be 
reseated for this purpose by Mr, J, C. Fhippa. — Advertist- 
mint in Ihs DJily Papirs. April, 1885, 



Wages. 
Hdsdreds of sovereigns, hundreds of sterling, hundreds 

Paid with a cheerfulness, eager to gain a poem from me ; 
Hundreds of sterling lo write, to utter, lo make a dash — 
Nay, but the Editor aim'd not at poetry, no lever of 

poetry he : 
Give me Ihe pleasure of going on for the ^^ s. d, I 

The wages of rani is greal : if the wages of merit be just 
Would the publishers scramble who should be first lo 

bargain with me ? 
I desire them not to come hither, unless it be with the 

To make me a golden grove, or to add lo my slock of gree ; 
Give me the pleasure of going on for the ^ s, d. 1 
Judy. February 19, i3Q8, 

Givs MB NO More, 
[IVilli apologiss la Lord Tknnysok.) 
GtVB me no more : a man might drink (he sea — 
If it were drinkable, and yours to give — 
Might drink while fleaven allowed him grace to live 
" nhaust your hospitality ; 



And 

Give me no more : I'm nearly tight already. 
Behold my llaming check and bloodshot eye ; 
'Ves, O my friend, 'tis lime lo say good bye, 

My tongue feels thick, my knees are far from sleadjr 
Give me no more. 

Give me no more : ofllimes I might be glad 
To drink with you all night. and glass for glass. 
Gut not just now — my houeal word 1 pass— 

Year liqmr a so ixicmbly bad, 



Taa. Okioh-Eatsiis. 

" CouKAOB t " she said, and pointed with one hand 




LORD TENNYSON. 
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Above the cauldron rose a fragrant steam, 

Through which her face gleam'd like a misty moon : 
The boiling broth, with energy extreme, 
Within the pot to bubble up did seem. 

The dancing fire flicker'd up and down, 

Fann'd by the murmuring bellows gentle gale. 
And by its crimson light was plainly shown 

The kitchen-dresser and the housemaid's pail. 

Upon the table stood a jug of ale, 
Some plates and knives and forks were near the same ; 

A frying-pan hung greasy on a nail. 
With faces ruddied by the leaping flame, 
The eager, hungry onion-eaters came. 

Large roots they bore of that full-flavour'd stem. 
Of pungent taste and odour. These they gave 

To Cook, who gladly did receive of them. 
With careful hands these roots she well did lave 
In pure spring water's clear and limpid wave ; 

Then toss'd them in the pot, a stew to make. 
'Tis for this mess the greedy gluttons crave ; 

The echoes with their eager cries they wake, — 

"Oh, give us some, we pray, for mercy's sake ! '» 

They sat them down, a longing, hungry band, 

To eat, as if they ne'er had ate before. 
Within the savoury dish each dipp'd a hand, 

Until 'twas empty. Then arose a roar — 

" Tis not enough 1 Oh, give us more, more, more 1 
• Tis not more filling than the ocean's foam." 

Then some one said, — " Eat not, friends, I implore ! 
Or how, when back to our own shores we roam. 
Dare we kiss wives and sweethearts left at home ? '* 

Judy, September 25, 1872, 



■:o: 



In Pmw^A, May 9. 1885, will be found a rather weak 
parody of *' Tears, idle tears," it is apropos of the fare- 
well performance of Adelina Patti, at San Francisco, and 
commences'" Tears, maudlin tears. " 



:o: 



Gbnbral Gordon. 

In reply ^o a letter from the poet .Whittier respecting 
General Gordon, Lord Tennyson has written as follows — 

"Dear Mr. Whittier,— Your request has been forwarded 
to me, and I herein send you an epitaph for Gordon in 
our Westminster Abbey — i.e. for his cenotaph: — 

" • Warrior of God, man's friend, not here below' 
" ' But somewhere dead far in the waste Soudan ; 

" ' Thou livest in all hearts, for all men know 
" ' This earth hath borne no simpler, nobler man.' 

•• With best wishes, yours very faithfully, 

"Tennyson.'' 

On which the Globe (May 7th, 1885,) remarked—" Lord 
Tennyson must really decline to be prodded. The poet 
Whittier has been egging him on to write about Gordon, 
and the result is an epitaph of four lines, giving the infor- 
mation that Gordon is not " here below " (t.f., in West- 
minster Abbey), but in the Soudan. The Times, in giving 
this epitaph, heads it " Gordon, Tennyson, and Whittier," 
and the association of three such names with the starve- 
ling verse under them, is an ideal example of the short and 
simple step from the sublime to the ridiculous." 




" MY MOTHER." 

M^HE kind correspondent who sent the pathetic 
*J^ poem entitled " Another," which appeared 
in the May number of Parodies, correctly described 
the difficulty of compiling this collection so as to 
make it fairly complete, without being tedious, 
especially as new Parodies on every popular poem 
are continually appearing. Since Part 18 appeared 
many other parodies on " My Mother " have been 
sent in, some of which are so good that they are 
here inserted, although it had not been intended 
again to refer to that particular poem in this 
volume. 

The Slug. 

No more this silent grief I'll hug, 
What shall I do to kill the slug, 
That haunts the beds which I have dug ? — 

Curst slug i 

I've sprinkled soot upon its trail, 
But less than naught does that avail, 
Over it pass'd th' unconscious snail — 

Vile slug ! 

I dogg'd its footsteps then with lime, 
Dropping it where I saw the slime. 
But it did change its route next time — 

Sly slug ! 

I keep some salt mixed in a jug. 
In which I hoped to pop it snug, 
But it declined to show its mug — 

Shy slug I 

What lots of mischief it can do — 
Would you believe it bit in two 
My Vincitoxis Thunbergu ? 

Base slug I 

Could it not e'en have spared me this ? 
My bulb Incomparabilis 
Hookeri Walkeri insignis — 

Low slug ! 
If I could find its hidden lair ! 
I can't ! Ah, cry of wild despair. 
That breaks upon the tortured air — 

Oh, slug ! 

Stranger ! who read'st, yet sittest still, 
I'll leave you something in my will — 
Give me a recipe to kill 

That slug ! 
Judy, July 30, 1873. 



■:o:- 



The First Fog of the Season. 

By a Victim, 

** What may perhaps be said to be the first fog of the season 
occurred in London on Wednesday last. All through the 
forenoon the weather was so dark as to make the use of 
gas requisite within doors. The fog was especially dense 
in the Northern and Eastern suburbs. In the morning 
there was a sharp frost.'' — Daily Paper, 

What comes this year before its time^ 
To make us execrate our clime. 
And doth the City streets begrime? 




Whal makes the trains late up in town, 

And much disgusts Smith, Janes, and Brown ; 

And stops them when they would go "down ? " 

What spreads destruction round one's feet 
By dark'ning every crowded street — 
Invades the most secure retreat ? 

The fog 1 
Whnt 15115 the almospherc with smoke, 
Till all who breathe it. all but choke ; 
And much bad language doth provoke? 

What hurls the eycEi and makes them red. 

Gives one a bad cold in the head, 

And makes one think one's nearly dead ? 

The fog ! 
What in the day produces night. 
And keeps the flaring ga^; alight, 
And lakes away one's appetite? 

The fog ; 
What doth all London discompose. 
Vet whence it comes and where it goes 
No living human being knows ? 

The fog I 
yiidy, November i, 1876. 



Who taught me whsn there was a draught. 
And showed me perils fore and all 
And frowned when 1 untimely laughed I 

The Nervotis. 
Who told me when ibe glass would rise 
Or fall, and with their prophecies. 
Or recollec lions, made me wise ? 

The Nervous. 
Who heard a crash before it fell 
And knew things were not going well, 
Atid would some warning siory lell ? 

The Nervous. 
Who, when I was a pachyderm. 
By many a proper piercing lerra 
Thinned my coarse skin so hard and Srm ? 

The Nervous. 
Tht Argon ASagaiint, 1866. 



My Banker. 

Dtiicalid (without rttptct) to ctrtaU Bank Mii-Directois. 
Bv A Man of ko Accookt. 

" I know a hank which when a wild lima rose. 
Stopped payment, and resolved jis doors to close." 

—Sh a htspta rtfervtrtid. 
Tkocgh times are hard, who is't one sees 
Enjoying life's luxurious ease 
By spending others* £. s. d's? 

My Banker. 
Who cows Ibe trader with a glance. 
And eyes poor shopkeepers askance, 
And wastes Ibeir money in — " finance '' P 
My Banker. 



Whose style the ignorant delights, 
Who orphans' confidence invites, 
And freely takes the widows' mit«s I 

My Banker. 
Who finds religion's cloak to pay 
And client's money ev'ry day 
In charity, who gives away T 

My Banker. 
Who's he whose fame spreads far and wide 
For wealth and ostentatious pride 
Until for peculation tried ! 

My Banker, 
Who makes of roguery a trade. 
Who, by bis conscience undismayed. 
To other rascals lends bis aid I 

My Banker. 
Who is't would have us to believe 
A child in arms he'd not deceive. 
Yet all the while will lie and thieve f 

Ikly Banker. 
Who. when my Banker stares aghast 
At prison walls which bold him fast. 
Rejoices that he's caught a ' ' ' 



JaJy, Jannary 39, 1879, 



My-self 



Mv BsoTasB, 

Wro beld the tempting apple nigh 
And always tried to make me cry, 
And stuck the scissors in my eye ? 

My Brother. 
Who left us all on Christmas Day 
And to the cupboard made his way 
And on the tree left not a spray t 

My Brother. 
Who Ihrew my playthings on Ihe floor. 
And broke my doll behind the door, 
And my best ribbons always lore t 

My Brother 
Who pinched my kitten's ear, or tail, 
And ducked her in the water- pail 
And pinched my check for Inroing pale I 

My Brother. 
Who spilt his coffee on his lap. 
And tore his mother's new lace cap. 
And blurred with ink ray atlas map i 

My Brolher. 
Who's glad he is at school now. 
And not at home to make a row 
1 know who's happy, anyhow. 

His Sister. 



Way at my church do I select a pew. 
Commanding always one particular view 
Alas I I fear II is to look at you 

The Curate. 
When do I abun the theatre or the ball. 
For spinsters' ten that's weak, and talk that's si 
'Tis when I think il ptobable you'll call 

Our C orate. 



'MY MOTHER" 



Why, by my hands, iadustriousty were tied 
The hoU; wreaths in church at Christmas-tide I 
Because I loved to labour hy your side 

Dear Curate. 

And when the living fat shall fall to thee, 
Shall all thy flock forgolten be, 
Or wilt thou then begin to think of me 
My Curate 



My Babdbkbr. 

Who teaches me to go abroad 
To Paris, Rome, or Venice-ward, 
Or Norway's fjeld and deep fjord ? 

My Baedeker. 

Who gives the annals of each nation. 
Maps, money, language, vegetation , 
And what's about the population ? 

My Baedeker. 

Who says what galleries there may be 
For which one pays, which open free 
From tea to four, or nine to three ? 



Who says what churches I'm to visit 

And if a picture's framed which is it 

And pats a star lest I should miss it 

My 

From Tracks A Notway. 



Who are the antious watchers o'er 

The slumbers of a lillle bore. 

That screams whene'er it doesn't snore 

Why, Mothers 

Whose pity wipes its piping eyes, 
And stills maturer childhood's cries, 
Stoppii^ its month with c^ies and pies ? 

Oh, Mothen I 

Thi Bamarisi, 1861. 



My Tutor. 

Who was't when I came fresh from School 
Up here, was so polite aud cool, 

And showed me each Collegiate rule ? 

My Tutor. 

Who bade me shun those friends of vice 

Which undergraduates entice, 

lu shape of billiards, cards, and dice ? 

My Tutor, 

Let Paley be my constant friend. 
Eight hours each day in studies spend. 
And chapels nighl and morn attend i 

My Tutor. 

By such a course that worthy planned 
First class in Little Go I'd land, 
A credit to my College, and 

My Tutor. 

But who next day, hy all that's odd, 

Happened to note me as I trod 
Across the grassplots in the quad ? 

My Tutor. 

And saw (what fools some people are I) 
Me pufGoK at my first cigar. 
And called it " most irregular " ? 

My Tutor. 

Who's now my foe inveterate. 
Who every night at half-past eight 
Keeps ma within the College gate. 



Because I chanced to skip, you know, 
Aud thought intolerably slow 
His lectures on the Little Go ? 

My Tutor. 

Who is so shy he shuns to meet 
One of bis College in the street 7 
Who dare not lei you see his feel ? 

My Tutor. 

Who always is agreable with 

Lord Jones, bul keeps a great broad frith 

Between himself and Sizar Smith ? 

My Tutor. 

Who is it whom I ought to dread 
And hang on every word he's said 
But whom I caricature instead ? 

My Tutor. 
From PautopastprandiaU. published by Jones and Piggott, 
Cambridge, 1883, 




William Shakespeare. 

(XS64— 1S16.) 



Most patent, grave, and Reverend Signiors, 
My very noble and apptovcd good Masters 
Of Alls, yc Bachelors and Commoners, 
Yc Doclors, Proctors, Scholars, Dons, and Men, 
And lost, not least, Subscrilun, to whose kindness 
We owe our life ; that we have rushed to print 
It is most true, true we have hcadlone rushed, 
The very head and front of ottr offeaiTing, 
Hnth this extent, no more : and pray you all 
If any abas' be found amongst our Paroiiis, 
For the wheat's sake, oh 1 pardon it ! 



\N giving the following Parodies on de- 
"* tached passages from the plays of 
Shakespeare,' it must be staled, (though 
such a statement ought to be perfectly 
unnecessary,) that not the slightest dis- 
respect is intended, either to the works themselves, 
or to that great author whose name, and fame, are 
dear to every Englishman. 

Nearly every play writte 
been burlesqued, and when 
tlieatrical managers produce 
Shakespearian tragedy, a t 
immediately produced, at one, or another, of the 
smaller houses, which provide fun for the laughter- 
loving public There are many worthy people 
who lake offence at this, and fail to see that such 
a very harmless description, and that no 
disrespect is intended to the immortal bard, who 
was not, himself, above introducing burlesques of 
his contemporaries, even in his most serious works. 
This question was fully discussed in the London 
. daily papers in August, 1883, Apropoi of burlesques 
L of The Tempest, and Ifamlet, produced by Mr. 
I John Hollingshead, at the Gaiety Theatre. Some 
f of the letters then published throw considerable 
light on what had been previously done in the way 
of Shakespearian butles(iiies,and are also of interest 
as summing up the arguments, for and against, 
Parody and Burtesque in general. 

Mr Moy Thomas, the theatrical critic of the 
Dailff /t^twi, thus introduced the subject in his 
weekly column, entitled — 



n by Shakespeare has 
;ver one of the London 
■s a grand revival of a 
s almost 



t 



THE THEATRES. 
ive received the following letter on the subject of 
the impenJins liorlcaquca of ' I'he Teiiipest,* atid ' Hutntcl,' 
" ihe (Jaielv Theatre. We may remind our reader) that 
.._ dcKribcd Ihe projecl as 'uaicwhal tiarlling,' wlille 
me called ailentinD to ibe facti thai the productions in 



qucsliLin arc to be avowedly 'elaborate parodies,' and that 
there is reason tn believe that 'if this experiment should be 
found to be suited to the tastes of Ihe town Mr. Bumuid's 
process of adapting Shakespeare to "nineteenth centui^r 
audiences " may be expected to continue,' More than this, 
in the way of protest, it did not in the present stage of the 
project seem to us necessary lo say in a column which is 
mainly devoted to dramatic news. " 

" ' May I ask if it is possible that the dramatic critic of 
the Daily News means to pass over without a word of 
disapprobation the proposal to burlesque " Haraki " and 
" The Tempest? " I (hink many people must have been as 
surprised as I was to read your intimation of it in last 
Monday's issue uncoupled with any word oE disapproval - 
or disgust. Surely the Eaglisli stage may well be thought 
by Englishmen to have reached its lowest point of degra- 
dation, and one strangely in contrast with the honour wc 
profess to pay to it, when two ol the finest playsand finest 
works in all literature are to bs sacrificed to ihe passion 
for burlesque. We had better consider ourselves do 
lon|er the same nation, and cease to pride ourselves on 
having produced the foremost man in all literature when 
we descend Co this without protest. I do not think any 
lauKuage can be too strong on such a subject from a lover 
of Shakespeare and of the stage, and one who cauaot bat 
contrast the present lanles of the public with the opinion 
formed of them by Milton two centuries ago ; — " What 
wants ihere lo such a towardly and pregnani soil but wise 
and faithful latiourers to make a knowing people, a natiOD 
of prophets, of sages, and of worthies.' " — I am yonrs 
faiihfullv, W. Kennedy. — Ilampstead, August :6." 



A few days later the following replies were pub- 
lished in T/ie Daily Neiis :— 

Sitt. — Your correspondent " Mr. Kennedy " speaks ota 
proposed new version of Thi Temptsl. of a more or leas 
burlesque character, as if I and Mr. Bumand had dis- 
covered a new crime. Thi WorU (m the absence of Mr. 
Yates) also follows suit. Messrs. P. Talfourd, Andrew 
Halliday, Robert Brcugb, and others were not afiaid lo 
to draw upon Shakespeare for their burlesques, and in the 
so-called " palmy days '' of the drama the parodies of 
Shakespeare were frequent, coarse, and brutal. The 
subjects of many ol Shakespeare's plays were the common 
properly of the dramatist long before the advent of the 
master, and il be were now alive be would probably be 
the last 10 object to treatmeni such as Goethe has re- 
ceived in every eily in Europe— I am, &c., Jobm 
HoLUNGEHB*!). — Gaiety Theatre. Strand." 

SiB,— This stir about TA* Trmtesl seenii a storm in a 
teacup. Both "Mr, W. Kennedy, of Hampstcad,'' who 
nalorally lakes high ground, and your dramatic critic 
would have acted more justly to my fonhcoming piece btid 
tbey waited to see what it was before attempting to etcite 

Sublic prejudice against my work. There is an important 
istinctno between what is commonly understood bv 
■■ burlesquing Shakespeare.'' by which is meiani taking hn 
lines and sentiments and giving them an absurd tarn, and 
writing what is now-a-days styled a J" barlesque version '' 



Wn.MAM SHAKESPEARE. 



(which is really an extravRgania) of a fairy tate which 
Shakespeare has immorlalised. especially when Shake- 
speare himself has (tiven ihe keynote far (he fun, as be has 
done in Tki Timpal no doubt with a full cotisciouaness 
of its humour. 

As Ibe lawyer's wisdom is popularly supposed to reside 
maialjr in the wis. ao the poet has made all Prospeio's 
magic art lie io bis book, waod, and magic robes, without 
which he is powerless. When he does not wish to be 
professioually engaged he puts aside his "magic properties" 
and says "lie there my art." When he is renouncing 
conjuring he buries his boohs of legerdemain, and baa 
done with it for ever, retaining no sort of power indepen- 
dently of this jnaRic receipt book, or as I shall struKgle 
nrit to call it, in deference to Mr. Kennedy, of Hampstead 
lo whom a pun on anything ShaVe?pearian must appear 
quite too-too dreadful, his '■ spelling book." Caliban is 
aware of ibis, and directs his efforts lo possessing himself 
of Ibis book. This perfectly admissible view of Prospero, 
Ingel her with the notion that he himself gives as to Ariel's 
true cbaracler, hasfumisbed me with the materials for an 
extravaganza at the Gaiety, which will be entitled 
Aritl. or. tki King of Iht Catiban IsUiitd. of which Ihe critics 
and public will form their judgment when it appears. En 
atliiidant, to raise a prejudice against my work is clearly 
unjust. Let me have fairplay even for an extravagania 
fuiinded on a Shakespearian fairy lale. " Atlas." in the 
tVorli, had an uofair noteon thissubject. 1 have written 
to him much as I have to you, but with a special '' P.S., ' 
which I trusl he will have the generosity to publish, point- 
ing out thai "Atlas" should be the last to brand as a 
crime burlesquing anything Shakesperian. as in his own 
paper a few weeks ago appeared the story of Hamltt 
travestied, and adapted to "mreteeotb ceQlur>-" readers, 

— Yours faithfully, 

F. C. BtlRNAItD, 



(To the Editor of the Daily Wf ibs.)— Sir,— We are told 
that a parody in three or four acta of The Timput is in 
preparation, and we are asked by the author to suspend 
judgment until its production. The appeal is at any rate 
superficially fair. But Mr. Bumaod's letter is not very 
reassuring. For instance, be calls the great play" a fairy 
tale," i e., he seems to put it on a level with '■ The Whila 
Cat " and ■' Pusa iu Boots." But let thai pass. All who 
reverence the great name of Shakespeare, and who are 
grateful for his noble plays (and they are numprous, what- 
ever Mr, Burnand and PuHCk may think), will patiently 
■wail Tht King of the Caliban liland (what charming wit 
and taste I) leaning upon their swords. In any case 
Shakespeare's memory cannot suffer. What is to be 
feared is the degradation of the stage which he ei;nobled. 
and of Ihe actors and dramatic aulhorsof whom he ought 
to be the proudesi and most sacred boast. — 1 am. Sir. 
yours faithfully. An Oi-d Pi.avcdeb. 

August 20, 1SB3. 

In the next weekly column of Tlie Theatres 
(August 27, 1883,) Mr. Moy Thomas inserted 
another long letter, which had been addressed to 
him by Mr. F. C. Bumand, referring to his forth- 
coming burlesque upon Shakespeare's Tevipetl : — 

" I know yon are not friendly lo biurlesques — and probably 
nol to burlesque writers; still, as a critic, as a judge who 
will have to try the case it is hardly fair lo range yourself 
on the advene side, and ta make your verdict a foregone 
cunclusion. Patience a moment, and hear^ — or read. 'i"he 
eici^tence of Itobson wa& on excuse for a burlesque 00 Shji' 



lock, and for one on Uatiili ; also on Miita. Now, in 
looking about for a character, a novelty, fi:ir Miss Nelly 
FarreB, who is a genius in *er way, as Robson was in kit — 
the nation of dx Ariel struck me, and the more I con»dered 
it the more I liked it, 1 read the Timptst carefully, and 
saw how Shakespeare had given the chance of such a view 
of Ariel as the spirit of enterprise, and had struck the key- 
note of any amount of fun in Ihe humorous notion of Prospero 
bang absolutely dependent upon his "properties" for his 
magic power. Evidently he had not had Ihem with him 
when he was turned adrift by Coniago in a boat with his 
child ; 01 rather, as he musl have had them with him 
(according to his own account) they were so packed up he 
couldn't get at thcro ; otherwise, where would his enemies 
have been? Caliban's one idea was to possess himself of 
the book. Weil, in him I see a backward boy (done oul of 
his rights, by the way), who, however, wants to acquire 
knowledge, and who does so in the end. ' How dull Miranda 
found the island you can judge from her speeches, and from 
her going to steep when her father is prosing. The con- 
spirators , and the remorseful king, are minor characters, 
calling for no particular remark, except as padding to sustain 
a weakish plot. Now what do I do? Burlesqueit? Not 
in the sense in which I understand burlesque, as, for 
instance, I burlesqued Fldom, Diplomacy, Ouida's Slmlh- 
iHort, &c.. &c. No ; but I take the sloryand give il a turn 
similar (though not the same) 10 what Thackeray gave lo 
Ivankoi in Kebfcca ani Rowtaa. He took up the tale where 
Scott left off, but he reproduced the scenes and characters 
under changed conditions. I lake the story with its leading 
characters ; I omit the tempest entirely (only a sea-fog, 
when Prospero had forecasted a "disturbance "), and Ariel, 
capable of assuming all sorts of shapes and forms, does so 
and wrecks the ship. The arrangement of scenes doesn't 
follow the play. Of course Trinculo and Stephano are nol 
in it, fornoone making a new comic story could takelhcmor 
Caliban as far as he is associated with them and make them 
more fuimy, whether in dialogue or in business (I know it 
all, having studied iti than Ihey are in the piece. No one 
could take the Midsummir NigkVs Dream and produce a 
modern extravaganza, though they might (as Planchi did) 
use the fairies out of it, who are immortal. No one 
deprecates a vulgar, coarse piece of buffoonery by way of 
burlesque more than I do. I have undertaken tbll very 
work as an advance on Blue Biard. as Blai Beard was 
(though you would not recc^ise il) a distinct advance on 
what had preceded it. It forms one of the "burlesque ' 

drama ' series — a generic title lo which I have objections, | 

bul by which Mr. John Hollingshead sets store — and as it ii I 

a matter of indifference to the public whether what is really 
an extravaganza comes under the above heading, I havn'l 
any more to say, bul the smn is that 1 am distinctly not bur- 
lesquing Shakespeare's Tempiit, as by burlesquing I under- 
stand my mode of treatment of Sardou's Fidora, Diplomacy, 
Oulda"s S/ri((*«ow. &c., 4c" 

In September 18S3, Mr. Hollingshead also wrote 
lo the Daily Newt as follows : — 

" It may interest those who are curions in thealrical 
history to learn that the last London performance of "The 
Enchanted Isle.'' a burlesque upon Shakespeare's 
" Tempest," by William and Robert Brough, was played 
at Drury Lane Theatre on the Sjib July, 1B60. Inr Ihe 
bene&t of the widow and children of Robert Brough. one 
of the authors. The cast was as follows: Ariel, Miss 
Kale Terry, (then in the height of her popularity) ; Fer- 
dinand, Mrs. Alfred Mellon (Miss Woolgar) ; Miranda. 
Miss Fanny Stirling (a daughter of Mrs. Stirling, her first 
appearance on the stage) ; Caliban, Mr, F. Tallburd ; 
Alonio, Mr. George Cmikshank; Prospero, Mr. LeicBsWss. 
Buckingham ; and TrinciHo.t'j ^^it■«■^.^.^.M &\-C!o.vs-QKj«.r 
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T. Moy Thomas followed up this letter by 
stating that :— 

" Mr. Bumand has unRarthed in the Bniish Museum 
library aa acting copy of Daveoanl and Dryden's version 
of Ibe "Tempesl ; ortbeEnchaoled Isle," which he will 
probably e^ipound for the benefit of readers in an early 
number ot Pvnch, Sir Walter Scott's accounl of this 
piece is perhaps worth transcribing here : — ' It seems 
probable thai Dryden furnished the language, and Dive- 
natit the plan, of the new characters introduced. They 
do but liiile honour to his invenllon. although Drydea 
has highly extolled it m bis preface. The idea of a 
counlerpart to Shakspeare's plot by introducing a man 

who had never seen a man, and by furaishinR Caliban 
with a sisler-moDSIer, seems hardly worthy of the delight 
with which Drj'den says he filled up the characters so 
sketched. Id mixing bis lints Dryden did not omit that 
peculiar colounng in which fais age delighted. Miranda's 
simplicity is converted into indelicacy. . . . The play seems 
to have succeeded lo the utmost wish of the authors. It 
was brought out in the Duke's house [Lincoln's- inn- fields 
Theatre, November. 1667], of which Davenanl was the 
manager, with all the splendour of scenic decoration of 
which be was the inventor. The opening scene was des- 
cribed as being particularly splendid, and the performance 
of the spirits with mops and mows excited general 
applause I " 

Hamlet's Soliloquy. 
No one passage from the plays of Shakespeare 
has been so frequently parodied, and imitated, as 
the celebrated Soliloquy commencing "To be, or 
NOT TO BE." The following version of the original 
is taken from the famous Folio edition of 
Shakespeare's works put forth in 1623. In addi- 
tion to the quaint orthography, there are one or 
two verbal differences between this, and the 
version given in modern editions of the poet's 
works ; notably the expression " the poor man's 
contumely," which is now generally printed as " the 
proud man's contumely : " — 

EnUr HamUt. 
H«M.— To BE, 01 not to be, that is the Quesiion ; 
Wheiher 'tis Nobler in the minde to suffer 
The Slings and Anowes of outrngious Fortune, 
Or to take Armes against a Sea <>f troubles. 
And by opposing end them : to dye, to slcepe 
No moie ; and by a sleepc, lo say we end 
The Heart-ake, and Ihc thousand Naturoll shockes 
Thai Flesh is heyre too? 'Tis a comumroalion 
Devoutly to be wish'd. To dye, lo sleepe, 
To sleepe, perchance to Dtcame ; I, ihere'slherub. 
For in that sleepe of death, what dteames may come, 
Whea we have shuffiei'd off this morlall eolle, 
Musi pve us pawse. There's Ihc respecl 
Thai makes Calamity of to long life ; 
For who would beare the W'hips and Scornw of time, 
The Oppressors wrong, the pwirc man's Conlumely, 
The pangs of dlspeii'd Love, the Ijwes delay, 
The msiilence of Office, and ihc Spumes 
That patient merit of ihc nnwotihy takes. 
When he himselfe might his Qmiitits make 
Wiih a bare Bodkin P Who would ihese Fardles beaie. 
To gniDt and sweat under ■ wcaiy Ufe, 
But ihal the dtcad of wimcihing after denih, 



The undiscovered Countrcy, from whose Borne 
No Traveller relumes, Puiels the will. 
And makes us rather bearc those illes we have. 
Than flye lo others that we know not of. 
Thus Conscience does make Cowards of us all, 
i\nd thus the Native hew of Resolution 
Is sicklied o're, with the pale cast of Thought, \ 
And enterpiizes of great ^th and mument. 
With this regard their Currants turnc away, 
Andloose the name of Action- Soft you now. 
The faire Opkiliai Nimph, in thy Otiions 
Be all my sinnes remembted, 

Thi TregiiU of HamUt. 



Amongst the announcements for April, 1S46. 
in George Cruikshank's Comic Almanack appeared 
the following : — 

The Shakespeare Jubilee Festival mil be celebiated al 
the "Only National Theatre '' ontheasrd, with the following 

The Grand Opera of 'Hamlet;' the Music by Mr. 
Balfe ! the Ubrctto by Messrs. Shakespeare and Bunn. 

From the Opera, the following song may be predicted 10 
be sung by the first letvor, llanilel ; — 
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"To BK, OR NOT TO BE. 

"Oh say I To be, or not lobe ? 

That is the question grave ; 

To suffer Fortune's slings and darts, 

Or seas of troubles brave. 

To die, to sleep I perchance, to dream 

Ay, there's the rub ! when we 

Have shuffled off this mortal coil : — 

To he, or not to be 1 

Oh t who would bear time's whips and scorna, 

l~he pangs of dispriied love ; 

When he might his quietus make 

By one bare bodkin's shove ? 

Who would these fardels bear, unless 

That bourne he could foresee. 

From which no traveller returns 1 — 

To be, or not lo be I " 

Arrangements will be made for the characters to prii- 
menade in the daytime full dressed, upon the lop of the 
Portico, lo theMusic of the Orchestra in Beef-eaters dresse*. 
The pageant will be very splendid. 



To BE or not lo be ? — that is the question ; 
■Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to sufler 
Vile strokes and scratches from outrageous Pens, 
Or to lake up Thatcher's, 'g^nst a sea of others. 
And, usii;g it, to end them? To write — with ease — 
For ever 1 And with that ease lo say we end 
The headache and the thousand natural shocks 
Which clerks are heir to — 'lis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wished I To write — with ease — 
With ease ! enhanced to Speed I Aye, there's ihe rub 1 
As 'tis with ease of Pen our tboughtt will How, 
Now we have shuffled off that mortal toil 
We cease to pause I Here's the good Pen 
That lessens the calamities of life ; 
For who will suffer the whips and scorns of time, 
'iTie writer's wrongs, the ichootmasier's contumely ? 
The I'angs of des|Nsed Pens, cause of delays 
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A nuisance in in office, and the spurns 

Which patient merit at Pen unworthy takes, 

When he himscircan ha quirtus make 

By using Thatcher's? Who would Gillotl's bear, 

Or grunt and sweat over a Mitchell's J, 

When but the act of trying THATCHER'S Pen, 

That well-discovered luxury, from which boon 

No traveller will turn, puules no will. 

And makes us cease to bear the ills we had — 

To write with comfort, which we knew not of? 

As knowledge should make wise men of us alt. 

Then let the native hue of resolution 

Stick fast no more, 'til this good Pen Is sought ; 

And enterprises of great pith and moment 

With thi* resolve their currents turn or glide 

The Pen, the spring, of action ! 

Shakesfbn. 
n by Mt. T. Thatcheb, of 



The following Parody appeared originally in Pune&, 
February 9, 1884, and was afterwards reprinted, 
without the slightest acknowledgement, in a silly 
little pamphlet entitled " The Burlesque of Liberal 
Government," published by Stoneham, of Cheap- 
aide, in 1884, It referred to Sir WilUam Vernon 
Harcourt'fi proposals to ret'omi the abuaeB in the 
govenunent of the Metropolifl : — 

Irrksohitton. 
ScENK— rA( Home Ogici—TabUs cacered luitk hugi luaps of 
aScial returns, from the Corporation, tin Milrofolitan 
Board of Worfis, and thi Thirty-Eight Dulricls of 
Ihi Metropolis. 
The Home Secretary diicovirtd, looking weary and iwni. 
Hi throivs himself bxeh in his nneasi chair, and 
soliloquiics — 
To BE. or not to be, that is the question ;— 
Whether 'tis belter for awhile to suffer 
The harmless follies of the Corporation : 
Or to bring on myself a sea of iroubjes. 
Much easier raised than ended ? To pass my Bill, — 



Norn 



U by a Bill, to say w 



The headache, and the thousand natural worries 
That place is heir to. 'Tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wish'd ? To pass my Bill ;— 
To pass ! perchance to fail ; — ay, there's the rub ! 
And in that Herce debate what Cads will come. 
When tbey have shuffled much in that turmoil, 
And give me their paws '. There's the respect 
That maltes cahimity of my bored life : 
For who would bear the patronage off IRTH, 
■Theoppresaivecandour of thai proud tnan Beale, 
The pangs of chaffing DlLKE, Sei.borne's delay. 
The msoience of Chamberlain, and the spurns 
My patieni merit of the Premier takes. 
When he bimseir might peace and quiet make 
By mere inaction f Who would boredom bear, 
To groan and sweat under official life, 
But that the thought of doing something great — 
That undiscovered thing, that seldom comes 
To poor Home Secretaries — urges me on, 
Though I ivould rather bear the ills we have. 
Than fly to others that I know not of I 
Thus, too, sharp Londoners;, poor cowards all, 
May think — if so, I pall in resolution. 
My enterprise, though of great pith and moment. 
Which none regard, and which seems all awry, 
looses the name of action. 



" Messrs. Chatlo and Windos— Heaven bless them for 
their generosity ! — sent me the other day a copy of Mark 
Twain's new book, ' Huckleberry Finn.' The book is an 
extremely funny book ; but, for all that, I couldn't make out 
why it was sent to me until I came upon an entirely new 
reading of Hamlet's soliliquy. Messrs. C. and W. evidently 
wish me to say, and I do so with great pleasure, that Mr. 
Mark 'Twain's new reading is at least as original, and very 
much more entertaining, than the new readings with which 
we are nowadays so constantly inundated. Let readers judge 
for themselves : " 

To BE or not to be ; thai is the bare bodkin 

That makes calamity of so long life ; 

For who would fardels bear, till Bimam Wood do come 

to Dunsinane, 
But that the fear of something after death 
Mulders the innocent sleep. 
Great nature's second course. 
And maltes us rather sling the arrows of outrageous 

fortune 
Than fly to others that we know not of. 
There's the respect must give us pause : 
Wake Duncan with thy knocking ! I would thou couldat 
Kiir who ¥fould bear the whips and scorns of time. 
The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely. 
The law's delay, and the quietus which his pangs might 

take. 
In the dead waste and middleof the night, when church- 
yards yawn 
In customary suits of solemn black. 
But that the undiscovered country from whose bourne no 

traveller returns. 
Breathes forth contagion art the world. 
And thus the native hue of resolution, like the poor cat 

i' the adage. 
Is sicklied o'er vrith care. 

And all the clouds that lowered o'er our housetops. 
With this regard their currents turn awry. 
And lose the name of action, 
'Tis a consummalioD devoutly to be wished. But soft 

you, the fair Ophelia ; 
Ope not thy ponderous and marble jaws, 
But get thee to a nunnery — go ! 
ThtRejirtt, Dec. 11, 1884, Carados. 



To A. 



Soliloquy on Sfbculation. 

,0 act, that is the question T 



Whether 'tis better for the pursf 

The stocks and shares to fall without a "spec" 

Ot to proceed against this sea of bubbles 

And venture a transaction I To bull, to bull 

No more ; but by a bear to say we end 

The heartache and the thousand natural shocks 

The " House " is heir to— 'lis a consummation 

Devoutly to be wished. To bear — to scU 

To bear— watch settling day I ay— there's the rub 

For in that sale of stock what wealth may come 

Ay, marry and go, if we bear not in mind. 

We must buy back. — There's the respect 

'That makes a bubble stock of so long life 

For who would bul^ who now can see the ^t. 

Directors deeds and chairmen's soft smooth words j 

The pangs of broken faith, the lawa delay 

The insolence of office, and the Bpnms, 

Impatient sbareholders are forced to lake, 

When he himself might a large fortune make. 

With a " Bear Broker " I Who would railways bull 

Tn giunl and in-eat as each account fomes rnimd. 
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TothbL. 1L a. S. T, M.— "I have (he honour [oan- 
tNunce that, as an earnest seaTcher after truth, my recent 
efforts have been rewarded beyond my most »inguine expect- 
alions. To the subscriber has been accoriicd the distin- 
guished honour of being the medium of exposing to the world 
B literary gem, which, under other auspices, would probably 
never have seen the light ; and mankind would have remained 
in ullei ignorance of the great treasure herewith reproduced 
for the delectation of the S. T. M. 's. Those distinguished 
archxolo^sti and Biblicists exhumed the original manuscript 
from beneath the comer-sloneor the lirstSolamonial edifice ; 
therefore itx authenticity and antiquity are indubitable, while 
IheioDnd philosoohy, inuuense depth of thought and convin- 
cing logic, reminds us of the divine Shakespeare. Let it 
apeak (or itself." 

BHICK3, Jr. 
Pome — Fragment, 
Htmlock. PriHct of Dunkirk. 
RmktX (lolw)— To, AFFILIATE, or not to affiliate, that ii the 
nucstjon- - 
Wheiner 'tii nobler in the mind to suffer 
The stings and taunts of official lunkheads 
Or to take up arms against theirpetty torments 
And, by opposing, end them. To alhliate — to disburse 
No more — and by disbursing, lo say we end 
The contemptuous glances and the frowning looks 
That non-affiliation brings us, 'Tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wish'd. To be willing to pay — to be 

proposed — • 

To be proposed ; perchance to be rejected. Ay, there's 

the nib. 
For, in that rejection, what heart-burnings, what bitter 
thoughts may-come when the finger points — un- 
worthy 1 
Must give us pause. There's the consideration 
That produces doubt and misgiving, 
For who would bear the whips and scorn of lemporiieis 
The pains and penalties of Section Farly-lav — 
Tlu Jifrittalian of vailation — ihf inlrrmtnl 
PnktiMi—tlu funttal iHtmlicUd—ibe Charity 
Recalled — that ^eal channel through which 
God pastes all his mercy upon mankind ; 
The iQKlcDce of office-holding rings, and lich. 
When he himself might be reheved by disbursing 
" Four dollars and nine-shilling " — but for a knowledge 
That a lust for pov/a (precursor of dissolution) the 

Wliich with haughty tread doth trample Charity in the 

dust. 
While jndgroenl, direeled by circumspection. 
Hath taken wings and flown to puis unknown. 
To know our of^ngs ai Charity's shrine aie diverted 
To oreanienuid, and gorgeous lial I >, 
Services of plate, banquetji graml, and the jwndant 

And MK liaituiut other teoions, which salary lists pro- 
Make HI ralhvr bear those Ells we have, 
rhan ify to ihanc tre know too much of. 



Patehpakilias as Hamlbt. 
//«;«,— To BAKE, or not to hake, that is the questiijn : — 
Whether 'tis better for ourselves to make 
Digestive, light, sweet, wholesome home-made bread ; 
Or to lake in tradesmen's loaves against our sense. 
And, nothing heeding, eat iliem ? — To eat — eat what ? — 
The trough's abominations without end : 
The cockroach I a thousand unnatural things 
The bakehouse teems with, — 'tis adullewtion 
Devoutly to be shun'd. Impure! Or purel 
'Praps puce ! perchance impure ; — ay, there's the rub ; 
For in this loaf of bread what dirt may come 
From unclean baker at his midnight toil. 
Must give us pause : There's the respect 
That takes all relish from the statT ot life : 
For who that reads his Lanctt, or his Timit, 
Would eat this sluiT the baker sends, conteoledly, 
Knowing full well from analysts' reports 
And samtary officers' returns, 
The noisome mysteries of the baker's art. 
When he himself bread, cakes, and scones may make 
With Dorwick's Baking Pomler ? 
FuHsy Folks, December, 18S3. 



Hamlet's Soliloquy on the Turkish Bath. 

Scene — OfpasiU Iht Turkislt Batk, Wtst Sltiti. Brighton. 

Ham. — To bathe, or not to bathe, — that is the queiUon ; 
Whether "lis wiser in a man to suffer 
Tbe aches and pangs of disordered nature. 
Or to take baths against a sea of troubles 
And by so doing end iheoi T To strip — to sweat , 
No more ; and, by a roast, to say we end 
The headache, and a thousand natural ills 
That flesh is heir to.— 'tis a consummation 
Devoutly lo be wish'd. To strip, — to sweat ;— 
To sweat I and be shampooed ^-^aye, there's tbe rub 1 
For in that heat such evils may remove 
We need not shuffle off this mortal cml. 
But save our lives. 'Tis this experience 
That makes so many take the Turkish Bath 1 
For who would bear the whips and s^ngs of pan. 
The consumptive's cough, the fat man's obesity, 
'The pangs of dyspepsia, or Bright'i disease. 
The torturings of asthma, or the woes 
That Alcohol upon the inebriate brings. 
When he himself might his deliverance take 
With a bare body I Who would rheumatism bear. 
And grunt nnd groan under a weary life t 
Bat that an ignorance of Turkish laths, 
Those re-discovered pleasures, unto which 
Wise travellers return, doth stiU prevail. 
And makes us lamely bear those ills we have. 
Heedless of remedies that we know not of. 
Thus ignorance oA makes wretches of us all i 
And thus the native hue of hea!th and vigour 
Is sicklied o'er with the pallor of disease. 
But thus, I ween, it shall not be with me ; 
The good I know, and oR have tried, again 
I will embrace. Clerk, in thy dressing rooms 
Ilasi tilou a place for me ? 

Anonymous. 



Seasonable Soliloquy. 
To Bee, or nut to Bee, that is the questioD : 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind lo suffer 
The tilings and arrows of outrage .nis spellint 
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A Pugilistic Soliloquy. 

To BOX, or not to box ? That is the question. 

Whether Mis nobler in the mind to suffer 

The stings and arrows of outrageous passions. 

Or to take heart, like Humphreys and Mendoza, 

And, by opposing, end them. To strip, to bare, 

No more ! and by this movement, say we end 

The heart-ache, and a thousand galling jeers 

The passive's heir to ; — 'tis a consummation 

Devoutly to be wish'd. To strip— to square — 

To fight ; — perchance be beat : — aye, there's the rub ! 

For by that daring step, what blows may come. 

When we have shuffled off our coats and shirts. 

Must give us pause. There's the respect, 

That makes this diffidence of so long life ; 

For who would bear the taunts and sneers o* the mob, 

The pangs of being unknown, and fame's delay, 

The porter's wrongs, the coal heaver's contumely 

The ins'lence of profession, and the spurns 

That patient merit of the pug'list takes, 

When he himself might his quietus make 

With a well-planted blow ? Who'd reproaches bear, 

To fret and fume beneath a doubtful state, 

But that a dread of something on the Stage, 

(The undetermin'd trial, from whose bourne 

Earle ne'er returned,) puzzles the will. 

And makes us rather bear those ills we have, 

Than fly to others that we know not of. 

This fear of drubbing makes us cowards all ; 

And thus the wish of native resolution 

Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of fear, 

And the skill'd manoeuvres in each well-graced ring, 

With this respect their profits turn away, 

And lose the fame of boxing. 

Anonymous. 



But that the thought of something afterwards — 
The dread of Burgh taxes, which may grow 
Greater each year - puzzles the will ; 
And makes us rather bear those ills we have 
Than fly to others that we know not of ; 
Thus does our greediness become our bane ; 
And thus, to save our purses, we oppose 
The Burgh movement ; for we fondly hope 
To dupe the working men, and frighten all 
Who love their purses better than their health, 
And lapse into our old inaction. 

The ArJrossan and Saltcnais Ilcral.l. February, 1884. 
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The Electors of Barrhead, by 570 to 317, have gone 
against erecting their town into a Burgh. Coatbridge, with 
a population of 20,000 or 30,000, is also agitating on this 
subject Saltcotians are meantime deeply interested in the 
question — and the struggle between the burgh and anti-burgh 
party, as must always be the case when the powers of dirt 
and darkness, and light and cleanliness, come into collision 
with each other, promises to be a keen one. According to a 
native residing in Glasgow, ** Insider'* ruminates and thus 
soliloquises : — 

"Insider's" Soliloquy. 

{With apologies to the shade of Shakespeare.) 

Burgh, or No-Burgh — that's the question : — 
Whether 'tis nobler in the town to suffer 
The gibes and scorn of all who visit it ; 
Or to become a Burgh, and so end. 
Once and for ever end them ? — Being then 
A Burgh, it will end its dirt and darkness. 
Ruin and danger. — 'Tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wished. To be a Burgh ! 
Perchance to pay a tax ; — ay, there's the rub ; 
For in that tax what shillings we may pay, 
When we have wakened from our old-world sleep. 
Must give us pause ; there's the respect 
That makes our sloth fulness of so long life r 
For who would bear to walk, with fear and care, 
Adown the ruined Quay, or try to gain. 
O'er heaps of broken walls, the sandy shore ; 
Or pick his steps in the dim-lighted streets. 
Through muddy holes and ancient filthiness, 
When he himself his safety might ensure 
By voting for the Burgh ? Who would bear 
To see his native town a Itughing stock ; 



The Weekly Dispatch Parody Competitio.n, No. 197. 

The prize of two guineas for the best original parody 
of Hamlet's soliloquy, with reference to the Suez Canal 
question, was awarded to Mr. Jesse H. Wheeler, 96, Gore 
Road, Victoria Park, for the following : — 

Gladstone's Soliloquy. 

To BE, or not to be : that is the question : 

Whether 'tis prudent for the House to suffer 

The fierce, protracted, venomous discussion. 

Or to shake off the coils of this agreement. 

And for the present waive it? To win : to lose 

What more ? entail defeat pnd ne'er regain 

The faith, esteem, and people's confidence 

That we are used to, 'tis humiliation 

Liberals must avoid. To win, to lose ; 

To lose the love of France : ay, there's the rub ; 

For with that loss of love what may arise 

When we've insulted Jier, and can't retract, 

Must give us pause ; there is the chance 

To shake our alliance of so long time. 

And who would have to bear the blame of all ? 

The enormous loan, the widespread disapproval. 

The present shareholders, the law against us. 

The snubs when out of office, and the hate 

Of all our vast commercial agencies. 

When he in time can extricate himself 

Without a blemish ? Who would these risks incur 

To put the test under an adverse fire, 

But with the hope that some good may arise ? 

The overgrowing country from whose shores 

The mariner departs, enters the mind 

And makes us rather look ahead to-day 

Than he asleep whilst others claim the palm. 

Yet second thoughts are wiser, after all ; 

And thus my former full determination 

Gives way before the strong op{)osing force ; 

The enterprise, though great and costly also, 

I still regard, but now must turn away 

Amidst dissatisfaction. 

The four following parodies, on the same topic, were also 
printed : — 

To YIELD, or not to yield ; that is the question ; 

Whether 'tis wiser that my party bear 

The jeers and scoffings of the Tory rabble. 

Or to stand bravely 'gainst their blust'ring onset. 

And by opposing beat them ? To vote ; to win ; 

No more ; and by a vote to say we end 

The torture and the thousand natural fears 

That we are heirs to, 'tis a consummation 

Devoutly to be wish'd. To vote, to win ; 

To win : perchance to fail ; ay, there's the rub ; 

For in that dread event what woes may come 

When we are left in thin minority, 

Must give us pause : thet^'* ^?ftfc x^s^wlV 



I 



That makes calanily of party life ; 

For who would bear S[r Stafford's launtiijg smile, 

Cynic Cecil's chuckle, conntry s contumely, 

The panga of sore dcfeal. ihe law's delay, 

Conservatives in olbce, and the spurns 

Tlial fallen power from parasites must fake. 

When I myself can calm commotion's roar 

With my well-known talent ? Who would office bear. 

To toil and legislate for thankless men, 

Bnl that the fear of Tories gaining pow'r. [tongues 

Those owl-tongued peace . djsiurbera from whose 

No sound but hate can come, puzzles the will 

And makes us hear content the ills we have 

Than risk the presence of a Jiogo curse ? 

Thus consequence makes cowards of U3 all ; 

And thus my native hue of resolution 

Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought. 

And my pet project of a Suez Canal. 

With this regard its current fails to lake : 

Let Northcots lake bis action. 

A RAMI S, 



The wtalb of shipowners who'd mend their fortune. 

Or lake upon us more Egyptian troubles. 

And by '-investing ' vex tbera ? To spend ; to spout ; 

No more ; and by a " vote " to say we'll end 

The heartache and the thousand natural shocks 

That greed is heir to. Is this a consummation 

Devoutly lo be wished ? To vote, to lend ; 

Ferchance to lose eight milliooB ; there's the rub ; 

For in this loan of ours what loss may come 

Ere we would shufBe off responsibility. 

There's lime to pause : there's th'i respect. 

That makes " annexing " fruitful of long strife : 

For who would bear the whips and scorns of foes, 

The oppressor's wrong, the victor's contumely. 

The fangs of despised race, their rights delay. 

The insolence ol conquest, and the spurns, 

The patient fellah (fellow) of the unkindly takes, 

When be himself might his quietus make 

With a bare bayonet I Should we burdens bear. 

To pay stockjobbers and their risks lo share. 

But that the hope of something afterwards, 

The undiscovered but expected boon. 

The speculator's rich return, pleases the will 

And makes us rash to dare this foreign venture. 

And buy up "shares " we have no warrant ol. 

Thus Mammon does make victims of us all ; 

Aod ihus our native, honest resolution 

Is weakened e'er by greedy thought of gain. 

And enterprises of more pith and moment 

We disregard, their currents turn awry, 

And thus we lose the means of nobler action. 

F. BsAtiHOtiT Com BR. 



To Djc. or not to dig ; that's what dotli pest one t 

Whether 'tis wiser oti our pan lo offer 

Eight millions — and it is no narrow fortune — 

Or fold our arms because we see these troubles, 

And end the din of words? To pause: to lake our 

E en lo ; and by the act to say we're sick [chance ; 

Of all the bosh men talk ; and to hear more 

We cannot bear to. 'Twcre a realiaation 

That mnsl pleatc us, To pause, to lake our chance ; 

To take oar chance : perhaps be fooled . ay, that's the 

point I 
Far m Ihe Frenchmen's h^nd whui cardk may come 



When he alone doth shuffle them I He'd spoil 

For us the game, fie can't expect 

Wall cease, l-r love of amity, from strife ; 

For who would bear, forsooth, for so long time. 

The oulrageous wrong, the proud man's trininphing, 

The being beat, the excessive dues to pay. 

The chaff of grinning Frenchmen, and the sneers 

That easy John Bull far too often brooks. 

When we ourselves may our conditions make, 

Nor do an odd thing > Who would knuckle down. 

And pay the piper as we're asked lo do. 

But that Ihe dread of beiug talked to death. 

A (ate to be discovered none too soon 

As hanging over us, quite makes us ill. 

And makes us rather rest with what we have 

Thau try lo get what others owe not of ? 

Thus lore of quiet doth make noodles of ns alt : 

And thus, though we discern rare elocution. 

We fickly fail, alas 1 so lo be taught, 

One criticises till there comes a moment 

When we can have no finger in the pie. 

And all through our inaction, 

T M. Dron. 

To PAv, or not to pay : that was the question , 

Whether 'twas best with one canal to suffer. 

And trade lo harass for the Frenchman's fortune. 

Or to take heart 'gainst this canal of troubles, 

A scheme propose, and end them ? To make it deep ; 

Nay, more ; both wide and deep is, p'r'aps, a way lo 

And obviate the thousand natural blocks [end 

That ships declare to. 'Tis hallucination. 

And scarcely to be wished, to try and keep 

As 'tis, perchance, this stream where vessels rub : 

For with increase of trade what ships may come 

When we have shuffled off this 1 ' 



Who bore for this the scorns of other times. 

His opponents' wrong, the proud " Pam's " contumoly. 

The pangs of jealous hate: the long delays. 

The insolence of scoffers and the turns 

The patient Frenchman saw Ihls project take. 

While ho bis channel still successful made— 

Unlike Sir Walkin I Oh, if twas hard to bear 

The grudged four millions during Diziy's life 

(That Rive but doubtful 'vantage since his death), 

An undiscovered boon from which we get 

No adequate returns, this puxile o' Will's 

Would make us rather bear the tolls we have 

Than strive for others al so vast a price ? 

Thus caution doeo make now our statesmen pause : 

And Ihns was fated soon this resolution : 

For. sicklied o'er with the pale cast of cost, 

This enterprise who could hold with a moment ? 

In this regard 'twas bound lo turn awry. 

Or lose the nation's sanction. 

Leonard Havdisg. 
Thi Withly DiifaUh. August 5, (88j, 



By AS Attobnev. 
To CHSAr or not to cheat, that is the qnettlo&i 
Whether 'tis belter In the mind lo suffer 
The siingi and gnawings of a troubled conKJence, 
Or bravely spurn coiruptioni gilded bails. 
And, by rejecting, '«npe 'cm I To cheat, to need 
No more ) and t^ inch gain, 10 say we end 
The thousand hardships which the poor man se«m* 
Ti Iw l>ofn hrii tn ; 'lis a cnnsHinmalion 
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^F WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. ijit 1 


Too often wished by us ; to cheat unseen 


1 
And by appearing end them? To come 1 lo apeak 1 no 


To cheai— petchmce be caught ; ay, there's the rub ; 




For by discovery what shame may come 
When we bivelosl the necessary mask, 


And by that Speech lo say, I thank ye for this crowded 


house. 


Musi give lis pause ; ihete is the respect 




That makes dishonesty ambitler life : 

For who would bear the gibes and taunts of men. 


To come 1 to speak ! to speak, perchance lo slick ; 


Aye, there's the rub, for after tliis final speech, 




I wish those dreams may come. 


The pangs of unpaid fees, the taws seveiity 


When I have shufHed off this mimic tral. 


In taxing biils, and the harsh reprimands 


That tell me I have merited your applause. 


That merit often to Ih'unworthy gives. 


There's the respect thai makes the memory 


When he in peace might his quietus mike 

On a poor farnu Who would long parchments write, 


Ofyour favours ofso long life s 


For who would strut, and rehearse long parts, 


And scrawl and pause amidst a heap of noDsense ? 


To groan and sweat under some worrying mani^er, 


But that the dread of ghastly poverty. 
Whose horrid visage, like the Gorgon's head. 


But that the dread of a bod benefit. 


An empty theatre, from whose jut and boxes 


No mortal dares behold, startles the mind 


No profits are returned— puizles Ihe pocket, 

And makes us rather keep those shin-plasters we have. 


And makes us rather choose those ills we have 


Than suffer others that we dread Tar worse. 


Than fly lo dollars thai we know nol of ; 


Thus avarice makes rascals of us all, 


Thus interest does make converts of us all. 


And thus the comely face of hooesty. 


And thus my resolution lo leave New Vork 




Is sicklied o'er with the pale cost of thought ; 


Who toil among the labyrinths of law, 


And though my speech is not quite pithy at this moment, 


In search of matter to perplex mankind 
And leave ihe paths of wisdom. 


As on the East River's current I do turn away, 


Your kindness I'll remember, till I lose the name of Finn, 


Anonymous. 


Henry J, Finn, 


HAMLBT on THK SlTUATiON. 


COMPEOMISB or no compromise, thai is—one mhiI of 


IPirpUtid PrcmitT Pmdirs.) 


course quote from HamUt just now— the question. Whether 
'tis nobler in the mind-I mean the Marquis— to suffer the 


ClOtuhb, ot no Cldturc ! That is the question :-— 
Whether 'lis better, on the whole, to suffer 
The waste and worry of malign obstruction, 
Or to take arms against the plague of spouters. 
And, by mouth-closing, foil them. To rise— to vote- 
No more ; and, by a vote, to find wc end 
The boredom and the Ihousaod WoMon "blocks ■• 




and, by opposing, end the Lords— or mend them. To speak, 
to vote — no more ; and by a vote lo end the heart-ache, and 
the thousand natural shocks their Lordships have of l.ile 
tecdved. To vote, perchance to lose the day. Ay, there's 


the rub ; for in that loss what f Bui it's quite impossible 


Devoutly lo be wished. To rise — to vote — 

To vote 1 Perchance lo gag. Ay, there's (he tub ; 


lo go on any longer in this strain. In fact, the strain's too 
much. Perhaps it will prove too much for his Lordship. 


'Tis a consummation dci-oully to be wished 1 


For from that Vote what tyranny may come. 


Funiy Folks. Nov. r, 1SS4. 


When we have wriggled from Obstruction's coil 




Must give us pause. There's the consideration 




That makes endurance of so long a Ufe. 




For who would bear the quips and quirks of BaKTLEtt, 


Whbthbb Makribd Ladies Ought ia Dancb ? 




To DANCE, or not 10 dance : thai is the question : 
Whether 'tis better in the matron to avoid 


The gibes of gadfly GoRST, Wabton'S delay. 


The cheek ot callow Churchili., and the spurns 
That patient FoRsT£R of rude Healv takes. 


The turns and whirls of an outrageous watlz. 
And to take arms againsi the steps of ball-rooms, 
And by opposing, shirk them ? To skip ; to whirl ; 
No more. And for a dame to say, she'll not Ibus end 
The day, and all the thousand natural shocks 


When he to them might their quietus give 

With a bare majority ? Who'd night sittings bear. 


To yawn and faint for twenty weary hours, 
But that the fear of after-hurt lo freedom— 


That glory of our country, whose wide bourn 
No liberal would limit, clogs the will. 
And makes us ralher bear the ilU we have. 


Devoutly lo be wish'd. To skip— to whit!-— 
To reel ; perchance to fall ; ay 1 there's the rub ; 
For in that fall what sad mishaps may come, 
If not lo shufSe off her mortal coil. 


Than fly to others that we may not measure. 


Thus caution does make cowards of us atl : 

From this reform their faces turn aside. 
Dreading the name of— CWfllff. 


Must give her pause. Then lo redact- 
Whether a dance is necessary lo her life 
Why should she bear Ihe wheels and turns of time 


The orchestra inflicts, her partners impeiuosily. 
The pangs of dissipated lime, the late hours' delay, 
The relation of the ball-room, and the chilis 


Punch. February 4, 1882. 


That she may teel, when she departure lakes. 




When she herself might her quietus make 




By her own fireside ? Who would fardels bear, 




And puff and slew under a gas-lit roof, 

Did she nol think there's something pleasant there— 


To COMB 1 or not to come? That's the question ! 


Whether il is belter lo lake French leave, 






With reoe*'J returns, puzzles the will 1 



Anil makes her bear the pills and duugbls. 
Or By to olber drugs sbe knows not of ? 
So conscience may causa refrain from all 
And thus the nalive bue of reanlulion 
Is sickled a'er witb the pale cast of thougbl. 
And entertainments of great glare and moment, 
With less regard, the current of her thoughia 
May turn away, and lose the name of action. 

Thb Swan's Ghost {Second A ppcaranei). 
I Ji') Jy, Dacember, 13, 137:. 



Which often IbTough the noisy revel breal^ 
When n rnun might his quietus make 
With a full hntlie ? Who would sober be. 
Or sip weak coflrec through the livelong night ; 
But that the dreid of being laid upon 
That stretcher by policemen borne, on which 
The reveller reclines, — puules me much. 
Anil makes me nlher tipple gingerbeer, 
Than Qy to brandy, or to Hodge's gin, 
Thus poverty doth make us Temp'rance men. 
Punch, October JO, 1841. X, X. Teetotau.ei 
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Hamlbt im a State of Licjuou, 
To DRINK, or not to drink, Ibal is Ibc question ; 
Whether 'tis nobler f jr a man to suffer 
The ilespcrate longings of outrageous thitsi. 
Or take up the bottle against a sea of troubles, 
And by drinking, end them ? To drink — to 
Stagger — no more, and by a fail to say we gel 
Headache, and the thousand natural shocks 
Which the dnmkatd is heir to. — 'Tis a. 
Consummation devoutly lo be dreaded ! 
To tall— to sleep perchance — and waken 
In the station-house 1 Aye I there's the rub I 
For in that drunken scene what falls, what 
Bruises, what fines from the Mayor may come 
When we have shuffled off the Jailer 
Should well be pondered. — 
There's the cause that makes the drunkard's 
So short a life. For who would bcw: 
The jeers and scorns of men ; the emjtloyer's 
Wrong 1 the sober men's contumely ; the pang 
Of rejected love : the uncertainty of office ; 
And the spunis that |KVtienl sobriety lo inebriates 
Gives, when he himself might his life prolong 
By taking " the plc<lgc I ' Who would then 
'• Mini Juleps" drink, to reel and loiter 
Into a dirty gutter ? When the dread of something 
After one gets home, puules the will. 
And makes us rather throw the spirits 
'That we have away I than fly 
To tk wife's angry spirits we know too miU of. 
Thus whisky does make drunkards of us all 
Who lack the native hue of resolutioo ; 
And man's nose is sicklied o'er with the red cast 
Ofilrinkl and all his limbs 
Their molioni turn awry, 
And lose their power of— Equilibrium. 
Amtrican Fa fir. 



To DHtNX, or not to drink I That is the question. 

Whether 'tis nobler inwardly to suffer 

The pangs and twilcUngs of uneasy storoach. 

Or to take bisndy-toddy 'gainst the colic, 

And by imbibUig, end it I To drink— to slcqi— 

To more ; uid, bj a ■noote, to say we end 

The headache, and the morning s parebtag Iblrsl, 

That dtlnking's heir to 1— 'tis a consammatioD 

Devoutly til !« wlihM. To drink— to pay— 

To pay the waiter's bill ? Ay, there's the rub ; 

For in that tnipe-likc trill a stop may come. 

When we would thulllc off our moru! score, 

MutI give OS pause, '["here's the reipcct 

^"hal makes sobriety of so long date i 

For who could bear to hear the glanes rini; 

til concert clear — the ehairmnn's rcnilji toast. 

The pcip« of out-drawn corks— the " hip hurrah ! ■' 

JJif eloquence of elarel— and the songs 



I'nttr Hamlet (advances thoughtfully to front, and produces 
abollle, labelled "Old Tom.") 
To DRINK, or not to drink t That is the question. 
"Whether 'tis belter to lei cares infest one. 
And put up with misfortunes, ;ach as arc 
A wicious mother and a poison'd Pa, — 
Or, with this pocket pistol lo my brain, 
PInnge in Blue Ruin the Blue Devil's train t 
To dnnk — lo fee) with each successive '* go " 
Some panz depart, till Hope alone doth glow. 
As it) Pandora's reticule — the plan 
l.ooks a good opening for a nice young man '. 
So easy too — to drink, 10 sleep, to dream — 
There's more in that though than at first doth teem ; 
For 1 have beard the restless tnper knows 
(When he has shuffled off his bed the clothes) 
Nocturnal horrors 1 Spirits, floor'd by day. 
Rise up in vengeance, and assert their sway t — 



Some grin like gurgoyles ; like night' 
His sleep, and chaff hint; some upon 
Dance endless Polkas ; some fan fev«'s flame,- 



ifest 
pon his breast 



Vex him with thirst, and of his thirst make game; 
Bring Schwcppe's ic'd waters to his dreaming gaxe — 
Just to his mouth the claret cup they raise — 
And while, like Tantalus, he may not sip, 
Cool lumps of " Wenbain '• bob against his lip 1 

1 will nol drink I No bottle imp shall make 

Of me a Sponge, and then a Ti^iv Caki. 
Vet I've a deed to do, and need to prime, 
Like a inild lover at the " popping " time ; 
Like cockney fon-hunler of lily heart, 
Who needs the jumiring-powder ere he start ; 
Like the dread toothache's victim, ere he try 
The artist who cao ifmie on ivorf ; 
Like waking men who find, that over-night 

To pay ; or those by whose bed-side doth stand 
The punctiud Second, pislol-case in hand 1 
Like— Soft, she comes, I must f^gn mad a-while : 
If the cook Rirts, the goose is sure to spile. 
From Hamlil navtslit, a clever Burlesque in two acts, 

written by a son of the laic Serieant Talfourd, and published 

by J. Vincent, of Oxford, in 1849. 



T.} DUN. or not lo dun ? That is the question 1 
Whether 'lis beller that the purse should suScr 
For lack of cash, by tiaocful emptiness. 
Or by a gentle ilun to lill it up ' 
To dun — to be denied — denieil with "callag-iln ; 
Ah t there's ihe rub 1 for in that " ttill again " 
What evils come — what disappointment : 
Chagrin and woe ; what time is wasted? 
What shoes are worn, in consequence, 



Mn< 



s pn,n. 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 
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'Tis this that makes so many debts not worth col- 
lecting ; 
'Tis this which sickens business to despair, 
And keeps from honest labour its rewardf 
While thus in language of complaint we speak, 
We dont forget our many many friends ; 
To them our gratitude we owe, 
To them our gratitude we freely pay ; 
Buoyed by their kindness, still our bark shall sail. 
Enjoy the pleasing calm — 
Nor dread the boist*rous gals. 

The Mirror, July 19, 1823. 



■:o:- 



An Apropos Soliloquy. 

By a Girl of the Period. 

To DYE, or not to dye, that is the question : — 

" Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer '* 

Th* outrageous colour of Dame Nature bom, 

The very "head znd front of my offending *' 

Against the fiat of chameleon Fashion, 

Or summon Art to aid me ? Shall I end 

This heart-ache by the " hazard of a dye " 

That Fashion dooms my hair to ? — Dye : — a wash : — 

No more : — Poison, perhaps ? ay, that's the rub 

To bring paralysis : the * harmless wash ' 

With lead and sulphur, from the depths profound 

Of Acheron, is loaded : and who knows 

But when I shuffle off last season's coil. 

And tone the little hair I call my own 

To match my latest chignon's altered hue, 

Disease in my * frizzettes ' may lurk unseen. 

Stride my back-comb, or stalk with cat-like tread 

Along the parting ? Let me pause, and think 

How much respect to chemistry be due — 

For who would bear the sneers and up-turned nose 

Of female friend, the criticising eye 

Of street-cad, — when (as all the papers tell) 

She can herself the remedy procure 

For thirteen stamps — but that a hazy dread 

Of something that may happen cramps the will, 

And knowledge makes a coward of the purse ? 

'Tis too much proved : — yet I obey thy call. 

Stem mother of invention ! Truefitt, in thy orisons 

Be all my fears remembered. 

The Tomahawk, January 30, 1869. 
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A Midsummer Night's Soliloquy. 

A FLEA or cot a flea ? that is the question : 

Whether 'tis wiser in a man to suffer 

The stings and arrows of this insect torture, 

Or to take arms against the flea that troubles. 

And, by well squeezing, end him. I'll try to sleep 

Once more, and in that sleep I may some rest 

In part take, and forget the thousand shocks 

My flesh is bare to. Tis a consummation 

Devoutly to be wished. I'll try to sleep 

A sleep without a dream, (Oh, there's a rub ! ) 

Yet in that sleep ot mine what fleas may come, 

When this percnance has ceased his awful toil, 

And fill their maws I There's the respect 

That keeps me wide awake through all the night, 

Oh I did I bear a whip, 'twould be no crime 

To work the oppressor's wrong. For who would bear 

The pangs of flea-bit nose, what people say 

The insolence of scoffers, and the turns 



Which, all impatient, through the night he takes, 
When he himself could his quietus make 
Could he but catch his foe ? Who would bear 
Candles, and sweat under a weary search, 
And set, perhaps, the bed- clothes in a blaze, 
And thereby haply reach that bum from which 
No traveller returns ? Puzzle who will, 
rd rather bear this single flea I have 
Than wake up others that I know not of ; 
My conscience tells me 'tis a coward's thought. 
Another bite ! Another resolution ! 
Without avail is further waste of thought. 
Thus from my couch uprise I in a moment, 
With swift regard the bed-clothes turned awry, 
And take the field of action. 

Jambs Robinson. 

The ffeekly Dispatch, September 1880. 



Ophbua's Version. 

To go, or not to go, that is the question 

Whether 'tis nobler in the maid, to share 

The slights and sorrows of a faded train. 

Or to take steps unto the " Tempus Sale," 

And, by a purchase, end them ? To go, — to buy, 

No more ; and at a glance to find I end 

The heartache, and the thousand horrid rents 

My dress is heir to — 'tis a consummation 

Devoutly to be wished. To go — to buy. 

To buy ! perchance too much ; aye, there's the rub ; 

For ip that Sale of Sales, what dreams may come, 

When I have shuffled off this wretched robe 

Must give me pause : Still there's the ancient dress 

That marks gentility in well-worn silk, — 

Yet who would bear the flaunts and scorns of Kate, 

The Mantua Maker's grief. Pall Mall's contumely, 

The pangs of last year's shade, the Christmas bills. 

The msolence of duns, and the spurns 

That Mediates give to the impecunious, 

If I myself might a sensation make 

With a MsA purchase? Who would old garments w 

And weep and pine under a withered life. 

But that the dread of what Papa may say. 

The library's scold, that always 

Leaves me sad, puzzles my will ; 

And makes me rather wear the dress I have. 

Than try on others that I wot of? 

Thus credit does make cowards of us all ; 

And thus the natural cash transaction 

Is sicklied o'er by the pale cast of thought ; 

And purchases of great value and amount 

With this regard are nearly turned awry. 

Yet this once I must — Parker, now I 

A cab I 

An Advertisement in The Daily News, February i, 1878 
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A Dental Soliloquy. 

To HAVE it out or not ? that is the question — 
Whether 'tis better for the jaws to suffer 
The pangs and torments of an aching tooth, 
Or to take steel against a host of troubles ; 
And, by extracting, end them ? To pull — to tug I 
No more ; and by a tug to say we end 
The tooth-ache, and a thousand natural ills 
The jaw is heir to ; 'tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wished ? To pull — to tug ! 
To tug — ^perchance to break ! Ay, there's the rub. 
For in that wrench what agonies may comi^v 



When we have half-dislodged the slobbora toe, 
Must give us pause. There's the respect 
Tliat makes an aching tooth of so long life. 
For who would bear the whips and slings of pain, 
The old wife's noslrum. dentist's coDtumely. 
The pangs uf hope deferred, kind sleep's delay 
The insolence of pity, and the spnrns 
That patient sickness of the healthy lakes, 
When he himself might his quietus make, 
For Iwo-and- sixpence ? Who would fardels bear 
To groan and sweat beneath a load of pain ? 
But thai the dread of something lodged within 
The linen-twisted forceps, from whose pangs 
No jaw at ease returns ! — pu/iles the will, 
And makes it rather bear the ills it has 
Than fly to others that it knows not of. 
Thus dentists do make cowards of us all— 
And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of fear ; 
And many a one, whose courage seeks the door. 
With this regard his footsteps turn away. 
Scared at the name of dentist. 

From Chamben' EiUiibargh Jmnal. April 29, 1837. 



The Gknt's Soliloqov. 

To HISS, or not to hiss, thai is the question ; 

Whether 'tis nobler in a gent to sulTer 

The len-act plays of Alexandre Ditmas ; 

Or to take arms against a tiaupi ol Frenchmen, 

And by opposing, smash them ? To shout^to row — 

No more ; and, by a row, to say we end 

This MoQie Chris to, which so strangely shocks 

The blush I'm heir to ; — 'lis a consummation 

Devoutly to be wished. To shout ; torow:-~ 

To row I and go to Qood ?— ay, there's the rub 

For if that be the case, what fine may come 

Neit day, for kicking up this great turmoil, 

Musi give us pause : there's the respect 

Thai makes these foreigners cf so long lit;. 

For who would bear Ihe whiraand spurs of Ihe Cnqfi 

Franconi's siad within Old Drury's walls. 

The jokes of foreign clowns, and all they say. 

Their insolence in coming, which, in turn. 

These fresh arrivals do but imilaie, 

When he himself might a quietus make 

With a mere cat-call ? Who «-ouId quietly sil. 

And nothing understand of tea long acts, 

Bui Ihal ihe dread of something after quod 

Thai well -discovered country, from whose bourn 
The van so oft removes.— puzzles the will, 
And makes us rather b«ar this foreign trash 
Than walk lo Bo*.strcet, 'twixt Iwo New Police 1 
Thus 1ardi:ic does make cowards of us all ; 
And laus our stock in trade of rcsoluiica 
Goes ooimg out at his most dreaded name; 
And all oar plans and pCDjects, In a mouenl, 
From great regard lor it are all my eye, 
And, what's more — Belly Martin. 

Ih Pofht Shav June 14, 1B48. 

(Tlio producljon of Mr. Alexandre Dumas' Drama, 
UmU (Aritla by the French Company of the fitdtrt 
Hiitonqm. at Dmry Lane Theatre, gave rise lo most 
diacmli table scenes of disorder, owing lo the jealousy 
ihea (eIi of lordga dramatic talcni.} 



The Hunter's Soliloquy, 
To HDNT, or not to hunt? that is the qtiesti 
Wheihet 'tis prudent in the soul 10 suffer 
The pangs of self denial, or lo urge 
With enthusiastic lage and bold defiance 
The rapid chase ; — to hunt — lo ride — 
No more, and by that ride lo say we By 
From [houghl, thai canker-worm to gay deslrel^V 
From cares thai feed upon the lamp of life, 
'TIs a fruition devoutly lobe wished. 
To hunt — lo tide — lo ride t perchance to fall ; 
Ay, there's the ruli — 

Fur in the mad pursuit what falls may come. 
When ev'ry hound each hardy sinew strains. 



That gives the fatal blow to promis'd joys, 

Thai taints with baleful light each blooming hope, 

Who would forego this madness of delight ; 

Who vrilhout pain could heat a chose describ'd. 

Or silent sil while others bonst their feati. 

When he himself might mount the neighing steed. 

Anil urge the sprightly chase? Beneath a roof 

Who would wear oul the ledioos, doleful day, 

Oppress'd with discontentond dire remorse? 

liul that the dread of foil precipitate. 

That unknown field, where, destitute of aid. 

With shiver'd limb he haply may repent 

f lis forward zeal and fury uncontrol'd 

I'uizles the vrill ; and makes us rather pine 

In humble cell, than seek for distant joys 

Where pain and death lb' odvenl'tous hunter wait 

But hark 

The hunter's noles, on Zephyr's pinion borne, 

Assail my ears 

Already Phcebus gilds the mountain 
Great Pho:bu5, patron of the himting creT 
Propitious smile, and vanish ev'ry doubt ] 
'it Mirror. February 8, 1813, 



The Debtok's Soliloquy. 
Afltr StoehMing. 



I 



To FAY, or not to pay, that is Ihe question ; 

Whether 'd<i nobler in the man lo sutfct 

The duns and threats ofovctpre^iing tradesmen. 

Or to take arms aeainst a sea of bills, 

And, by compounding, end them ? To fail, to owe 

No more, — and by that act to say we eod 

The heart-ache, and the thousand front-door knoeka 

A debtor's used to : — 'lis a consummation 

Devoutly lo be wi.vhcd. To fail — lo smash :— 

To sma^, perchance to starve; ay, there's the rub ; 

For in that bankruptcy what strain may come. 

When we have shuffled otT this coil of bills, 

Must give us pause : — There's the reipect 

I'hat makes calamity of commercial life. 

For who would beat Ihe slights of those he palronisM 

'I'he opprcswr's writ, IhebaililTs foiccd jiosseuion, 

ITie iMngf of declineil cr«lil, the lawyer's Ihreals, 

The insolence of agents, and the frequent colls 

Impatient tradesmen make to gel Ihclr money 



When he himself might his qwctus make 
With a bare uetiliun 1 Who wouhl fardels b 
To groan and sweat under this weary strife. 



Bui that the dread of something after failure,— 
The disconlenied lawyer Dram whose clutch 
No debtui 'ere MCRjiea, — jniulcs the will ; 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 
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And makes us rather bear the bills we have 
Than fly to others that we know not of ! 
Thus insolvency ma-kes cowards of us all, 
And thus the anxious heart of him who struggles on 
Is sicklied o*er with the pale cast of thought ; 
And shaky merchants of great name and business 
With this regard some sly ** arrangements " make 
And lose the name of debtor. 

Q. E. D. 

This amusing Parody appeared in The Walsall Observer. 
January, 1881. It was written by Mr. F. J. Overton, of 
Walsall. 

.0: 

Ought a Gentleman to go Outside an Omnibus to 

Oblige A Lady? 

To BE OR NOT TO BE POLITE, that is the question ; 

Whether *tis better in a 'bus to suffer 

The torments which are ever consequent 

Upon the proclamation " Full inside** ; 

To have your knees impress'd by tons 

Of your stout neighbour's well-drenched bombazino, 

And be made a stand for her fast-dripping gamp ; 

Or, p*haps, a seat which, in your genteel grace. 

You charitably give her half-drown'd brat, 

And patiently receive the running stream 

Which proves the virtues of her waterproof; 

To be half-chok'd, half-suffocated 

By the steam fumes, condensing as they rise, 

From sodden serge and water'd silk or crape ; 

To bear with patience sundry visits from 

The gouty foot of your aged fi5-i-i;i5, 

Envious of your one only favourite com ; 

To feel just like a herring in a tub. 

Or sardine, pickled and encased in oil — 

To be, in short, a martyr to yourself. 

Or victim of your ungentility ? 

Or be gallant, and, for a lady's sake, 

Deny yourself the pleasure of these woes ; 

Gracefully — that is, if gracefully you can, 

Spite of aforesaid hindrances — yield 

Your inside station to a fairer fare. 

Removing to the knifeboard, there to be 

The prey of downright, but more wholesome ills — 

The heav'n-sent rain — not tepid drops 

Reaching you second-hand, as those inside ; 

And as you journey on towards your home. 

Find consolation in the honest thought 

That you have done the very thing you ought ? — 

That IS the question, and I solve it thus : 

A man should always ride outside a ^bus. 

C. B. 
Gossip, May 16, 1885. 

To Print, or not to Prikt. 

To print, or not to print — that is the question. 

Whether *tis better in a trunk to bury 

The quirks and crotchets of outrageous fancy, 

Or send a well-wrote copy to the press, 

And, by disclosing, end them I To print, to doubt 

No more . and by one act to say we end 

The headache, and a thousand natural shocks, 

Of scribbling frenzy — 'tis a consummation 

Devoutly to be wished. To print — to beam 

From the same shelf with Pope, in calf well-bound ; 

To sleep perchance with Quarles. Ay, there's the rub 

For to what class a writer may be doomed, 

When he hath shuffled off some paltry stuff. 

Must give us pause. There's the respect that makes 

Th' unwilling poet keep his piece nine years. 

For who would bear the impatient thirst of flame, 



The price of conscious merit, and 'bove all, 
The tedious importunity of friends. 
When he himself might his quietus make 
With a bare inkhorn ? who would fardels bear ? 
To groan and sweat under a load of wit ? 
But that the tread of steep Parnassus' hill 
That undiscover*d country, with whose bays 
Few travellers return, puzzles the will. 
And makes us rather bear to live unknown 
Than run the hazard to be known and damn'd. 
Thus Critics do make cowards of us all ; 
And thus the healthful face of many a poem 
Is sicklied o'er with a pale manuscript ; 
And enterprisers of great fire and spirit, 
With this regard, from Murray turn away, 
And lose the name of authors. 

Reverb VD Richard jAca 

(Before 1780.) 



:o:- 



To RAT, or not to rat, that is the question ; — 

Whether *tis safer for a Whig to suffer 

The sting of conscious inconsistency ; 

Or to take arms against this nest of madmen, 

And by opposing, leave them. To rat — to vote — 

No more ; and by a vote to say we*ve done 

With Ireland, and the thousand natural ills 

Of Dis-establishment. A consummation 

Devoutly to be wished. To rat — to vote ; — 

To lose perchance our seat ! — Ay, there*s the rub ! 

For from that adverse vote what griefs may come, 

When we have shuffled off this party meshi. 

Must give us pause. There's the respect 

That makes calamity of Whiggery ; 

For who would bear the whips and votes of Glyn, 

Th' oppressive Bright, proud Gladstone's contumely, 

The sneer from Tory bench, each night's delay. 

The seeking after office, and the groans 

The patient member meets with when he speaks. 

When he himself might their quietus make 

In the wrong lobby ? Who would measures hear 

For which, he voting, acts an endless lie ; 

But that the dread of something afterwards, 

The represented "county" from whose poll 

No renegade returns, — puzzles the will I 

And makes us rather bear the ills we have, 

Than fly to others that will plague us more ! 

Thus interest doth make puppets of us all ; 

And thus the native hue of patriotism 

Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of ** self ; " 

And gentlemen of sturdy truth and honour 

W- ith this regard their conscience belie, 

And lose all sense of freedom. 

Once a Week, May 23, 1868. 



The Shaver's Soliloquy, 

To SHAVE, or not to shave ; the question is, 

Whether 'tis better, on the human phiz. 

To let accumulation of our hair 

Cover the chins and lips which now are bare ; 

Or to continue still to scrape away 

The hirsute ornament from day to day. — 

To lather — shave — perchance to gash the face ? 

Ay, there's the rub ; for, in this latter case. 

What mis'ry's ours ! *Tis this must give us pause. 

And makes us rather let alone our jaws. 

Than by continuance in the bar'brous use. 

Cut, scratch, and lacerate them like the deuce« 
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For if it actaally weic the cise, 
Thnt Nature never meant Ihe human face 
To be to leued and tortured as it is — 
If so, I say, why then what business 
Have mortals virtuallj to cry out 
Thai Nature knew not what she was nboul t 
Why since the beard whs evidently meant 
To grow, should men be seemingly intent 
On trying to prove Nature was 3 dunce. 
And did not know her trade I Why not al once 
Pluck out the nebrows, and extract the nails. 
And shave the heads of females, and of males ? 
Strange 'tis ^at men should worship fashion, so 
As to be willing thus to undergo 
The [Ktins of shaving, rather than peimiC 
Moustache and beard to grow as they think tiL 
Howsingular thai men should still delight 
In torturing their faces, when they might 
Themselves their comfort, ease, and health obtain 
By vowing they will never shave again f 
But 'tis the dread of ridicule and scorn 
Makes the foul fashion easy to be borne. 
Thus custom of as all dolh cowards make. 
And for this savage custom, then, we take 
The trouble and the pains out chins to mow. 
Because it is (he fashion to do so. 
Bui thus our chins will soon no more, I hope. 
Be lather'd o'er with the pale suds of soap. 
Soon shall moustache and beard once more on all 
Our chins wag merrily, in street and hall ! 
DIegMts, March, 1S54. 

A SoutOQUY Whilst shaving. 
To SHAVit, or not to shave? that is the question, 
Whclher 'tis cointorlablc most to covet 
One's face all over with outrageous lather. 
Or by outrageous hmi, s(h)avc so much trouble. 
And thus soap— pose we end it 1 To shave — to sweat 
What for } when by moustache and beard we end 
Tlie nuisance thus encouraging the locks 
That Besh is hair to — 'lis a consummation 
Devoutly lobe wished. To shave? To sweat P 
To swear ! perchance an oath — ay, there's the rub 1 
For as we shave, perhaps the raior slips. 
And as we barUromXy hack our chin, 
Must we then pause ; in eveiy respect 
Thete is calamity in such a shave. 
Oh, who would bear shivering in the cold 
Ten minutes long to be in misery ? 
The pangs of getting up, with much delay. 
The raior wanting strapping, and the time 
The patient shaver usually lakes. 
When he himself might get on very well 
Without n ruor } — or who wuukl be shaved, 
Tweak'd by Ihe nose as tugs for singeine ai 



logtoi 
And^ai 



's will. 



)t course entirely agninst 
It makes u* rather wear the honest beard, 
Than Ky lo barbers whom we know not of. 
Thua cDHl'im makes Gorillas of us all ; 
Although «ie falter in our resolDlion, 
As lathered over with b«st Windsor soap, 
Rxpccling a severe eul every momeitt. 
We coniempUte our beard with jaundiced eye. 
And Ml prepare for acUun — 
Soft I WW— 'tit done— Oi, fut km I 

T. F. DiLLOK Croker. 
fAf"** ^^it^, A'ambtr j.—llo\tmbtt J, 1866, 



" My occupation is no more 1 " exelaimtd SylvnUr Daggtr- 
wood, OK assHitiing Ihe tilt ocapatioH of teaittr at a cottntry im 
whtre.ortconttmpUtifiglhiprtparalioiii for a parith ftast kt 
inadt tht f-llowiiig complaint : 

To STARVE, or not to starve? that is the question : — 
Whether, Sylvester, thou should'st calmly bear 
The yearns and griping* of internal wants. 
Or take up arms against the parish treat. 
And, wille nille, end it?— To eat ;— to glut 
Thy fill ;— and, by this feast, to say thou end'st 
Those cravings and the thousand rav'nous wants 
That flesh is heir lo— 'tis an occupation 
Devoutly lo be wish'd. To eat ;— lo slufT ;— 
To gorge, perchance be sick I aye, there's the rub ; 
For in that yearning stale what pangs may come, 
In easing me of superfluities. 



Must make m 






; — 'tis this alone 




That bids me curb my longing appotile J 

Else should I tamely bear fell hunger's cries. 

My stomach's wrongs, my bowels" piercing shrieks. 

My greedy eye's desire, the cook's delay. 

Who, insolent in office, jade-like launts 

My rav'nous appetite, that sneaking w^ls, 

Wnen quickly force might satisfy desire 

With knife and bodkin I Whal aU endure. 

And grumbling sweat before the blaring fire. 

But that the dread of sickness afterwards. 

Thai painful operation, from whose course 

No man is free, affrights my will. 

And makes me rather bear those gripes I feel, 

Than fly lo such as miEhl await the deed ? 

Thus sickness does make cowards of us all ; 

And thus fell resolution, arm'd by want. 

Sinks, pale and coward-like, the slave of ' 

And mighty feals perform'd with knife and 

Are left untried ; so is my craving lum'd ! 

I lose the power of eating. 

From RliapsBdUt by W. H. Irelaxd, London: Longman 
and Kces, 1S03. 

[Concerning ihisWilliam Henry Ireland, and his Shakes- 
pearian forgeries, il will be necesiary to speak at length m 
some future number of Parodiit. for the present it will 
Buf&ce to mention that he composed a Tragedy, entitled 
Varligini, which he passed off as a newly discovered work 
by Shakespeare. The forgery deceived some of the mo« 
learned and able crilics of the day. and at lenglh. Richard 
Criosley Sheridan was prevailed upon to produce it at 
Dmry Lane Theatre. It was only played once, on the 
second of April. 1796, when Mr. Kemble appeared as 
Vorligem, Miss Miller as Rowena. and the beautiful Mrt. 
Jordan as Flavja. The public, more accurate in their 
judgment than Ihe critics, good huraouredly laughed th« 
piece down, and when Kemble had lo speak the line : — 

" And when this solemn mockery is o'er,'' 
the audience received it in such a manner that the late of 
the tragedy was sealed. Ireland's ingenious devices and 
plausible manner had convinced several learned and promi- 
nenl men of the aulheoticLly of ihe Sbakesperian M.S.S. 
and.asmight have beenexpecied, when the imposilionwaa 
discovered, there were many bitter caricatures an d aati rea 
published at bis expense. One of these, daled Decembsr 

isaporirait of Ireland, grasping a vcluraa of Sbakea- 

, with a motto, taken from ihe Maid c/ lift Milt : — 
Such cursed assurance 
Is past all endurance.'* 
The following parody of Drydcn s celebrated Epigram oa 
Millon, is appended : the lines were probably wmtea bjf 
the Reverena William Mason ;— 

■' Four forgEsrs, barn in one prolific age. 
Much critical acumen did engage : 
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The first* was soon by Doughty Donglas scarM, 
The' Johnson would have screen'd him had he dar*d. 
The next had all the cunning of a Scotf 
The third, invention, genius — nay, what nott 
Fraud now exhausted, only could dispense 
To her fourth Son their threefold impudence." 

It is said that Ireland was so enraged at this publication 
that he broke the shop windows where it was exposed for 
sale. 

After Vortigem and Rowena had been once played, and 
the audience had testified in the most unmistakable man- 
ner their disbelief in its authenticity, and contempt for its 
merits, Ireland yet had the audacity to urge Sheridan and 
Kemble to have a second trial ; Sheridan, however, dis- 
missed him with an emphatic negative. After Ireland had 
left the room, Kemble said, " Well, Sir, you cannot doubt 
that the play is a forgery.'' •' Damn the fellow," replied 
Sheridan, " / believe his face is a forgery ; he is the most 
specious man I ever saw ! "] 



•;o:- 



Old Tunbelly's Soliloquy. 

To STICK to Hoy, or not — that is the question, 

Whether 'tis better in the mind to suffer, 

The pangs and aches of golden hopes deferred ; 

Or, trampling on my ancient principles. 

Go to the Star at once, To go — to tip the blunt. 

And thus enable Jack to keep in flesh ; 

Nay, more, to have my way, and be revenged. 

On all those scoundrel writers who have been 

Maligning me ; O what a glorious day ! 

What would I give to see it ? To go— to win — 

To win — perchance to lose — aye, that's the job-^ 

For if we win, who cares for all they say, 

Of rats, and bribes, and Elephants wild and tame, 

And Kingsland " little affairs," but if we lose — 

And lose we may, in spite of all my weight — 

What I shall do, after the poll is o'er 

Should be considered now, and ere I go 

Must give me pause. There's Hoy, I fear he'll cut 

The town, if he cut out ; and then poor I, 

Old, friendless, and the mock of all the mob. 

That once stuck fast to him, but ratting now 

By hundreds and by thousands from his side, 

Will hoot and hiss me in the streets and lanes ; 

Unable to enjoy my usual walks, 

Whereby I have my health and my body huge. 

By wholesome perspiration keep well down. 

Within the decent weight of twenty stone — 

Shall get no sleep, and then full soon shall sink. 

Poor, unlamented, to a nameless grave — 

Where, stead of epitaph in prose and verse. 

Briefly dilating on my virtuous deeds, 

Argus and Obadiah, and the crew, 

Penleazers vile, will cry to all around, 

" Here lies a man, who once upheld Reform ; 

Allured by pelf, he turned, and straight was hither borne* 

But hence, ideas like these — avaunt I delusions vain. 
Far be from me the thought of coward flight, 
Or unmatured resolve. 



This is the road to rhino and revenge, 
And on this road, in spite of former vows. 
In spite of all my ancient predilections, 

* Laud«r. t Macphorton. X Cbatterton. 



In spite of Argus, hand bills, nicknames, jeers, 
In spite of what the minister may think 
In spite of fate, or e'en the devil himself. 
This road I'll travel {Exit waddling). 

The Argus, April i6, 1831. 

This little Journal was published in Southampton dur- 
ing the stirring times just previous to the election of the Parlia- 
ment which settled the first great Reform Bill. The Argus 
strongly advocated the cause of Reform, supporting the candi- 
datures of Messrs. Atherley & Penleaze, in opposition to 
Messrs. Dottin & Hoy. At the election Atherley polled 
732 votes ; Penleaze 663, whereas Hoy had only 391 
votes, and with the general victory of the Reform question 
the necessity for such a political journal as The Argus was at 
an end. It contains many parodies satirising the prominent 
men of Southampton, of whom Tun belly was one. 
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The Journeyman Tailor's Soliloquy. 

To stitch or not to stitch — that is the question ! 

Whether 'tis better on the board to sufiier 

The stings of needles for capricious masters, 

Or throw away one's thimble, shears, and bodkin. 

And so by tramping end them. To stitch and sweat. 

No more, and by a tramp to say we end 

The head-ache, and the thousand cramps and pains 

We cross-legg'd folks are heirs to ; 'tis a consummation 

Devoutly to be wished. To walk, to take a trip, 

To rove at large — perchance to beg one's bread ! 

Aye, there's the rub 

For by this strolling trade what want may come, 

When we have shifted from a constant place, 

Must give us pain. There's the respect that keeps 

One willing priboner to the shop-board still. 

For who would bear the frowns of angry masters, 

The jokes and jeers of scavengers and soot-boys 

With all the insult of unmanly title. 

The honest tailor is obliged to take, 

When he himself might his quietus make 

With trav'ling. Who would slavery bear« 

And groan and sweat upon a dreary shop board, 

But that the thought of something worse than stitching 

That sting of poverty, whose unwelcome gripe, 

Few travellers escape — puzzles the will, 

And makes us rather bear the ills we have, 

Than fly to others that we know not of. 

And thus necessity keeps us tailors still : 

And thus the native hue of resolution is kept up 

By each industrious thought ; and tailors too 

Of no small pith and moment, by this r^ard 

From tramping turn away, and lose the name 

Of vagrants, J— M n. 



The Mirror, 



:o:- 



The Cabman's Soliloquy. 



To STRIKE, or not to strike, that is the question >— 

Whether 'tis nobler on the box to suffer 

The persecutions of outrageous bobbies. 

Or to take arms against the rising public. 

And serve them out by striking. "That is, to ply 

No more. To make them walk who fain would ride, 

The 'Busses scorning, — 'tis a consummation 

Devoutly to be wished, — to stop the ills 

Cabmanic flesh is heir to ; there's the rub, 

For in such strike of cabs perchance we starve ; 

Yet who would bear the inflicted wrongs of •Mayne, 

* Sir Richard Mayno, then chief of the MetropoUtajDL¥<!k\!.s»w 
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Sixpenny fates, and lamps compulsorj, 
Woes of backed licenses, police couit fines, 
The beak's seveiily, and ihe many sjnims 
That palicnl cabmen from llieir riders lake 
Wilhuut a murmur ; when each man can strike, 
And leave towncabtess ; each railway slation 
Without a vehicle of any sc ■ 



Shall sickly o'er wilh the pale east of thouglil 
The memben aimious lo gel bomc at nighl, 
And force Ihcm lo repeal Ihe baleful Acl 
Judy, December ii, 1867. 



The Soi.LLOtiuv 
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Trouseks, or no trousers — ibal is the question ; 

SVhether 'tis belter on the legs to sulTer 

The dirt and scrapings of bespalter'd crossings, 

Or lo take arms against this present Fashion, 

And wilh new dresses, change it? To lix^ — lo change — 

No more ; and by this change to say we stop 

Mud splashines, and (he thousand natural woes 

llie legs are heir lo. — 'tis an emendation 

Devoutly 10 be wished. To fix — lo change — 

To change I perchance the gown ; — ny, there's the tub ; 

Fof in that change of dress what jeers may come 

When we have shulDed olf Ihis Bounced coil, — 

Must we then pause p Where's the respect 

That makes the petticoats for so long rue 7 

For who would bear the great constraint of gowns, 

The dresses long, the small feet hid thereby. 

The pangs of tight-laced stays, the waist's display. 

The dirtiness of stockings, and the turns 

The patient follower of fashion takes. 

When she herself might her own comfort make 

With pairs of trousers P Who would flounces weat 

To brush and sweep Ihe mud, — a. weary wife, — 

But that the dread of some one's sneering breath, — 

That unforgiven sarcasm from whose spurn 

The maiden e'er recoils, — puiiles Ihe will j 

And makes us rather wear Ihe dress we have 

Than change for others that we know not of P 

Thus custom does make cowards of us all 1 

And thus the very name of resolution 

Is passed o'er by the frail cant of ihc law, 

And novel dresses of great use and beauty 

Meet no legatd : Ihe trousers they despise. 

And spurn the name of Bloomer 1 



' Haui^bt ch Vaccination. 

To VACCINATK or not, that ia the question, 

Whether 'lie b«Uer for a man to sutler 

The painful psngsand lasting marks of smallpox 

Or to bare arms before the surgeon's lancet. 

And, by being vaccinated, end them. Vcs, 

To feet the tiny point, and say we end 

The chance of many a thousand awful scori 

That flesh is heir to, 'tis a consummation 

Devoutly lo be wished. — Ah I lofi you now, 

The Vacciiuilor 1 Sir, upon tby roundi 

Be ray poor vma romambered ! 



Clean Likeii ! 
Or, Thi Hausiwifi't SeUhquy. 
To WASH, or not wash ? — that is the question t 
Whether 'lis nobler on Ih' whole person lo suffer 
The grime and lankness of Ihe long-wora garment. 
Or to lake soap against a siega of stain-spots. 
And by sloui scrubbing, end them. To wash— lo scrub 
No more ; and by ibat toil to say. we end 
The mud-splash, and ihe thousand various soils 
Which linen catches— 'lis a consummation 
With both fists lo be strove for I To wash, to dry. 
To dry, perchance in frosl — ay there's the rub 1 
For in that chance of frost what coals must burn. 
When we have soused, and wet a whole month's 

Must make us pause ! — There's the respect 
That makes a muslin gown be worn so long ; — 
For who would bear the dingy-looking tail. 
The crumpled ruff, the chair-press' d, ci ease-mark 'd 

Dance-dusted turban, or, Irod Turkish tobe ; 
The oft' lumed petticoat, kerchief and hose 
Which tho' well-coak'd wiihiu the shoe — will peep ; 
When she herself miRht mend appearances 
By a Boap-lalber: — Who'd white bonnets wear 
Tbal look the goblin of a foul-cloalhes bag ? 
But that the dread of price per chaldron cbarg'd. 
(Thai bill by coal man drawn, from whose sum total 
Abalemenl ne'er was made) puziles the choice. 
And makes us rather bear be-grim'd nankeens 
Than fly too rashly to the measnr'd purse 1 

Thus saving does make slovens of us all. 

And thus the native hue of milk-white Irish 

Is sicklied o'er by three days perspiration. 

And smug-tied neckcloths of greal length and wide- 



SOME PARODIES ON THE MARRIAGE 
QUESTION. 
The Bacbblob's Soliloquy, 
la Imilatim of a celtbraltd Sfttck. 
To WED, ot not to wed — Thai is the question 1 
Whether 'tis happier in the mind 10 stifle 
The heals and tumults of outrageous passion, 
Ot with some prudent fair in solemn coniracl 
Of matrimony join — to have — lohold — 
No more — and by that have to say we end 
The heartache, and a thousand love-sick pangi 
Of celibacy — 'twere a consummation 
Devoutly to be wtsh'd — in nuptial band 
To join till death dissolves. — Ay, there's Ihe rub ; 
For in that space what dull remorse may come, 
'" - ■ ■ - It solenm leave of liberty. 



When » 

Must give us pause — There's the respect 

That slacks our speed in suing for a dianee. 

Else — who would bear Ihc scorns and sneers which 

liachclots 
Wlieoiged feci, Ihe (uinsand flatl'ring fevert 
Which each new face mutt give lo roving fancy, 
When he mighl rid himself at once of all 
By a bate Yes. Who would with patience bear 
To ficl and linger out a single life. 
But that the dread of something yel untty'd. 
Some haiard in a stale from whose stticl bond 
Death only can release, puulcs the will. 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 
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And makes us rather chase those ills we have, 
Than fly to others which we fancy greater ? 
This last reflection makes us slow and wary, 
Filling the dubious mind with dreadful thoughts 
Of curtain lectures, jealousies, and cares 
Extravagantly great, entailM on wedlock, 
Which to avoid the lover checks his passion, 
And, miserable, dies a hachtlor, 

T. C— 
The New Lady's Magazine, March, 1786. 



BRE. 



To woo, or not to woo — that is the question : 

Whether 'tis wiser in a man to suffer 

The screws and pinches of a straiten'd fortune, 

Or to take arms against some rich widow's suitors. 

And, by opposing, beat them. To woo— to wed : 

No more : — and by a wedding to say we silence 

The creditor, and thousand barking pests 

That snap at poor men, — though the consummation 

Were little to be wished. To woo ;— to wed : — 

To wed — perchance be henpeck'd ! — There's the rub ! 

For in that unison what jars may come 

When we have shufiled on the fatal yoke. 

Must give us pause. 'ITiere's the respect 

That makes our celibacy last so long ; 

For who would bear the plagues of poverty, 

The fair's neglect, the coxcomb's contumely. 

The dearth of dinner, and the mournful waste 

That active Time in galligaskins wears. 

When he himself might his quietus make 

With a gold ring ? Who'd live a subaltern. 

To drill and dress under a martinet ? 

But that the dread of something after marriage. 

That knot indissoluble, from whose noose 

No sufferer can be freed, puzzles the will. 

And makes us rather bear our own mishaps. 

Than fly to others that a wife would bring 1 

For women do make noodles of us all ; 

And thus, the bare design of a flirtation 

Is strangled by the terror of a match, 

And many a pleasant and free hearted youth. 

With this regard his courtship turns awry, 

And shuns the name of husband. 

From " Posthumous Parodies and other Pieces, composed by 
several of our Most Celed rated Poets, but not 
published in any former edition of their works." London,' 
John Miller, 18 14. 



To wed, or not to wed ? That is the question. 

Whether it is advisable to bear 

The dull privations of a single life. 

Or marry, and in wedlock seek relief 

From many woes ? To desperately woo 

Some charming woman decked with seraph lips 

And eyes that speak an ocean-stream of love ? 

To marry her ? It is a consummation 

Devoutly to be wished ; but where's the chance ? 

To wed — to set up an establishment 

And have ** a lot of bairns ? '' Ay, there's the rub ; 

For it may be I shall not have the means 

To do my duty to them all, and leave 

My mortal reckoning ; bequeathing merit. 

Hence reasoning makes me pause, and show respect 

That dates celibacy a lengthy term ; 

For how could I, chief party to a deed 

In what is promised, faithfully and trufy 



A constant, generous, and a manly aid, 
Fulfil my trust, unless I could afford it ? 
I'd like to wed, for who would single be. 
Or snore in solitude the livelong night, 
But that the fear of curtain lectures, and 
A yearly levy of " incumbrances " 
(As heathen, churlish men their offspring call). 
Perplexes me, and makes me rather bear 
The ills I have than fly to those unknown. 

Anonymous. 

From W. A. Clouston's Literary Curiosities and Eccentricities. 



Marry, or not to marry ? that is the question — 

Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer 

The sullen silence of these cob-webbed rooms 

Or seek in festive halls some cheerful dame. 

And, by uniting, end it ? — to live alone 

No more : and by marrying say we end 

The heartache, and the thousand make-shifts 

Bach'lors are heirs to ; 'tis a consummation 

Devoutly to be wished. To marry to live 

In peace ! Perchance in war ; ay, there's the rub ; 

For in the marriage state what ills may come, 

When we have shuffled off" our liberty, 

Must give us pause — there's the respect, 

That makes us dread the bonds of wedlock, 

For who could t>ear the noise of scolding wives. 

The fits of spleen, th' extravagance of dress, 

The thirst for plays, for concerts and for balls, 

The insolence of the servants, and the spurns 

That patient husbands from their consorts take 

When he himself might his quietus gain 

By living single, Who would wish to hear 

The jeering name of bachelor, 

But that the dread of something after marriage 

(Ah, that vast expenditure of income. 

The tongue can scarcely tell) puzzles the will, 

And makes us rather choose the single life, 

Then go to jail for debts we know not of — 

Economy thus makes bachelors of us still ; 

And thus our melancholy resolution 

Is still increased upon more serious thought. 

From Geo. Went worth's Poetical Note Book, London, 1824 



To WED, or not to wed — that is the question— 

Whether 'tis wiser in a man to banish 

The tempting visions of domestic comfort. 

Or to lead some damsel of our times to the altar. 

And, by marriage, end them ? To wed, to doubt 

No more, and by that act to say we end 

The heart-ache, and the thousand well-planned tricks 

Of enterprising mothers ! 'tis a consummation 

Devoutly to be wished. To wed — to enrich 

The tradesmen, and to feed bad servants ! 

To wed, perchance, a spend thrift ! ay, there's the rub ; 

For to what sort of wife we may be mated 

When we have shuffled off our bachelorhood. 

Must give us pause. There's the respect 

That makes celibacy of so much practice ; 

For who would bear the impatient thirst for bliss, 

The yearnings for some gentle confidant 

The amatory frenzies of one's loneliness. 

The loss of buttons, and of large joints of meat, 

When he himself, might his quietus make 

With a bare Wedding ring ? Who would lodgings bear, 

To groan and sweat under extortionate landladies^ 



Bui that the dread of helpless and expensive wives 
Those prodigies of modern training — puzzles the » 
And makes us rather bear those ills we have. 
. Than hazard being Ihus la'en in and done for. 
Thus women do make cowards of us all ; 
And Ihus the hopeful heart of many a bachelor, 
Is licklied o'er with ihe pale cast of thought, 
And enlerprtsers of good will and spirit, 
With this regard from marriage (nrn away, 
And lose Ihe name of Husband. 

Echmfrom the Clubs, April 8, 1868. 



The Weekly Dispatch Paroiiv Competitions. 

On September 26, 1880, the following Prize Parody ap- 
peared in the Weehly Dispatch :— 

To BE, or nol lo be : that a the question : 

Whdher 'tis belter in this life to sulTer 

The petty trials of unnunJed life 

Or add one more unto a list of troubles. 

And thus \>j marriage end [hem ? To wed, to sleep 

No more ; or, if to sleep, lo say we end 

The yeamincs and the sentimenlal fudge 

Young Hesh is heir to — 'tis a consummation 

Too blesied lo be Irue. To love, to wed — 

What then P Perchance repent ; ay, therc*s Ihe rub. 

For in ihe meekest maid what changes come 

When we have wri^led on Ihe golden coil, 

Must give Mi pause. There's reason good 

That makes so many chome a single life — 

For who could bear to give up his quiet pipe, 

The close society of bosom friends, 

The interchange of bright congenial thoughts, 

Which iperklc like the glasses on Ihe board, 

For squalling children and a shrewish wife, 

While he can cook a herring, or a sleak. 

And ply a boilkin. None would ever dare 

To grunt and growl al lovely maidenhood ! 

But there's a something after marrioge vows — 

The trap where foxes lose their tails, and then 

Advise ihcir fellows thai ill nmcb the liesi — 

'VThich makes ta rather bear the ills we have 

Than marry lioops of others with a wife — 

For woman breeched makes cowards of us all. 

And, somehow, all our boasted resolution 

Gets sicklied o'er with Ibe pale cast of fear ; 

And enteipitses, which we might have held 

In great t^ard, must then be put aside, 



Because, (orsoolh, " I'm married ! ' 



it H. EllMUNDS. 



Ophelia i.»sidi\ 

Perhaps he will I Perhaps he won't I Who knows ? 
(/nutivJy) How hard it it to make the men propose! 
(Sigki Mi tits doom amayfrom HanLt.) 
Hak let- 
To pop, or nol lo pop the fatal question. 

Can any husband give me a suggestion ? 

'Whether 'tis nobler lo endure Ihe woes 

Of stockings holey at the heels and toes. 

Of lonely evenings, solitary mutton. 

And raised shirt-franu innuceni of button, 

Oi to take arms againsl the ills of life, 

Swallow the necessair iiill — a wife, 

£/•? up t<^i»cct^ lAlcn-kc;rs and late hours. 



And lake an interest in cows and flowers. 

Adopt a country life, and, if you can, 

Become a nice domestic married man. 

The prospect's lempling. Shall I? Ves, here goes. 

Ophelia, I've determined to propose. 

From Hamkt, or, not such a foal as hi looks ; by the Author 
of " The Light Green." W. Metcalfe & Son, Trinity 
Stteel, Cambridge, 1SS2. 



The Bare 



1 SOLILoatlV 



To WRITE — or not to write— that is the question— 

Whether 'twere nobler in Ihe mind lo stifle 

The hungry cravings of an empty slomach. 

To sleep on bed of straw, in gairel high. 

As is Parnass, or in the dark abyss 

Of cellar, low as Tarlams— To be 

The gamn of sporting critics— Or lo die — 

To sink in vile obscurity, and rot 

Among the senseless rabble — Aye ! to drop 

Unknown, and unlamenled 1 Hateful ihonght ! 

Detestable oblivion ! 

To write— lo live I immortal as great Jove I 

To be a second Shakespeare, and inrolt'd 

Among the list of Poets, and perchance 

Some monarch's fav'rite, counsellor, and friend. 

In more retired hours — Or the fond theme 

Of after ages— Soal inspiring thought I 

Ambition I — Witchcraft I — Sorcery divine! 

To write — perchance to cringe^aye, there's the nib! 

For who could brook lo do an action mean, 

Unworthy man, and basely stoop lo praise 

Some lelter'd bookworm, or pedantic fool ; 

To sell his muse for hire, and thus belie 

The diciatesof his conscience— Be a sycophant. 

And flatter titled scoundrels ?— There's the respecl — 

Must give us pause, and make the bard forbear : 

This infant genius checks, but that the hope 

Of living after dealh in mem'ry's praise 

Hurries him on — As erst the hol-train'd, 

Yclep'd Phaeton, who, of old, they say. 

Deaf lo advice, by hot ambition fir'd, 

Mounted the flaming chariot of his sire 
With fatal eagerness— So he, nor mov'd 
By kind inlrealies, nor Ihe sage advice 
Of prudent friends regarding ; bnl spurr'd ol 
By evil genius, baneful love of fame. 
The dangerous height of Helicon assaiU : 
Or with mad fury mounts Ihe nctlled steed 
CalI'd Pegasus— Anon, wiih giddy brain. 
And aspect woful, 1 he tremendous depth 
Of space immensurable while he views, 
Hisioii'ring limbs their woaied duly fail ; 
Or while, disdainful of his rider's slreagth, 
"The snorling courser cuts (he diatanc'd w 

With wing'd velocity Too late, ala» 1 

His rashness he repents, and headlong hurl'd 
Through ether's all-unfathomable void— 
(Dreadfnl lo Ihink)— he falls— lo rise no more I 

H. R. J 
Chanary-Latu. 
TTit Nttii Ludy'i Magatim, November, 1786. 



Dame Tcllbr discovtrid aashiHg; sht takes eul of ktr tub a 
ceil, and a fair of small soeis, oikUk ski haiigi oh tht liiu, 
sighs, andrigaris Ikim sorroji'/ally. 

Dame. Tubbv or not tubby — (here's the rub, 
Whether I shall get anylhing to scrub, 
Or, overcome by all my numeroua troubles, 
Dive headlong down into that sea oE bubbles ; 
As to my bus'ness it is somelbing shockin'. 
Of stockings I've gat but Ihat small sleek in. 
People won't send Iheir things, complaining (bosh) 
That, like King John, they'd lost them io the IVash. 
I used to do for schools, and so it (oilers 
I used to h^e a lot of sckolars' collars ; 
Now I have none, no collars smooth, nor ruffs, 
I've got 10 make the best o£ fortune's cufis. 
To emigrate Ihe best thing now would be — 
Yes 1 WaskiigtBit would be the place for me. 

Viom" Poll aid Farlncr Joe" ; a Nautical Burlesque by 
F. C. Burnand. First produced at St. James'sTheatre, 
Maveih, tS/i. 



The Bachelob's Soliloquy. 

To WKD, or nol to wed i That is Ihe qucslic)n 
Whether 'tia nohlei in the mind to suffer 
The pangs and arrowsof outrageous love 
Or (o lake arms ogninst the powerful Same 
And by opposing quench it. 

To wed — to marry — 
And by a marriage say we end 
The heartache and the thousand painful shocks 
Love makes us heir to — 'lis a consummation. 
Devoutly to be wished I to wed— lo many 
I'etchance a scold I aye, there's the rub 
For in thai wedded life what ills may come 
When we haveshuffled ofTour single state 
Must give us serious pause. There's the respect 
Thai makes us Bachelors a numerous race. 
For who would bear the dull unsocial hours 
Spent by unmartied men, cheered by no smile 
lo sit like hcTmil al a lonely board 
In silence t Who would b^r the cruel gibes 
With which Ihe Bachelor is daily leased 
When he himself mi^hl end such heart-felt griEfs 
By wedding some fair maid ? O who would live 
Yawning and staring sadly in the liie 
Till celibacy becomes a weary life 
But that thedread of something aflcr wedlock 
(Thai undiscovered state from whose sboog chains 
No captive can get free) puules the will 
And makes us rather choose those ills we have 
Than ily lo others which a wife may bring. 
Thus caution doth make Bachelors of us all 
And thus our natural lasle for malrimDny 
Is sicklied o'er with Ihe pale cast of thought 
And love adventures of great pith and moment 
With ihis r^ard their currents turn awry 
And lose Ihe name of Wedlock. 
[Copied from an Album — Aulhoi unknown.] 



IBy » Burning admirer of Sir HiHry Thcmfson.) 
To Urn, or nol to Urn? that is the question : 
Whether 'tis nobler for out frames to suffer 
The shows and follies of outrageous custom, 



Or lo take fire — against a sea of lealol!. — 
And by consuming end them ? To Um — to keep — 
No mote : and while we keep, lo say we end 
Conlacion and the thousand graveyard ills 
Thai flesh is heir to— 'lis a consume-ation 
Devoutly lo be wished ! To bom — to keep- 
To keep ! Perchance lo lose — aye, there's Ihe rub : 
For in the course of things what duns may come. 
Or who may shufHe off our Dresden um. 
Must give us pause. There's the respect 
That makes inter-i-menl of so long use. 
For who would have Ihe pail and plumi^s of hire, 
The tradesman's priie— aproud man's obsequies. 
The chaffering for graves, the legal tee. 
The cemetery beadle and the rcsl, 
■When be himself might his few ashes make 
With a mere furnace ? Who would tombstones bear. 
And lie beilealh a lying epitaph, 
Bui that Ihe dread of simmering after death — 
That uncongenial furnace from whose bum 
No Incremate returns — weakens the will, 
And makes us rather bear the graves we have 
Than fly lo ovens that we know nol of? 
This, 'rtiompson, does make cowards of us all. 
And thus the wisdom of incineration 
Is thick-laid o'er with the pale ghost of nought. 
And incremators of great pilh and courage 
Wiih this regard Iheir faces tarn awry. 
And shudder at cremation. 

In April, 1884, there was a discussion in ihe 
House of Commons on a Bill, brought in by Dr. 
Cameron, for regulating Cremation. 



There are numbers of other Parodies of this 
Soliloquy scattered about. William Hone, when 
on his trial for publishing a Parody entitled " The 
Political Litany," mentioned one which had ap- 
peared in the Morning Herald in 1808, commencing 
thus: — 

'■ To stand, or nol lo sland^lhal is the qneation 
Whether 'lis nobler for us to lose tb' Election, 
And all the honours that attend upon it, 
Or to demand a poll, and risk tb' expense." 

Unfortunately the file of the above named 
journal in Ihe British Museum Library is incom- 
plete, so that the remainder of the parody cannot 
here be given. 

One of the best burlesques of Shakespeare ever 
written was the " Hamlet Travestie, in three Acts, 
with annotations after the manner of Dr. Johnson 
and George Steevcns, Esq., and other Commen- 
tators," 1810. This was written by John Poole, 
the author of Paul Pry ; the notes at the end are 
amusing burleequeB of the word -splitting, and 
quibbling over trifles, to be found in the writings of 
many authors who have done their best to obscure 
some of the clearest, and noblest utterances of 



Shakespeare. 



In this burlescjue first appeared tho well-known 
lines, (spoken by Ophelia in the Mail Scene,) 

Three cbildren sliding on the ice. 

All on a aummer's day ; 
The ice it broke— they all fell in— 

The rest ihey ran away. 

Now had tb«sa children staid at home. 

And slid apon dry ground ; 
They broken necks had had, perchance, 

Bat never bad been drown'd. 

However the whole burlesque is so good that it 
aUI be republished complete in this collection ; for 
Ihe present it will be sufficient to tjuote the parody 
of the Soliloquy, which is in rhyme : — 

Sff«ff. IU»II.BT.— Tune, "HirlMH go up. uf, uf." 

Wif EM a man becomes liied of his life. 

The queition is, " lo be, or not to be?'' 
Vni befiite he dare finish Ihe strife, 

Hi> reflectitnit most Miiaus ought to be. 
When hii troublei too numerous crow. 

And he knows of no method to mend them, 
■lad he lic»l bear than lamely, or no? — 

Or by itoiilly oppownj them end them ? 

Ki-lol-de-rol, eli'. 

To die is to ■lecp'-nolhine more — 

Anl liy ulecjiine to say we end sorrow. 
And [oin, and ten tlunuaml Ihiogi more — 

O, 1 wiih It were mc lum lo-moirow ■ 
But. perchance, in that sleep we may dream. 

For *c dream in our beds very often — 
Nflw, however capricious 't may seem, 

I'lC no notion of dreams in a coffin. 

Ri-tol-de-rol. etc. 

'Tis the doubt of our ending all snugly, 

That makes as with life thus dispute, 
For who'd bear with a wife old and ugly. 

Or the length of a chancery suit f 
Or who would bear fardels, and l.-ike 

Kicks, culTs, frowns, and many an odd ihing, 
When he might his own iiuielus make, 

And end all bis cares with a bodkin I 



Truly, death is a fine thine lo talk of. 

But I'll leave to men ofniorc Icamlng : 
For my own part, I've no wish (o walk off, 

Fori find Ihcre's no chance of rdunune.- 
Afler all 'lis the pteasantest way. 

To bear up as we can 'eainsi our sorrow. 
And if things go not easy to-day, 

Let us hope they'll go better lo-morrow,— 



Ri-lol-de-rol, i 



O. P. Q. rHiLANiiEK aMtrr. ol TJh ligaro, {lAiDdoD,) 
onee suggested thai ihc jilay of H»mltl mighl be made use 
of at an ailvertliin^ mciliiim, with n few minor allvrnlions, 
n>, to lake the Solik>quy for example : — 

"To siceii. or not to sleep— thai is the queition, 
\niclhcr ti) well to lulTcr indinstion ; 
Oi bear the burden of a datcn Uli, 
•WbihtMr. CorliJc ofTcri mc his pilU- 



or, on another evening we might have : — 

" To be in debt or not, thai is the (luestion. 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind lo soETer 
*rhe slings and arrows of ontriigeous fortune, 
Oi to go to Mr, Howse, in Staples Inn, 
And thus take arms against a !iea of Iroubtc. " 



On Ulowihg your Bbains out. 
I would pui the question to any sensible man, whether he 
does or docs not consider it nobler in Ihe mind to suffer 
many inconveniences, to which slings and arrows arc mere 
Bea-bites by comparison — and especially 1 might indicate 
blighted affections, the procrastination of your Tamily solicitor 
when there is properly lo be distributed, in which you hav« 
a share, losses on the Derby, tightness of the moncy-muket, 
the impertinence of the fellow who keeps on calling for the 
Queen's taxes, and, generally, the spurns thai palient mcril 
is obliged to put up with from all kinds of cads and bumlrugii, 
and sluck-up lillle beasts, who give ihemselvct no end of 
airs, and try lo ride rough-shod over everybody who has not 
had the same lack that they have— than to tenntnate one's 
eiistence by an act of Wfl-ir-M? Well, you know, the fact 
is thai nobody would be fool enough to go on day aftct day 
standing this sort of thing, if it wasn't for a deuced strouf 
objection to becoming a body, and being sat tipon by a 
dozen tradesmen, some of whom perhaps have been con- 
foundedly rude lo one in one's life, when one has na' 
happened lo be able to pay one's bills the notaent on« has 
been called upon in a sudden and peremptory, not (o cay 
insolent, manner to do so. There's the rub I Onconsidcn- 
tion, most peo[>1e will rather 1>eai the ills they have than do 
anything desperate to get rid of Ihcm. (i have but lU^ 
moment met with a passage in a shocking tragedy, hjr '* ' 
well-known Shakespeare, that bears a decideil family l" 
to my philosophic propiaition. It will scarcely he ei 
ihat I should expunge the foregoing obscrvalions, bcci 
their likeness lo what was written at a distani period o^ 
English literature.) — Punck. 



The librclto to Ambroisc Thonms's opera of UamUt ' 
by M.M. Baibier and Carr«, and their rendering of 
Soliloquy shows the difficulty of translating Shakespeare' 

blank verse, and metaphysical --.. .i- .. . 

Fririch rhymed measuic ; — 

Etre ou ne pas Eire — O myslire '. 

M ourir — dorroir — river. 
Ah I s'il m'i'tait permis pour I'.iller rclrouvcr, 
iJc briscr Ic lien qui m'atiache \ la ierre I 
Mais aprfcs ? Qud est-U ce pays inconnu, 
D'otl pal ua voyageur n'est encore revenn ? 



Shakespbarb Amsndbu. 

Piinrh for 30 April, iSSt, conuinedthefollo'WTn 

" Mr. FiiRNivati. is of opinion ibal the text oC Bt 

known to commentatoia as 'Tha First Quarto,' *-- " 

a far belter and more compact acting play 



WI LLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 
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modem stage- version. He, and * a strong body of ama- 
teurs,' essayed, on the afternoon of Saturday, the i6th 
April, at St. George's Hall, to convert the public and the 
critics to their view of the case — apparently with indifferent 
success. Mr. Furnivall has sent to the Daily News, 
what he calls * a hasty try to set right ' the celebrated 
soliloquy, ' To be or not to be,' in the Quarto No. i. Mr. 
Furnivall's version is, of course, a thing of beauty ; yet 
is it hardly so jerky, creaky, spasmodic, incoherent, 
scansion- proof, — in short, so Utter, as in the interests of 
the Bard might be desired. Here, therefore, is * a hasty 
try to set right ' Mr. Furnivall himself." 

To be ,or not to be ? There you are, don'tcherknow ! 

To die, to sleep ! is that all ? Forty winks ? 

To sleep, to dream ! Ah, that's about the size of it ! 

For from that forty winks when we awake 

In the undiscovered cotton-nightcap country 

From which no passenger ever took a return-ticket—^' 

Why — ah, yes — humph ! — exactly — very much so ! 

Who, but for what the vulgar call •' blue funk," 

Would bear the rough and tumble of the world, 

Be down'd on by the rich, plagued by the poor, 

Married by widows, and by orphans worried ? 

Who'd bear 

April's east wind or June's perpetual rain, 

The Income-tax, Lord Randolph Churchill's questions, 

Middlesex Magistrates, Mud-Salad Market, 

Crass commentaries on Shakespearian quartos 

And all earth's ills, from Furnivall to toothache, 

When that himself he might his gruel give 

In half a jiflfy ? Who^d put up with it. 

But for the thought of worse things turning up 

In the Micawber Limbo — By-and-by ? 

Quite so ! *Tis bother, doubt, hope, fear, cant, gusb. 

The fads of noodles and of nincompoops. 

Fogging the brain and flooring common sense, 

Which make us grin and bear the ills we have 

Rather than, a la Furnivall, to make 

•• A hasty try to set 'em right.'' Ah, yes, 

'Tis noodledom makes cowards of us all ! ! ! 

Mr. F. J. Furnivall's fussy and hasty " tries to set 
everybody right " about all that relates to Shakes- 
l^eare are well-known, as is also his objection to any 
contradiction of his favorite theories. 

The " New Shaksperc Society " was apparently 
founded by Mr. F. J. Furnivall for two purposes, 
firstly, for the glorification of Mr. Furnivall, and 
secondly, to instruct the ]>ritish public to spell the 
name of Shakespeare in a different manner to that 
commonly adopted, and which was generally used 
by his contemporaries. If the Society has partially 
succeeded in its first object, it has totally failed in the 
second ; when the press does condescend to notice 
its proceedings it is almost invariably styled the 
New Shakespeare Society, notwithstanding the 
anger, and the constant protests of Mr. F. J. 
Furnivall. A pretty controversy was raised on 
the question of Shakespeare or Sliakspere between 
J. O. Halliwell-Phillipps — who is an authority, and 
Mr. Furnivall, who is — simply Mr. Furnivall. The 
latter gentleman's arguments, expressed in peculiar 
diction, and still more peculiar orthography, con- 
sisted principally of personalities, and Mr. A C. 
Swinburne (who happened to disagree with him) 



was styled a minor poet, and his name translated 
into pigs-brook (from swine — a pig, and burne — a 
brook) by the courteous founder of the " New 
Shakspere Society." * 

A very humorous account of the origin of this 
Society was given in a little pamphlet entitled 
Fumivallos Furioso ! ond " The Newest Stiahespeare 
Society ;" a Dram-Attic Squib of the Period. (T. 
Richards, 37, Great Queen Street, London, 1876). 
The Dramatis FersoncB are thus described : — 

FURNIVALLOS, sumamcd FuRioco, a great Critic, and 
Founder of the ** Newest Shakespeare Society." 

TUPPERIUS, his Friend and A-bettor, Poet-Critic, and 
** Proverbial '' Philosopher (in his own estimation). 

Dixon us. Reviewer and Author in general. A great ad- 
mirer of Himself, " with scarce time to steal from Spiritual' 

Cap.lylus, an aged Philosopher of the Anglo-Saxon- 
and- Water School. 

General Members and Ass-ociates of the Society. 
The first scene opens thus — 

A Library. — Furnivallos, (in his shirt sleeves) sitting 
at a table. 

Furnivallos, A Year or two ago, and I 

Had hardly read a line of Shakespeare's works — 

Or so-caird woiks. For why? 

Have I not found them, in such transient time, 

A nest of fledgings, and of mix6d rhyme 

Without much reason — Heav'n save the mark ! — 

Cribb'd from Boccaccio's self, or Chaucer's pages dark ? 

In later days, the hands, 

Or rather quills, of Jonson, Beaumont too. 

Have serv'd to make a hash of what this 

William Shakespeare drew ! 

And I alone of all the wits can show it ; 

For am I not the Critic of our Poet ? 

A thought occurs— it is not always so 

Since my ix)or brains are like my means, too low ; 

And when I want them sharp, alas ! they're slow ! 

I'll found a fresh Society, call'd " New," 

And try if I can't, by much reading hard. 

Impart "new readings" to th' "Immortal Bard," 

Shifting the false lights from the dazzling true — 

Though I for one, find them but very few ! — 

And thus prove Shakespeare's after all a myth. 

And muff! — akin to Jones, or Brown, or Smith.*' 

Furnivallos having with the aid of Tupjterius 
founded the Society, a meeting is held, at which 
Fumivallos takes the chair, and makes a speech, 
in which he asserts — 

** Nothing that Shakespeare wrote, came from his head. 
Which was a Warehouse stored with stolen goods, — 



* It was recently announced that at one of the meetings of the 
Society Mr. Carr would read a paper on *• Such Harmony is in 
Immortal Soules ; " considering the stormy history of the Society, 
this announcement appeared so grotesque that even the grim and 
austere Daily Netos burst into satirical verse to celebrate the 

event :— 

** The new Shakespeare Society 
** (From violence of language free, 
'* And full of friends who all agree) 

** In grave debate wllVvo«5!5^v'* 
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DwKiti (f'Km/iBg uf indigMnlly, Ikat sftais]— 
This " bosh " yout Chairman tilks of Shakespcwc's Play- 
Bu[ hideous Nonsense, and my Anger raises ; 
For Ihough lo some client he may be righ:, 
His Tests are wrong, and here I lake a sight 
At his Fool-rule, his Measures, Pauses, Endings. 
Since Shakespeare, in dcs[Hle such Tinker's mendings. 
Must e'er remain — whatever Dolts may say — 
"The Wonder of all Time." And now, good-day 
Fumivallos, and your slavish, Tawning Crew, 
With whom again I'll nothing have to do ; 
Though, ere I go, oi auit this " New Society," 
._._.. .J ■ jg jj_ ^^[)J ^iifi stiict sobriety, 

s Name, and so coin heaps of guineas, 

it Nest of Ninnies ! 



And call it Shakespeari 
{Grt«t confuii 



" Newest h 

!S DixoMJS quits Ihl n 



..) 



11 

I- 
: 



When Mr. Wilson Barrett announced that he 
was about to produce " Hamlet " at the Princess's 
Theatre, someone wrote the following, not very 
profound, criticisms upon the tragedy : — 

"Seeing an announcement to the efTecl that ' Hamlet ' is 
in preparation al the Princess's Theatre, set me thinking a 
bit about the mallei ; and I give ill a free and unstudied 
manner the fruits of my thoughli. First, I wondered if one out 
at ten whu'd read the bills would know anything really about 
either the play or the poel? Of the difference between Ihe 
Hamlcl of the first edition, of 1613, and that, say of Knight's, 
of 1843. 

Open the two at random, and Ophelia says in the first, in 
Aclus Secundus, Scena Secunda i-~ 

' O, what a noble minde is here o're-thtowne ? 

The Courtiers, Soldiers, Schollcn, Eye, tongue, sword.' 
In Knight's Ihe tike words occur, only slightly altered in 
spelling ; and in the ordinary acting ediiion the lines tun : — 
' 0, what a noble mind is hereo'erthrown I 
Tbt expectancy uid rose of the fut stale' 
Let ui look at this Prince, almost a fairy one, thirty years 
of age, loo giKid for the earth, not good enough for Heaven. 
You know what he says : ' What should such fellows as I do 
crawling between earth and heaven? ' 

Well, iiiitead of being thin as in the picture, and fancy he 
is : by his mother's, the queen's, words, ' He's fal, and scant 
of breath. Heere's a napkin, rub thy browes, the (juecn 
carovraes to thy fortune, ilamleL' Of course il'i very well 
to wriggle and say ah, that, like the ' beard,' was put in to 
rail Burbagc. Even letting this be the case, Shakespeare 
ttudied an aclor more than Ihe repulalioo of hii lirsl work. 
Then lie is so poetical and wantine in action, to unable to 
with trie wicked things of this world, 
he. When Ihe kiiw ships him lo Briltin, he |iuts 

of his folic frieniw where his own slood, so thai 

the British king has ibem beheaded and not Hamlet 

Now fiw the l^uecn, and I-.acrUi, and the King. Of a 
MotiiUn, //X'^aflml upon bjto macieiim** wand, Ihey ^'' 
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sand Iwthers Hamlet. Hei 



understand why his mother should have taken so queer a 
fancy as to prefer his uncle to his far handsomer Ulhtt. 
And Laertes who gives such nice advice to his siller, and for 
his cad-like conduct receives a very proper rebuke from her, 
turns from a seemingly-virtuous young gentleman to a nean 
and despicable assassin. And Ophelia, that beauteous and 
correct damsel, is easily m^de to acl as a spy upon her lover. 
And this without one word of caution lo him, or the least 
expression of r^ret for such, at the mildest, unlady-likc, 
unwoman-like. and altogether unchrlstiaD-like conduct. 

Other minor faults and absurdities occur, as Hftoilet's 
remark after he had seen his father's s|riril 1 — 

' The undiscovered country from whose boum no tiaveller 

This Hamlet may in some shadowy way or other forecast 
our life here and what ihe majority of us do in it — nothioff. 
Lcive all lo the crack of doom and then down we go all 
together. Out talking as angels, some of us, and acting like 
fools, most of us, may be all here parablcd out." 

As Mr. Wilson Barrett's revival of ffamlet was 
a success, it was 'luite in the order of things that It 
should be burlesqued, and that he and the members 
of his company should be caricatured. 

" Very Little Hamlet," by W. Yardley, was pro- 
duced al the Gaiety Theatre, London, in Novem- 
ber, 1884, and Mr. \Vilson Barrett's absurd speech 
about his early ambition to play HavUet was made 
the leading idea in the prologue, the scene repre- 
senting the exterior of the Princess's twenty-five 
years ago, with costumes, &c., archKologically 
correct. The future proprietor appears as a ragged 
street boy, and takes his solemn oath, to mysterious 
music, that he will, one day, play llamltl in" that 
theatre, while his companions of the gutter, being 
called upon to swear, exclaim in a hoarse whisper, 

" D n ! " and a ghostly actor undertakes to see 

the scheme carried out. Miss Nelly Farrcn ap- 
peared as the hero, and Miss Phyllis firoughton as 
Ophelia, with a tow-like wig. The treatment of 
the play scene was novel and amusing. It was 
announced that the principal player was ill and 
could not perform, whereupon King Claudius kindly 
volunteered to go on and read the part, which Iw 
did, until he discovered the meaning of the show. 



Quotations have already been made from The 
Hamlet TravestU, in three acts, by John Poole 
(London, Samuel French) ; HamUt TraveiHe, by 
Mr. F. Talfourd {Oxford, J. Vincent, 1849) ; and 
from I/amlet ; or not mteh a Fool lu he hoka 
(Cambridge, W. Metcalfe and Son, 1881) ; in addi< 
tion to these there are many parodies of detached' 
|>assagcs from Uamlrt. 

The following is founded upon the advice given 
by Polonius lo his son, Laertes : — 



Youf 



A PAKKNTii' COUIISEI.. 

« about (o go away my 




"Neither a borrower, nor a lender be,'' 

Of course from ckoiti, the former certajolee. 

If in a, scrape and in the wrong, declare it. 

Never attempt to justify it ; square it. 

Learn to say " No '' lo most things — seldom " yes." 

If you should see a female in di^treas, 

Reinemtjcr the advice of your sage sire, 

Call the police and giacefuilf retire. 

A^ I he apparel oft prociiims the man, 

VVhy, do as many tailors isyou can. 

In short, if you attend to all I Icll, 

You'll lind that yoit will get on very well. 

Hesrv J. Bybon. 



In the Burlesque of Norma by W. S. Gilbert, 
entitled Tht Prelttj Druidesa, which was produced 
at the Charing Cross Theatre on Ihe 19th June, 
1869, Norma announces her intention to have a 
Fancy Fair with a view of raising the funds neces- 
sary to fight ibe Ronaans, and drive them out of 
the country. This scene contains a parody of 
Hamlet's instructions to the players :— 
KDrtifl.— Now this sound code of business we'll arrange. 

We'll only take bank notes, and give no change, 

And unin't sell anything to any buyer 

That any one could possibly require. 

Now, priestesses, be good enough to tell 

The articles thai you've prepared to sell. 
AJalgisa — [firodncing cap) a smoking cap — 
Nornw.^Ah, there, al least, he's thwarted, 

For (hush) tobacco isn't yel imported ! 
Adatgisi.^Some scented soap. 
Norma, — They're certain to refuse it*- 

Ilalians, generaliy, do not use it I 
Adalgisa.~~A raior-case, completely stocked. 
Norma. — That's Wave I 

For warriors are not allowed to shnve I 
Adalg'ia. — Braces, embroidered with initial letter. 
Woniia. ^Embroidered braces I Nothing could be belter t 

No Roman wears, in all the ninrtial train. 

The gaiments they're intended to sustain I 
Adaigist. — How shall we bear ourselves to-morrow, prey ? 
Norma. — AttenUon, and I'll point you out the way. 

With pretty speech accost both old and young. 

And speak it trippio^y upon the tongue. 

But if you mouth it with a hoyden laugh. 

With clumsy ogling, and uncomely chalT, 

As I have oft seen done at fancy lairs, 

I had as lief a huckster sold my wares. 

Avoid all so-called " beautifying," dear. 

Oh, it offends me lo the soul to hear. 

The things that men among themselves will say 

Of some ioi-4isaiU beauty of the day. 

Whose face, when with cosmetics she has cloyed it, 

Oal-Rachel's Rachel I Prsty you, girls, avoid il ! 

Neither be ye too tame, but, ere you go. 

Provide yourselves with sprigs of mistletoe, 

OtTer them coyly to the Roman herd, 

But don't you "suit the action to liie word," 

For in the very torrent of your jassion, 

Remember modesty is still in fashion. 

Oh, there be ladies whom I've seen hold slnlls— 

Ladies of rank, my dears, to whom liefalis 



Neither the accent nor Ihe pit of ladies ; 
So clumsily " made up " with Bloom of Cadiz, 
Powder, rouge, lip-salve — that I've fancied then 
They were the work of Nature's journeymen ! 
Let her, whose hair is black with lustre mellow. 
Not dream of using dye 10 turn it yellow — 
She'll lind il argues (when at length ihe loses it) 
A sad ambition in the fool Ihat uses it I 
Now get you ready. 

Exit Norma, 

Hamlll's meditation on the new station of Ihe MidU 
Railway at SL Pancras :- 
See what an incubus sits on our city I 
Pcntonville'B gloom, the front of a huge workhouse 
A draught like ice to palsy and to pierce ; 
A station like a leaden Lmibo-waste, 
Dim-lighted as a fog-bound Ludgale Hill. 
A combination and a form indeed. 
Where every hideousness doth set ils seal 
To give the world assurance of — a Horror ! 

Punch. December 1883. 



The enterprising proprietors of a celebrated 
brand of Cigarettes have recently advertised their 
wares, by a picture representing two smokers, under 
which appeared the lines : — 

Look here upon this picture, and on this. 
The counterfeit presentment of two smokers ; 
See what a grace is seated on this brow ; 
Luxuriant smile, the type of joy itself I 
An eye all beams, so pleasant and upturned. 
Expressing pleasure at the dainty ' Cig.' 
New lighted ; mark the heaven-kissing curl ; 
'Tis fascination 10 that precious weed ; 
Wherefore men doth feverishly break the seal 
That gives the world assurance 'tis the GEM. 
'This is one smoker ; look you now what follows : 
Here is the other, like a sickly child 
Taking ils nauseous powder ; hath he taste. 
Thai he can suck at such a weed. 
That scatters out its dust T Ha I has he eyes t 
You cannot say he has ; for he would sure 
Seek out a better brand ; the weed is bumble. 
And palls upon the palate ; and whal palate 
Would lake such stud a:i his f 

Oh, manl for modest cash 'The Richmond Gem.' 
Is sweet and fragrant to (he smoker's mouth ; 
To youth ils virtues are as plain- 
To smoke is to admire^ 

{Vii, Hamlet, Ad ill.. Scene iv.) 
SI. Sliphtm' Saliiraalia, December 1SS4. 



The foUoft-ing Scene is taken from the ffamlH 
Ti-aeestie, a Burleiqa<- in Tn-o .lc(j, written by Mr. 
Francis Talfourd, and published by J. Vincent, 
Oxford, in 1849 : — 

Act II. 
Scene I.— Room in FoloHiHs' Homr, 

E«l4r POLONIUS aKd Ol'tlliLIA. 



i 



I Pol. [Interrupting]. — My love, I blush ! 

f pfh.— (WeU you know what I mean) 

In canie Lord Hamlet, nnyihing liut clean ! 
Pale as his hose, or Hosict'e Ghost Ihe rather ; 
His stockings were so very dirty, Fiither 
His old and SBcdy neckerchief awry ! 

I Pel. — My daughter, reverence an ancimt tie. 

\ D;A,— Unhrac'd his doublet ! And O, such a bat ! 

I J^3/. — I know it well : tht Princt invinlid that I ' 

I Ofh. — Uncomely, and uncombed about the head, 
I don't beUeve he'd really been \a bed ; 
Or, if he had been, why he'd been and slept 
In that bin where the Palace flour is kept. 
And then his boots 1 At those I up and spoke :— 
"Is then thi Warrin slopp'ii ani has Uaybrvkei 
Go to the scra[ier I to the door-mat run ! 
Our Turtiys tjettiog rather oairdeai.'' 
fkil. — And did the scraper deai him from his scrape? 



I 
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And took my hand ; and then he press'd the same 

Which seera'd lo do him good — for then he smii'd — 

And came it strong, and wouldn't draw it mild — 

In fact he kiss'd me t 
Fol~ O, the man is mad I 

Ofk. — h^or kissing tne ! I can't see that, my dad ! 
Po/.— Well, on reflection, 'tis not strange my puss I 

Being In a huny, why be look tA? Bus. 
Ofk. — A 'stag! box OM that Aki he might have ta'en. 

But since lo be his debtor 1 disdain, 

I would not keep his kiss but gave ll back ! 
pot, — IlEstuwed, in lihorl, auother kind \i( smack. 
Ofh. — His was a blander-bus, and so my sire, 

A small mluli I from my imacli did lire. 
PiJ.— What did he say? 
Ofh-— He never tolil hi; love, 

But look'd it most uncoraraun ! 
Pdl.— Like a dcve 

With a sore throat ; What then ? 
Ofk.— O such a siyh ! 

Pat. — Von prick'd him with your needle. 
0/*.— No, nut I I 

U, such a sigh, mj Father, as would dil 

The great Nassau Italloon, or turn a milt. 
PoK — Few men can raise ihc wind like that, my duckcy l 

And then what next ? 
Ofk.— The Prince, I'h, cul his lucky. 

Fat. — He's mad, and mad far love of you, 
0[h.~ la ! 

How very nice! can madmen many. Fa? 
fo/.— iJimbtlcss, my dauehier. Nay, it has been said 

None are quite coni/fi when about to wed. 

I do remember much confusion here {pointing te for.' 

When ntst 1 called your future inolhcr "dear,'' 
Saw llyiiicn's toteh-li|!lit in her glowing c'e. 
And caught hir ifii a miunsing nit-. 
And O, ihe pride, when lirsl in joyous vein, 
"Mrs. Polonius!" I said— "Champogncl " 

• ThU WH 1 lUI on tlis Utc I'lliivu Alhurl'- ilmiiril iaign fur i 



To which she answered (every word I treasure) 
" Aaron Polonius, I will with pleasure." 
Polonius sings. Air— "Tkt light of oikir days." 
But all that sort of thing has faded. 

The honeymoon's o'ercast 1 
The horse, you know, is soonest jaded. 

Who goes at first too fast t 
llie very deuce no long time after 

She play'd upon my life ; 
And all our mirthsome love and laughter. 
She tum'd lo weary strife. 
Pill. — Yes I Love is like some grand new Railway Line 
Which (the Prospectus tells us) must combine 
All the advantages to r^lways known. 



Surveyed thro' Cupd's false Theodolitt 
Trivial the outlay, small (he risks appear 
{For then our telescope's invert). But near. 
And huge the prolits to out eye, for Hope 
Lends us her Hydn^n Gas Microscope, 
hfammas, as managing directors, sit;- — 
Hear our petition, and the Act permit; — 
Our Scrip, the License, then we proudly claim ; 
And Hymen's Company enrols out name ! 

0/A.— What then, Papa? 

Pol. — The newly-married pair 

Pay their first calls — a somewhat Iristi ajfmr I 
Awhile the shareholders in peace repose ; 
rircani Ijivc's young Dream— and all's eoHt<iir dt n 
Till, on the waking ear (and purse) shall fall. 
Fearful snd frequent the loud railway Call ' 

0/>A.— What does that typify? 

Pol. — In married life, 

The shrill accostaU of a sculdlng wife ! 
Who, like an engine, when she's o» thi rail 
At every obsLiclc must shriek and wail ; 
Who like an engine (do not sneer my daughlerl 
Cannot get on unless she's in hot unltr ; 
Who like an engine— 

O,-*.— O, 1 doltcseecU 

This /rain of thought some Terminus may reach I 
Kakc out your fire ! or damp it : shall I ring 
I'or liquors ? , 

Pol.— No I If you would sooth me, sing ! 

Cut out the Lind 1 for Denmark loves Indeed 

To have a lilllc tntn-up with Ikt Swit \ 

Ophelia min, beat that " figii-a 
Del Rei^^ento 1 " 

Opk.— I've sore Ihroot. Pap» I 

Pol. — I'hese singer's ailment all lie in their threats I 
Stick some " Pulmonic Wafers " on your NCMl 
Now lo the Palace, for the king must know 
This news of Hamlet. 

Oph. — Yet, before you go — 

For dear Mama, myself, and sex comlun'd, 
I'll quote some verses jast recall'd lo mind : 
'• When you were that unpleasant thinfi, 
A baby, who would smile and sing, 
' The like o' this hath never bin' "? 

Pol.—{tbrvplty] My Moth« 

0/t,— Who thought that nothing would sul^cc 
But costly lace on friiclcs so nicc,^ — 
And date nut leil Piija the (irice ' 

Pol.—{lmabriipllt] .My MoH 
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0/»//. — Who told the talc, in twilight gloom ? 

Who read of witch astride her broom. 
And poor Cock Robin *s early tomb ? 

Pol. — [somewhat affected] My Mother ! 

0/>*.— Who lov'd you, a mischievous boy ? 

Who spread the jam? who bought the toy? 
Rejoicing in your every joy ? 

Pol. — [much affected] My Mother ! 

0,''h. — If aught went wrong who bore the blame? 

Who wept, when fii^t the ** half-year" came? 
Who sent those hamjyers, fniit and game ? 

Pol. — [with epicurean empressement ] My Mother ! 

. Oph. — Who when you wrote some doggrel verse, 
Crimson with pride assured old nurse, 
* That parts of Milton were much worse ? ' 

Pol. — [as conscious 0/ genius] My Mother ! 

Oph — Who when the louiish age began, 

And boyhood's thoughts on razors ran, 
Call'd you * the gentlemanly man ? ' 

Pol. — [pulling up his collar, as though the maternity 

had well spoken'l My Mother ! 

Oph. — Who when they ** pluck'd " you in the schools 
At " Little Go " Ixiut Grammar Rules, 
Stoutly maintained **the Dons" were fools? 

Po^.— {approvingly) My Mother I 

Oph. — Who, in your youth's hot giddy day. 
Revealed a better brighter way 
And kindled first-love's glorious ray ? 

Pol.— [fondly] Vour Mother ! 

Oj)h. — Who upon earth, who only, knows 
Th' exact location of your clothes? 
Who marks your linen ? darns your hose ! 

Pol.— [gratefully] Your Mother ! 

O^'^h. — Who best your pijye and glass can fill ? 
Whose taper fingers light the spill ? 
Who, if you're i)oorly, knows Pa*s pill ? 

Pol.— [ruefully.] Your Mother I 

Ol*h, — Who, when in sulky mood you fret — 
P'raps kick your corn, or lose a bet — 
Sings still, ** We may be happy yet ! '* 

Pol.— [cheerfully. ] Your Mother ! 

oph. — What tho' sometimes o'er married life 
A cloud may coftie, a moment strife. 
Who makes the sunshine ? 

Pol. — [enthusiastically.] O my wife ! 

Your Mother ! 
Who checks her Daddy in his spleen ? 
Who makes his brow once more serene ? 
And bids him say, ** I've hasty been? 

Pol. -^[embracing. ] My Daughter ! 

Pol. — Woman for ever ! Scold they as they will. 

Marriage ! with all thy faults, I love thee still I 

Exeunt to Music. 
Air — " Here*s a health to all good lasses.** 
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the Grave Diggers in Hamlet." The work, which 
was published anonymously, had numerous illustra- 
tions of Barrows found in various parts of the 
country, and of the Antiquities, Arms, Pottery, and 
human remains found in them. The parody relates 
entirely to the excavations in the Barrows, carried 
on by anticjuaries in search of curiosities, and the 
notes explanatory of the parody, form the chief 
and most interesting portion of the work. * 

Scene. A Barrow on a Common. 
Enter three Barrow Diggers with spades, shovels, S-c. 

ist B. D. — Is this a Roman, or a British Barrow ? 

2ud B. D. — I tell thee 'tis a British Barrow, therefore 
straightways open it ; Antiquarius hath set on 
it. and finds it British Burial. 

I St B, D. — How can that be, if Roman Ornaments and 
arms should here be found ? 

2nd B. D. — They may be found. 

ist B. D.— It must be Roman, it cannot be British Burial. 
For here lies the point ; if Roman arms and 
ornaments are found in it, it argues a Roman 
Act ; and a Barrow Act hath three Branches, 
to Act, to Dig, to Shovel ; we go to work 
willingly. 

jrd B. D. — Nay ; but hear you good friend ! 

ist B. D. — Give me leave. Here is a Common ; good ; 
here is the Barrow; good; if the Barrow 
contains Roman Arms, or urns, it must be 
a Roman Barrow; mark you that; but if 
spear heads made of flints, and British Arms 
are here, it must be a British Barrow; if 
nought but an empty cist, tumulus inanis, (or 
an empty tomb raised by the Romans in 
memory of a friend whose body could not be 
found.) He that is not inclined to dig, shortens 
not our work. 



2nd B. D. — But is this Barrow Law? 
ist B. D. 
2nd B. D. 



Ay, marry is*t Antiquaruis*s Barrow Law. 

Will you ha' the truth on*t ? If this had been 
a Roman relic of funeral pomp, it would have 
been a very different sort of Burial. The 
Romans raised not Barrows o'er their Dead. 

ist B. D. — Why there thou say*st : and the more pity 
that great folks shall countenance the grandeur 
of gaudy funerals, more than their poorer 
neighbours. To my mind they are mighty like 
representations of Death carrying off his 
wealthy victims in Triumph. Come my spade. 
There are no antient gentlemen, but Gardeners 
Geologists, and Barrow Diggers ; they hold up 
Adam's profession. 

Was he a Gentleman ? 



In 1839 Messrs. Whittaker & Co., of Ave Maria 
Lane, London, published a quarto volume entitled 
" The Barrow Diggers, a Dialogue in imitation of 



3rd B. D.- 
ISt B. D.- 

2nd B. D.- 
ISt B. D.- 



-He was the first that ever bore Arms, a mattoc 
shovel, and a spade. 

"Why he had none. 

-What, art a heathen ? How dost thou under- 
stand the Scripture? The scripture says, 
Adam digged. Could he dig without arms ? 
lUl put another question to thee; if thou 
answerest me not to the purpose, confess 
thyself. 



3rd B. D. — Go to work. 

Afttr having tattH an nburvatioH with a Compos, and marked 

out a itclitm. Ikty cnnmcnce Optning the Barrow. 
ist B. D. — Whal ia ihal earthly form all skin and bone, 
which eludes the Sexion, the MasoD, and the 
Carpenter ? 
and B. D. — The Living Skeleton, for that frngile frame 

outlives a thousand Harry's. 
ist B, D, — Now where is he ? 
and 8, D. — Ealing soup maigre ! 

\. T>, — Eating soup maigre! Where ? 
B, D,— Not where fal King's are eaten : a certain 
convocation of politic worms are e'en at them, 
Your worm is your only Emperor tor diet ; we 
fat all iireatares else to fat us : and we fat our- 
selves for maggots. Your fat King and your 
lean Ekelelon is but variable service ; two 
dishes, but to one table that's the end, 

vhen I am 

nd u. D. — Ay, and a living skeleton may fish with the 
worm that bath eat of a King ; and eat of the 
fisb that hath fed of that worm. 

it B. P.— What dosl Ihou mean by this? 

sd s. D, — Nothing but to show you how a King may go 
a progress through the carcase of a living 

it R. D.— I like thy v. 

ad B. n. — Cudgel thy brains no more about it : when you 
are asked this question nent say '(is a British 
Barrow, a house that will last till doomsday. 
Go get thee to Shapwicke, and fetch me a stoup 
of liquor. 
it Bar. Dig. tontinms Digging and Sings 

Britons rais'd an earthy mound. 

When ere their Chieftains died. 
And I am digging under ground, 
Where delvers have not tried. 
Antiqnariui and Diicipulus cniir. 
Akt.— Has this fellow no feeling of his business, be sings 

it Barrow opening ? 
Dis. — Ha knows not that be treads on hallow'd Mould '. 
T. — 'Tis e'en so. Ihe hand of Antiquaries only bath the 
Barrow Sense, 
Ii( Bar. Dig. continun Diggingand Singi , 

Clasps, Celts, and Arrawheads, I'll try 

To claw within my Clutch, 
And if a Shield I should espy. 

I'll vow there ne'er was such. 
With Popish Tricks, and Relics rare. 

The Priests their Flocks do gull 
In casting out Ihe earth take care, 
Huzza ! I'vefoundaskull! 
Amt. — That skull had a tongue in it and could sing once. 
How the knave jowls it to the ground, as if it 
were a slave's jaw-bone, or that of the first 
Murderer I That might be tbe pale of a Druid 
which Ibis ass now o'erreaches : onelhat would 
gorge his Deities with hnman blood: might it 
not? 



Ant, — Or of a Warrior, who could say kill and bum 
Captives to appease the Dead. 

Dis.— Ay, Auliquarius ! or il might be a Slave's ! 

Ant. — Why even so ; and now my lady Worm's chapless 
and knocked about the maziard with a Senlom'* 
shovel. Here's line revolution an' we had onf 
spectacles lo see'l, Prodigious to think on't. 

ij( Bai.Dig. continnti digging and sings 

A Mat toe. Shovel, and a Spade. 

Will dig up human bones; 
To play at Marbles Britons made. 
Some small round Portland Stones. 

Of curious form and make. 
Why surely they're Roman charms, 
Your British creed to shake. 

Ant.— Cease prattler cease I Why should ihey uoi be the 
Casques, arms, or Bosses of British ChieflaJDs 
in Roman service ? No golden lilagree work 
nor carved ivory ; No amethystine Beads, nor 
Crystal Udlls, no Coins, no Medals, no well- 
formed urns, nor colour'd stones from Rome 
will here be found; but Tin, Glass, or Amber 
Beads, the Tusks ol Boars, or unbaked Urns of 
rudely shape with limpet shells will denote 'lis 
a British Barrow. 
ii( B. D. conlinacs Digging, and tomts to a Cisl. and singi 
This Cist of Chalk just like a grave 

For such a guest is meei. 
As if asleep here rests tbe brave. 
Below the turf three feel. 

Ant.— How independent the knave is! Plow long hast 
thou been a Barrow Digger ! 

ist B. D,— Of all the Ages of tbe World 1 came not lo't in 
that Age when Ihe whole Earlh was in a stale 
of Fusion. 

Akt. — How long's that since? 

ist D D, — Cannot yon tell that? Every mechanic can 
tell thai. It was ihai very day that young 
Plut.i was born : he that was a Geologist. He 
that gave a New System by Pustmg througb 
Ihe bowelsof the Eartb in his chanoi drawn by 
four Horses. 

ANT.^Ay. marry ! how did he do that ? 

ist B. n,— With Lucifer Matches. 

Ant,— Why ? 

ist B. o,— Because he was mad after Proserpine, 

Ant.— Peace I pray you I How long will the jaws of a 
Leviathan, or Ihe bones of a Megatherium, lie in 
the earth e'er they crumble iaio dust ? 

ist B. D.— Faith if they be not fused in Plulo's crucible 
for many thousand years. 
[Tho remntniler M the cnnvenallnn rolrtH lo > cnnlmrnny, now 

well-nigh torgolleu.uu til* IdeiilllluUliin of * ikull uld lu faava 

bsen ihiit ul Bu(sae Anm. who wu uMuUd %t Tfbam. In ITW f*f 
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Barrows are artificial heaps of earth, sometimes surrounded hy a 
narrow trench. They were reared by the early inhabitants of these 
isles, and their contents afford almost the only insight we have into 
the history of the Ancient Britons. Antiquaries are generally 
agreed that they were raised for sepulchral interments, as in them 
are usually found cists, with urns, human bones, spear and arrow- 
heads of flint, hammers, and celts of stone, beads, buckles, pins, etc. 

The Cists, which vary in size and shape from two to eight feet 
deep by three and four feet in diameter, are usually cut in chalk, and 
contain the urns, skeleton.**, etc.] 



:o:- 



SlIAKESl'KARIAN ReADIxNGS. 

Oh, but to fade, and live we know not where, 

To be a cold obstruction and to groan ! 

This sensible, warm woman, to become 

A prudish clod and the delighted spirit 

To live and die alone, or to reside 

With married sisters, and to have the care 

Of half a dozen children, not your own ; 

And driven, for no one wants you, 

Round about the pendant world ; or worse than worst. 

Of those that disappointment and pure spite 

Have driven to madness : 'Tis too horrible ! 

The weariest and most troubled married life 

That age, ache, penury, or jealousy 

Can lay on nature, is a jxiradise 

To being an old maid. 



That very time I saw, (but thou couldst not,) 
"Walking between the garden and the barn, 
Reuben, all armed ; a certain aim he took 
At a young chicken, standing by a post, 
And loosed his bullet smartly from his gun, 
As he would kill a hundred thousand hens. 
But I might see young Reuben's fiery shot 
Lodged in the chaste board of the garden fence. 
And the domesticated fowl passed on. 
In henly meditation, bullet free. 



My father had a daughter got a man. 

As it might be, perhaps, were I good looking, 

I should, your lordship. 

And what's her residence ? 

A hut, my lord, she never owned a house. 

But let her husband, like a graceless scamp, 

Spend all her little means, — she thought she ought, — 

And in a wretched chamber, on an alley. 

She worked like masons on a monument, 

Earning their bread. Was not this love indeed ? 

From Poems and Parodies, by Ph(EBE Carey, Boston, U.S., 
1854 



:o:- 



Benjamin Ci«SAR Redivivus. 

(On the recovery 0/ Lord BeaconsHeld Jrom an attack of gout), 

Ben Dizzy patchM and mended for to-day. 
Not like old Coesar, dead and turned to clay. 
Will still go on in his corrupting play. 
Nor "stop a hole to keep the wind away.** 

f/-, January 18, 1879, 



An Irish Playbilu 

Kilkenny Theatre Royal, 

By His Majesty's Company of Comedians. 

The last night, because the Company go to-morrow to 

Waterford. 

On Saturday, May 14, 1793, will be performed, by com- 
mand of several respectable people in this learned metropolish 
for the benefit of Mr. Kearns, the tragedy of 

Hamlet. 

Originally written and composed by the celebrated Dan 
Hayes, of Limerick, and insarted in Shakespeare's works. 

Hamlet, by Mr. Kearns (being his first appearance in this 
character), who, between the act.s, will perform several 
solos on the patent l)agpipes, which play two tunes at 
the same time. 

Ophelia, by Mrs. Prior, who will introduce several favourite 
airs in character, particularly " The Lass of Richmond 
Hill " and ** We'll all be unhappy together," from the 
Reverend Mr. Dibdin's oddities. 

Polonius, the comical politician, by a young gentleman, being 
his first appearance in public. 

The Ghost, the Gravedigger, and Laertes by Mr. Sampson, 
the great London comedian. 

The parts of the King and Queen, by directions of the Rev. 
Father O'Callaghan, will be omitted, as too immoral 
for any stage. 

The characters to be dresse<l in Roman shapes. 

To which will be added an Interlude, in which will be intro- 
duced several sleight-of-hand tricks by the celebrated 
surveyor. Hunt. 

The whole to conclude with the Farce, by Mr, Kearns, of 

Mahomet. 

Tickets to be had of Mr. Kearns, at the sign of the Goat's 
Beard, in Castle-street. 
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AS YOU LIKE IT. 

The Seven Ages of Man. 

Jaques. All the world's a stage, 

And all the men and women merely players ; 

They have their exits and their entrances ; 

And one man in his time plays many parts. 

His acts being seven ages. At first the infant, 

Mewling and puking in the nurse's arms. 

And then the whining school-boy, with his satchel 

And shining morning face, creeping like snail 

Unwillingly to schooL And then the lover, 

Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad 

Made to his mistress' eyebrow. Then a soldier, 

Full of strange oaths and l^eardcd like the pard. 

Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel. 

Seeking the bubble reputation 

Even in the cannon's mouth. And then the justice. 

In fair round belly withgootl capon lined. 

With eyes severe and beard of formal cut. 

Full of wise saws and modern instances ; 

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts 

Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon, 

With spectacles on nose and \^ucVvQi^<vi>R.x 



His youthful hose, wcU saved, it world loo wide 
For his shrunk shank ; and his big manly voice, 
Turning again lownrd childish treble, pipes 
And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all, 
That ends this strange eventful history. 
Is second childishness and mere oblivion, 
Sans teeth, sons eyes, sans taste, sans everything. 
; vou Like it.— Act ii.— Scene tii. 



Thb Stage Coach Company. 

MoTLKY is a Stage ; 

Where men and women nil are passengers. — 
They have their middle and Iheir comer seats ; 
Which no one on the road presumes to change, 
Altho' closc-wcdg'd with seven 1 And first the Lap-cHilil, 
Mewliog and pewking n'et your shoes and boots. 
And next ihe duwn-cast Sckml-Boy, with his boies, 
And pockets shilling-fiird — and large plum cake, 
Which somewhat sweetens school t And next the Eniig", 
Cramming hoI-ioUs, and eyeing, at each cup, 
Molly, who serves the breakfast.— Next a Slumimr ; 
Full of sour wine, with ill-look'd, unshav'd beard. 
Rolling his noddle, sudden in naps and wakingti, 
Seekii^ the banish'd, chaste sobriety, 
Ev'n in Ihe jolting coach ! — And then the t'icar. 
In sloping belly, with fat lithe pig lin'd ; 
With griwled wig, and silken scarf-forro'd vest, 
.Strew'd with rappee ; his elbows lifted high, 
'Tis so he digs your ribs I — The sixth niche shows 
A meagre, mortified, warm-wrapp'd Old Maid ; 
With morning cap snugMlrawn, and muff up-held, 
Her curving nose and chin, seeking approach, 
The sole good points she shews, and her shrill voice 
Pour'd forth against the boldness of Ihe age. 
Full oft repeats the theme I — Last ploc'd n[ all, 
Which ends this " Worshipful Society,'* 
Sits a young Nymph, in ev'ry thing reverse. 
Sans beeves, sans coati, sans cap, sans everything ! 
Ftom Fagitivi t'ene and Prmi, by John Peter Roberdeau. 
Chichester, 1803. 

The Patriot s Progress. 
St. Stephens is a stage. 

And half the opposition are but players : 

For clnp-lraps, and deceptions, and effects, 

Kill up their thou^ts ihroughoul their many parts, 

Their acts being sev'n. At firs! the Demagogue, 

Ruling and mouthing at the hustings' front : 

And then the coding Candidate, with l)eer, 

Fibs, cringes, aiM^ cockades, giviug to voters 

Unwillingly a pledge. And then the Member, 

Ctoekling like furnace, with a flaming story 

Made on the country's fall. Then he turns Courtier, 

Full of smooth words, and secret as a midwife, 

Pleas'd with all rulers, lealous fur the church. 



hot 



With placid smile, and speech of ready 
Lib'ral of promises and army contracts. 
And so he rules the state. The sixth oi 
To be a sDUg retired old baronet. 
With ribband red on breasi, and star oi 
His early real for cbonga a world 
For hit cool age : and his big eloquence, 
Tuiiiinij \i gentler s umils '■liillrnt |ii|ie 



And we must pay the [npcr, Scene the last, 
That ends this comfortable history. 
Is a fat pension and a pompous ]ieeragc. 
With cash, with coronel-uith all but " 



Thr 






Woman. 



"The world's a stage,"' 

And Man has seven ages," — 

So Shakespeare writes {king of dramatic sages !| 

But he forgot to tell you, in his plan. 

That Woman plays her part, as well as Man. 

First, how the Infant heart with triumph swells. 
When the red coral shakes its silver bells ; 
She, like young statesmen, when the rattle rings. 
Leaps at the sound, and struts in leading strings. 

;il, little Miss, in pinafore so trim. 
With nurse so noisy, and mamma so prim ; 
Eager to tell you all she has learned to utter. 
Lisps as she grasps the allotted bread and butter ; 
Type of her seit, who, though no longer young. 
Holds everything with ease— sscepl her longuc ! 

papers, 

ler's vapours 1 
Tramples alike on customs and on toes. 
And whispers all she hears Co all she knows : 
" Betty'' (she cries), " it comes into my head. 
Old maids grow cross, because their cats ore dead ; 
My governess has lieen in such a fuss 
About the death of her old labby puss ; 
She wears black stockings I Ha ! ha I what a pother 
'Cause one old cat's in mourning for another I " 
— The child of Nature, free from pride and pomp. 
And sive to please, though nothing but a romp. 

Nexl, riper Miss, who, nature more disclosing. 
Now finds some traits of art ate interjxising ; 
And, with blue laughing eyes behind her (an, 
First acts her part with that great actor — Man 1 

Behold hCr now — nn ogling vain Coquette, 
Catching male gudgeons in her silver net : 
Whilst tne rairTorcnead tresses, frltileit fiill. 
Rival the tufted locks that grace the bull t 

Then comes that solier character — the Wife, 
With all the dear distracting cares of life ; 
A thousand cards a thousand joys extend, 
For what may not upon a card depend ? 
Now she'll snatch half a glance at opera, ball, 
A meteor traced by none, though seen by all ; 
'Till "spousy " finds, while annious to immure her, 
A patent colnn only can secure her. 

At lost the Dowager, in ancient flounces. 

With snuff and spectacles, she folly trounces. 
And, moralising, thus the age denounces ; 
"How bold aid forwiird each young flirt appears I 
Courtship, in my time, lasted seven years ; 
Now seven little months suffice, of course. 
For courting, marrying, scolding, and divorce ; 
They say we have no souls ; but what more odd ia — 
Nor men nor women now have any bodies I 



When I was young, my beail was always lender. 
And would, lio every spouse I had, suirender; 
Their wishes to refuse, I never dursl. 
And my fourth died as happy as my first 1 " 

Truce to such splenetic and rash designs, 

And let ns mingle candour with our lines : 

In all the stages of domestic life — 

As child or sister, parent, friend, or wife — 

Woman, the source of every fond employ. 

Softens atniction, and enlivens joy. 

What is your boast, male rulers of the land ? 

How cold and cheerless all you can command ! 

Vain your ambition, vain your wealth and power. 

Unless kind woman share the laplurcd hour ; 

Unless 'midsl oil the gUre of pageant art, 

She adds her smile, and triumphs in your heart I 

ANONYM0t;S. 



The Seven Stages of vKstheticisu 

All the world's ^Esthetic, 

And all the men and women merely aesthetes ; 

They have thdr yearnings and their ecstasies ; 

And each man in his time plays many pails. 

His acts being seven stages. First, the I'hilisline, 

Sneering at Art's high transcendental charms ; 

And next the dinging Pupil, with his lily 

And elongated chin, gliding like snake 

To study in the school. Then, the Acolyte, 

Sighing like furnace, with a woeful sonnet 

Made tu a dado. Then, the full-Hedged Poet, 

Full of strange whims, long-haired as Absalom, 

Jealous of fame, profuse of altitude. 

Seeking the bubble reputation 

E'en at the tea-pot's spouL Then, the Professor, 

With bilious mien and clothes not wisely cut, 

His monologues quite too idealised. 

Bursting with Culture and the Infinite ; 

And so he plays his part. The sixth stage shifts 

Into the lank and velvet-suited Humbug, 

With nippers on his nose and tuft on chin ; 

His mystic style, well saved, a world too wide 

For his shrunk audience ; while his cioaky voice. 

Striving acain to rouse to rapture, seems 

But sensetess in its sound. Last scene of all, 

That ends this strange eventful history. 

Is utter idiotcy and mere oblivion, 

Sans mind, sans taste, sans Art, sans everything. 

[This parody was quoted in "The ^Kslhetic Movement in 
England '' by Walter Hamilton (lliird Edition, Reeves and 
Turner, London 1S82I, in which work will be found full par- 
ticulars of the peculiar form of Art revival here satirised, 
lliough the cant of .'Esthcticism is fashionable no longer, 
the gSad that was effected by the serious devotees of the 
worship of lieauly and Culture is very visible in our domestic 
architecture, out house decorations, furniture, and china, as 
compared with the styles in vogue thirty years since.] 



The Seven Aces of iNft^MPEtiANCE, 

All the world's a barroom 

And all the men and women merely tipplers 1 
They have their bottles and their glasses ; 
And one man in his time takes many quarts. 
His drink being seven kinds. — At first the infant, 
Taking cordial in the nurse's arms ; 



And then, the whining school-boy with his drop 

Or two of porter, just to make him creep 

More willingly to school. — And then the lover, 

Sighing like furnace, o'er his lemonade 

Brewed into whisky-punch. — Then a soldier. 

Full of strange oaths, md reeling mad with brandy. 

Brutal and beastly, sudden and quick in quarrel. 

Seeking the fiend Intemperance 

E'en in the cation's mouth.— ~And then the justice 

la fair round belly, with Madeira lined. 

Most elegantly drunk, superbly corned, 

Full of wise saws against the use of gin. 

And so he swallows wine. — The sixth drink 

Shifis into the lean and bloated dram-drinker, 

A spectacle his nose, he's scorched inside ; 

The wretch's ragged hose, a world too wide 

For his shrunk shank : and his once manly hand. 

Shaking the cup of tea. well lined with rum. 

Seems now five palsied bones. Last drink of all. 

That ends intoxication's history. 

Is laudanum, self murder's long oblivion 

Sans Faith, sans Hope, sans Life, sans everything. 



1 



7'kc Comic ifugafinc Fourth si 



SI834. 



Jaques in Capel Coubt. 

All the world arc stags ! 

^'ea, alt the men and women merely jobbers ! 

They have their brokers and their share-accounts. 

And one man in his time tries many lines, 

*rhe end being total ruin. First, the greenhorn, 

Dabbling and deaUng in a lucky spec ; 

And Chen the prosperous seller, with his profits 

And joyous winning face, buying like mad, ' 

Unwilling to sell out; and then, (be loser. 

Sighing like furnace, with a woful prospect 

Of the ncKt settling day ! Then the director. 

Full of strange schemes, and lodged at the wekt- 

Keeping a cab, and sudden growing rich, — 

Getting a Ijubble reputation 

Even in Capel Court. And then the bankrupt. 

With his debts' schedule large, and no assets : 

By all his decent friends entirely cut,— 

Full of bad scrip, and fertile of fresh schemes ; 1 

And so he plays his game. The siith step si 

Into the low and herring-gutted slag. 

With spectacles on nose and list in hand ; 

His youthful gains all spent, the world too wide — 

— Awake tj be la'en in, and his long line 

Of hapless creditors that idly wail 

And whistle for their cash, l-ast scene of all, 

lliat ends this sad but common history. 

Is — Union pauperism, and oakum picking ; 

Sans beer, sans beef, sans tea, sans everything. 

Puiuh. November I, 1845. 

[This was published during the period of (be Railway Mania, 
when speculation in the new Railroad stock was at its 
height. One of the entrahces to the London Stock 
Exchange is in Capel Court, and it is a favourite 
rendezvous for Stockbrokers, and their clients. Slags, in 
Siock-Exdiange phraseology, are persons who apply for 
shares in a newly formed Company, not because they wish 
to hold the shares, but because they hope to sell the allot- 
ment at a premium.] 



Thb Poktrv of STE*IiI. 

Thb world's rnle^ by Steam. 

And all Ihe men and women are its subjects : 
It guides tbeir mavemenls aod Ihcir whereabout: 
Aud this steam, ■□ its time, plajs mauy parts. 
Its acts being Seven Ages. At 6rst, the kettle. 
Hissing and sputtering on a kilcbcn bob. 
And then Newcomhn's Engine, to its piston, 
Dy almospheric pressure, giving force 
Imperfectly to pump ; Then Watt's condenser ; 
More economic, with its stuffing boi 
And double acting mnvemcnt ; Then a steam-boal, 
Full of strange smells, and cramm'd lilie Nt 
(It, OD high pressure, sudden and quick to explode) 
Raising ap Fulton's reputation 
In every body's moulb : Then (he steam horse. 
By Stepheksom devised, on Wall s End fed, 
With boiler grimed and — wheels of clumsy cul, 
Spuming brass knobs, and copper ornaments — 
And so he plays his part. The Sixth age shifts 
Into Ihe war of broad and narrow gauge : 
Brunbl on one. Hunsos on t' other side — 
Their several lines stretching a world too wide 
For the Committees, and Sieam's manly voice. 
Thai, in the kettle's childish treble piped, 
Now whistles o'er the w^irld. Last scene of all, 
That cods this strange eventful history. 
Is goieral brotherhood, and mere oblivion 
Of troops, of wars, of blood, and all snch things, 
Pnnch. Joly as, ja^6. 
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4 Ages o 



France is a stage. 

And all her heroes little more than players. 
Het Kings their exits have, and entrances ; 
And the Republic runs its round of parts. 
Its Acts beine seven ages. FirsI, Young France, 
EmtHting and plotting, e'en in the nurse's arms ; 
Then civritr out of work, cnsquetlc on head. 
And frowning haily face, going, in faith, 
To Louis Ulanc to school. Then LAUAttTIS'K, 
Spouting avtay, writing a score of sonnets 
Unto Dame Liberty's eyebrow t then MobiU, 
Clapped in strange clothes, and bearding barricade^i, 
Zealous against old friends in sudden quarrel, 
Takinga sight at death and devastation 
K'en in the cannon's mouth ; then Cavaici«ac, 
In power despotic and a slate of si^e. 
With &own teverc, and beard of Algiers cul, 
O'ct-ridiog Law with a soldier's insolence — 
And so he plays his pail. The siith age shows 
I'oor Liberty, with Constitution weak, 
HalltDg 'twixt Anarchy and ncsnotism, 
llcr youthful foitarf n»gt a world loo wide 
For her shrank brains, and the big boastful itAee, 
Turning again to Ihe old treUc, pipes 
Louis NafolboN in. Last scene of all 
That cods ihit strange, eventful history, 
li second childishness, and mere oblivion. 
Sans trader sans tin, sons |)ress, sans everything. 
[This Parody appeared in Punclt, November ij, 1H48, at 
which lime the form of govemmenl in France was 
oominally Republican, though very unsettled. King 
Loais Philippe bad been forced lo abdicate in Febroary. 
184S. and a republic was proclaimed, of which L«ms 
Napoleon (afierwards Emperor) was elected President. 
Around thf Parody were seven illustrations, drawn by the 



celebrated Richard Doyle, representing "Young Frajce 
mewling and puking m ihe Nurse's arms : ' ■' The 

Ouvrier creeping like snail unwillingly to school ; " 
■' Lamarline inditing a sonnet to Liberty's Eyebrow : ' 
■• The Garde Mobile seeking the Bubble repuiation in Ihe 
Cannon's month ;" ''The Justice wiili eyes severe."* a 
portrait of General Cavaignac ; and. last scene of all, 
poor France with her tsei in Hot Water, and Louis 
Napoleon in the back ground canying the faial Idits 
Nupclicnnrs. which finally brought him, and his couatrr, 
to defeat and ruin.] 



.\LL THE Town's a Sude. 
[A Parody for tht FroiU\ 

,\ll the town's a slide. 

And .-ill the men and women merely skaters. 

They have theii slippings and their Boundering^ , 

And one man in his life has many falls : 

His fate having seven stages. At first, the 

Shivering and shaking in his nurse's arms ; 

And then the shuifiing school-boy. with his higl 

And hobnailed sole and heel, cutting-oat dides 

Instead of going to school And then the lover, j 

Sighing like fiirnace, till with woeful tumble ■ 

He and his mistress lie low. Then a soldier. 

Wearing odd skates, and bearding all the park i I 

Jealous of others, sudden and quick in tumir" ■ 

Seeking the bubble reputation 

Even in the deepest holes. And then the ic 

In fair round hat, with a good cape on, lined 

With oilskin clear, and coat of formal cut. 

Full of ice-saws and modem instruments ; 

And so he plays his part. The sixth stage slips 

Into the lean and slippery pantaloon. 

With icicle on nose, and stick in hand. 

His India-lubber shoes a world too large 

For his shrunk feet ; and his poor trembling knees 

Straggling apart like childish helplessness. 

He tumbles on the ground I Last scene of all 

Thai ends ihis Cold and frosty history 

Is a sharp wind — upsetting everyone. 

Sans stick, sans cloak, sans hat, sans evciyihing. 



They have their characters and salaries 

And one man in bis course plays many parts. 

And acts through seven ages. First the m&nt. 

High bom. inheriting a coat ol arms, _ 

And then the Public School-boy, with hi« satchel. 

And shining lot of fag. going by rail, 

Uncaringly to school ; Ihen the Collegian 

Boating and driving, wilh a comic ballad. 

And supercilious eyebrow. Then the Patriot 

Full of strong oaths, and mouslached like the pard. 

Aniious for honour, not disposed lo quarrel 

Wilh any decent situation. 

Suffice that can one s mouth. And then Ihe Meiuber. 

Quoting old saws and modern instances. 

In fair round paunch, with public dinners lined ; 

And so be plays his part. The sixth age shifts 

Into the lean and slippered Minister : 

With spectacles, and prose, and votes on side. 

His youthfnl views renounced, a world too wide 

For nia shrunk wils and his once manly i-oice, 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 



173 



Trying in vain to hoax the people, pipes 

A miserable sound. Last scene of all, 

That ends this sad disgraceful history, 

Is childish Red-tapism. and mere routine : 

Sans heart, sans brains, sans pluck, sans everything. 

Punch, May, 1855. 



Catalogue of the British Museum. 



-All the thing's a farce, 



And all the time and labour merely wasted. 

It has its entries and its indexes, 

And one man with his time plays but the fool 

In poring o*er the pages. First the Volume, 

Bulky and ponderous in the porter's arms, 

And then the heavy binding, wiih its edges 

And greasy leather backs, letting it slide 

Gradually to the ground. And then the titles. 

Mixed up like hodge-podge — here a book of ballads 

Publish'd by Bealb or Boosey. Then a quarto, 

Full of strange types, and letter*d all in black, 

Printed on vellum — ancient in type and paper. 

Cramming the author's reputation 

Right down the student's mouth. And then the law-book 

In pale brown calfskin, with gross humbug lined, 

With rules severe, and forms of rigid cut, 

Full of strange laws and musty precedents : 

And so this forms a part. The volume shifts 

Like change to clown or slipper'd pantaloon, 

To subjects no one knows — from side to side 

The eye may roll — the topics are too wide 

To be embraced — and the loud public voice. 

Turning again to childish treble, pipes 

And whistles for its wants. Last scene of all. 

That ends this strange mysterious catalogue. 

Is perfect uselessness and mere oblivion, 

Sans head — sans tail — in fact, sans everything. 

[In these lines, which appeared a good many years ago, 
Mr. Punch was unduly severe on the Catalogue of the 
British Museum, which is a marvel of industry, and 
accuracy. By the system adopted it is only necessary to 
know the name of an author to be able to procure any 
of his works, and should any difficulty arise the courteous 
Librarians and attendants are ever ready to render the 
most valuable assistance.] 



.o: 



The Seven Ages. 
By Mincing Lane Esq., 
-Mincing-lane's a stage. 



And all the workers there are merely players : 
Each plays the part his manager may choose, 
And in his part must mind his P.*s and Q.*s — 
His acts being seven ages. At first the boy. 
Untimely breeched in galling corduroy ; 
His eyes wide opened, and his lower jaw 
Meekly depressed in reverential awe — 
Bound for three miserable years to do 
A shopboy*s drudgery without his screw, 
Then the meek junior, with a moonlike face, 
Creeping like snail unwilling to his place, 
Sleepy from last night's going to the play 
And youthful soakings of convivial clay. 
And then the lover, in resplendent scarf 
And gorgeous pin, and Ixwts too tight by half. 
Spending with her he loves in lanes — away 
From town — his one brief blissful holiday, 
Seated in cosy arbour with his lass. 



Pledging his love in cups of sparkling Bass. 

And then the Volunteer, with gun in hand, 

Scaring invaders from his native land. 

Seeking, good man, the bubble reputation 

In hebdomadal perambulation 

In quiet spots — his jjartner by his side 

Taking his youthful progeny for a ride. 

And then the market clerk — rotund is he ; 

A man of substance ; knowing to a T 

What shares are discount, premium, or \yax — 

What "mule twist*' was, and what "grey shirtings" 

are : 
And so he plays his part. The next age shifts 
Into the book-keeper who seldom lifts 
His eyes from off his book— who measures time 
Not by the grass covered with glistening rime. 
Nor song of blackbirds, nor the budding May, 
Nor scent of meadows filled with new-mown hay. 
Nor falling dew of autumn time — ^yet stay. 
He notes the falling due of quarter-day. 
Last scene of all that ends this strange career 
Is utter friend lessness. Not one kind tear 
On his account philanthropists can wring ; 
He dies sans home, sans friends, sans everything. 

The Hornet, January i, 1868. 



■:o: 



The Politician's Seven Ages, 

[ The seven ages of a politician might be enumerated some- 
what as follows. It may be necessary to premise that 
Cranboume Alley was the name given by the profane to 
the followers of Lord Salisbury, men Ix)rd Cranbourne, 
when he voted against the Ministerial Reform Bill.] 

•At first the Tory, 



Pompous and prosing in his elbow chair ; 
And then the doubtful Dizzyite, with suffrage. 
And firm belief in rates, —sneaking, like lamb. 
Quite patiently, to "school.'' 

Then Cranboume Alley, 
Sighing for novelty, with woeful back-glance 
Made at the Tory benches. 

Then the Liberal 
Full of strange whims, and reckless as a Had ; 
Jealous for office, sudden at wrong conclusions ; 
Seeking the bubble alteration. 
E'en gainst his country's welfare. 

Then the Brightittf 
With fair round periods, with bad logic lined ; 
With ayes and noes aye in minority ; 
Full of wise schemes, and wild philosophy : 
And so he plays his game. 

'ITie sixth age shifts 
Into the Beaks and Potter Demagogue, 
With banner overhead, and pole in hand ; 
His common sense all gone, — the world too small 
For his bold flight ;— his once persuasive voice. 
Turning tow'rds pot-house politicians, rants and 
vapours to a mob. 

Last scene of all, 
That generally ends this history, 
Is second Toryism, or utter lassitude ;— 
Sans hope, sans care, sans mind, sans everything. 

Once a Week, June 27, 1868. 



The Seven Ages of Acting. 
I, FfBST the Inlant mewling and puling in the dresser's 

arms — waiting lo go on at eighteeii pence a night. 
3. Then Ihe Pantomime Imp, with his whistle and dirty 



3, And then thejtuif Frcmitr, Bmokmg tike a furnace, 

witb woeful bad legs, " Made-up," too, in moustache 
and eyebrows'. 

4. Then the Melodramatic Artist, lull of strange oaths, 

bearded, and wearing pads, jealous in liquor, sudden 
and quick in quarrel, seekuig bubble repnlation, 
even at an East'Cud theatre. 



6 Sixth age, scene shifts, and at Christmas plays the lean 
and slippered panUloon. The wardrobe hose, a 
world too wide for his shrunk shank, 
7, Last scene of all in this strange, eventful history 
in second-sigh tedness, sans teeth, sans eyes, sans 
taste, sans everything — but hot gin toddy. 

Waij.[s Maciuy, 



5(. Slcfhtnt' Salurxalia, December, 1SS4. 



The ^even Aces of Love. 
Man in his day loves many times and oft. 
For Nature's made him uncontent with one ; 
He breathes a hundred vows in accents soft 
Ere on the earth his pilf^m^ige is run. 
First comes the baby, in his nurse's arms, 
With button mouth stretched wide for paplillcd spoon ; 
Or else with clutching fingers, eager pdms, 
Waiting and weeping for his love — the moon, 
llie schoolboy next, with hungry, longing gaze 
Fixed on the face of one of thirty years ; 
Unversed, as yet, in ^ileful worldly ways, 
Bemoaning youth wiSi bitter sobs and teats. 
Later the man, alt furious in Love's pains. 
Vet humbly sighing soft 00 bended knee ; 
Swearing his heart out that the globe contains 
But one adorable and perfect she. 
And then the soldier, fierce in love as fight. 
With twirled moustache and rugged, sim-browned cheek. 
Claiming young Beauty as the woitioi's right, 
Then scorning conquest as a passing frenk. 
The Justice next, with pockets golden lined. 
With money bags to lure and satyr leer ; 
Kesulvcd at fifty years a maid to find. 
As wife for two and nuise for twenty years. 
Sixth stage, the pantaloon, wan, ibrunk, and thin. 
With limbs half paralysed and senses numb. 
Chucking the nurs'ry maid beneath the chin 
And mumbling nonsense with a toothless gum, 
l-Bst scene of all. Iilear-eycd, with shrivelled neck, 
Laid hy, for Death to claim, upon the shelf ; 
A fretful, ]M;evish, crabbed, and cross-grained wreck, 
living bill one Ibiog, and that one thing — self. 
So wags the world I From life's first blush of light. 
Through happy momiug lo bright afternoon, 
Till failing shades of evening lead to night — 
And lovep— The last is self, the first the moon 1 
>0i January ig, iHSi. 



By a CaHlanhtrous Old Ctrnudgieii, 

All the world's a Wardrobe, 

And all the girls and women merely wearers : 
They have Iheit fashions and their fantasies. 
And one she in her time wears many garments 
Throughout her Seven Stages. First, the baby, 
Befrilled and broidered. in her nurse's arms. 
And then the trim-hosed schoolgirl, with her flauaces 
And small-boy scorning face, tripping skirt- waggling, 
Coijueltishly to school. And then the flirt, 
Oglin; like Circe, with a business aillud» 
Kepi on her low-cut corset. Then a bride 
Full of strange finery, vestured like an angel, 
Veiled vaporously, yet vigilant of glance. 
Seeking the Woman's heaven. Admiration. 
Even at the Altar's steps. And then the matron. 
jn fair rich velvet with suave satin lined. 
With eyes severe, and skirls of youthful cut 
Full of dress-saws and modish instances. 
To leorh her girls Ihtir part. The sixih age shifts 
Into the grey yet gorgeous grandmamma. 
With gold iina-nii on nose and fan at side. 
Her youthful tastes still strong, and worldly wise 
In sumptuary law, her quavering voice 
Prosing of Fashion and Le FolUt, pipes 
Of robes and bargains rare. Last scene of all. 
That ends the Sex's Worf*- swayed history. 
Is second childishness and sheer oblivion 
Of youth, taste, passion, all — save love of Dress ! 
Pmch. May 20. 1B82. 



There are many other parodies of this speech. 
One was contained in a burlesque operatic tragedy 
performed at the Lyceum Theatre in July, iSia, 
untitled " Highgate Tunnel, or the Si^cret Arch," 
of which the argument was that " All the world's a 
stable." Unfortunately this play is not to be found 
in the Library of the British Museum, consequently 
the parody cannot be reproduced, but the follow- 
ing, on the subject of Carriages, is of a somewhat 
kindred nature. It is taken from The Spvrtiivf 
7Vi«M of April 18, 1885, but is here given without the 
ill tist rations which embellished it, when it fiist 
appeared, in that sportive, and veiy facetious 
journal : 



The Seven carriages o 



Man. 



■' All the world's a stage, &c., &c . 
And one man m his time tries many traps." 
First, the baby in bit carriage. Observe the animal' 
expression, be is mewling and puking. 

Next comes the schoolboy on his tricycle. SpocUl 
attention baa been bestowed on his "sbiniog moraing 

And then the whining scbool-boy, with his satchel 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
On tricycle to scbooT. 
Then the lover, in spite of proctors and bnlldoga, tries 

to drive a very scratch tandem with the idea of '— -— '-- 

the lady of his heart for the time being. 



And lb en the lover. 
Who in scratch tandem drives a Toliie 
Wilh golden hair and jet black eyebrows, 
Tbe soldier. Full of strange aalhs as in Willy Shake- 
speare's lime, but not now bearded like a pard — wtrf* 
Queen's Regulations, sec. vii„par,z-) — drives the regimen- 
tal coacb. 

Tbe justice slows " his fair round bell)'" iolo a 
broughara, A view of Ihe said lower portion of his bosom 
is obtained Ihrough the window. 

The lean and slippered pantaloon hides his infinslties in 
a balh chair. 

And, last carriage of all, (he hearse, in which we all 
take our final drive. 

An econamic funeral ends the I'st 

Sans plumes, sans mules, sans pall, sans everything. 



A fortnight later the same paper contained 
another parody, on the same speech, entitled The 
.y<™!»/>n»i*o/J/a»t, and fortunately for the readers 
of "Parodies" the Editor of "The Sporting Times" 
hns kindly lent the wood engravings which accom- 
panied it. These distantly remind one, in their 
effects of light and shade, of some of the best 
works of Rembrandt, ,ind whilst it may perhajjs be 
said that they lack in execution, in conception 
they are immense. 

The Skven Drinks of Mas. 





" Then the lover, with a woful ballad, 
Made lo hi,? mistress' eye-brow 'ne.iLh the 
subtle inspiration of the Boy." 




"Then the soldier, slalnng his parched throat, 
Made dry by last night's mess, with ni.iny a 
brandy and swtiL" 




ThtSporlinsTims, Maya. 



AS VOU MKE IT. 

Crutch, in cosy bon enshrin'tl, 

Shaw«rs bouquets on Rosalind ; 

Galleiy is not behind 

In its pi^gc or Rosalind ; 

Common " pro's " for years may grind, 

Not so gentle Rosatitid. 

Beauty and liigh birlli combin'd 

Miut produce a Rosalind I 

Wheie can we an equal lind 

To mlT latest Rosalind ? 

Critics sour and critics kind 

Battle over Rosalind. 

To the charms who can be blitiil 

Of this pretty Rosalind ? 

Streets with carriages art lined. 

Audiences for Rosalind, 



Rank and fashion, lately dim 
Flock to feast on Rosalind. 
Hut [ can't make up my mini 
To accept this Rosalind I 



JIiuIy. Ocmbcr 4. i8Sa. 



PoETHV and snow donot blend well. Sleet extinguishes 
all ftu sacrc in the bard. Early one morning last weeic, 
when a few gentle (lakes were fBlling, I thought of the sotif; 
oF my friend Amiens in " As you Like It," and laughing at 
the elements, attempted a roueh parody of the first verse. 
It was as follows :— 

Blow, blow thou Winter wind j 

Snow, too, if so inclined ; 

I cannot change your mood. 

Ill order Toddy hot 

And drink of it a lot — 

The strongest can be brewed. 

Heigh ho I SiuR heigh ho I Away with melancholy. 

To grumble at the weather is nought but foliy 

Then heigh bo I The holly ! 

This life is most jolly. 

{An inumal of six houn is suffostd lo ilafsi.) 

Freeze < Freeze I The wind rfc^i blow • 

I'm " Boycotted" by the snow, 

I search and search in vain 

For cab. or bus, or (rain. 

Miles oR ii home — and worse, 

Ivenocoinin my purse I 

It) the sQow, sing heigh ho t to the green folly 

Of a fellow feigning to be happy or jolly. 

Heigh ho? 
Tii folly, by golly ! 
To hope lo be jolly ? 




ROMEO AND JIT-IRT. 



{After BoHu.i'i description of an afothecarr. .\a \. Sc 

I DO remember an old bachelor, 
And hereabouts he dwells — whom late I noted 
In suit of sables, with care worn brow, 
Conning his books — and meagre were his looks ; 
Celibacy had worn him lo the bone ; 



Four chairs, one table, and an old hair trunk. 
Made up its fitmiture ; and on bis shelves 
A grease-clad candlestick, a broken mug. 
Two tablets, and a box of old cigars ; 
Remnants of volumes, once in some repute, 
Were thinly scattered round, lo tell the eye 
Of prying stranger — iMs mait ktd no wift. 
His latter'd elbow gap'd mo.st pteously ; 
And ever as he turned him round, his skin 
Did through his stockings peep upon the da]r...| 
Noting his gloom, unto myself I said, 
" And if a man did covet single life. 

Reckless of joys that matrimony gives, 

Here lives a gloomy wretch would show it hicn 
In such most dismal colours, that the shrew. 
Or slut, or idiot, or the gossip spouse. 
Were each a heaven compared with such a life." 
Thi Miiidi, Wives, and Widuus Pen«ii M^ieariHt, 
Oclolicr 27, 1832. 



I no remember a cook's shop — 

And here about it stands — him late I noted 

In luck'd up sleeves, with night cap o'er his brows. 

Cutting up joints— .pleas'd were his looks, 

The fott'aing trade had cover'd well his iiones, 

And in his reeky shop a sirloin hung, 

A buttock stnlTd ; nice tripe, and other strings 

Of well spic'd sausages — and upon his board 

A sovereign remedy for emply stomachs, 

Green peas and ducks, pork, steaks, and mutton chopc,' 

Remnant of goose, pigeon-pye and plates of ham. 

Were amply set out to make up a show, 

Noting this plenty 10 myself I said ; 

An' if a man did need a dinner now. 

Whose dainty smell is present appetite. 

Here lives a greasy rogue would cater one. 

If I may trust the flattering truth of nose, 

This should be Porridge Island — 

Keing twelve o'th'cloirk — the knives and forks are 1 



I DO remember a young pleader. 

And hereabouts he dwells ; whom late t note<l 

In coat once black, with overwhelming brow, 

i'ondering o'er cases — sallow were his looks. 

And midnight thought had worn him to the lione ; 

And in his sombre chambers lay confused. 

Black dusty papers, "general issues " here, 

" Demurrers special " there — matter apt lo teach 

Ittat, to our noble law, justice and form 

Alike are dear — and o'er his shelves 

A beggarly account of dusty voluuies — 

Wenlworlh, and Coke, and Saunders — old edition! al 

With n few numbers of the late tejwirts, 
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Were thinly scattered to make up a show. 
Noting his little practice, thus I said : 
" An' if a man would patch a rotten case, 
Give to transaction dark a face of snow, 
Here lives the lawyer that mi^t draw the pleas, 
Oh ! this same thought doth but forerun my need — 
I have a cause, and will retain him quickly, 
As I remember, this should be the chamb^ ; 
But it not being term the door is closed." 
What> ho! 

From TTu Poetical Note Book and Epigrammatic Museum ; by 
George Wentworth, London, 1824. 

The following parody was written by Robert Surtees, Esq., 
M.A. F.S.A, author of a history of the County Palatine of 
Durham : — 

I DO remember a strange man. a herald — 
And hereabouts he dwells — ^whom late I noted 
In parti-colour'd coat like a fool's jacket, 
Or morrice-dancer's dress — musty his looks, 
Like to a piece of ancient shrivell'd parchment, 
Or an old pair of leather brogues twice tum'd ; 
And round the dusky room he did inhabit, 
Whose wainscot seeoi'd as old as Noah's ark. 
Were divers shapes of ugly,|ill-formed monsters, 
Hung up on scutcheons Uke an old church aisle — 
A blue boar rampant, and a griffin gules, 
A gaping tyger, and a cat-o'-mountain. 
What nature never form'd, nor madman dream'd, 
Gorgons and hydras and chimaeras dire ; 
And straight before him lay a dusty heap 
Of ancient legers, books of evidence, 
Old blazon* d pedigrees and antique rolls, 
(Which made full oft the son beget the father. 
And give to maiden ladies fruitful issue.) 
Torn parish registers, probates, and testaments — 
From which, with cunning art and sage contrivance. 
He fairly culled divers pedigrees ; 
And next, by act of transmutation rare. 
Did change his musty vellum into gold — 
For straight comes in a gaudy city youth, 
(AVhose father, for oppression and vile cunning. 
Lies roaring low in Limbo lake the while,) 
And straight depositeth some forty guineas. 
And after some few words of mystic import, 
Of Mowbray, Howard, Vere, Plantagenet, 
And other necromantic terms of art. 
Most gravely utter'd by the smoke-dried sage. 
He takes, in lieu of gold, the vellum roll. 
With arms emblazon'd and Earl Marshsd's signet. 
And struts away, a well-bom gentleman. 
Observing this, I to myself did say, 
" And if a man did neea a coat of arms. 
Here lives a caitifi that would sell him one." 



The Shakespeare of the Period. 

Shakbspearx fur et simple will soon be beyond the com- 
prehension of audiences accustomed to burlesque, 
sensation drama, and the cancan. An enterprising 
manager (we believe he thinks of turning Somerset 
House into a theatre, with hotel accommodation, so 
that visitors from the country can take a ticket, in- 
cluding entrance, supper, bed, and breakfast) has 
offered a prize for the oest modern version off Shake- 
speare's p!a) s. We have been favoured with a perusal 



of the M.S.S. sent in, and give the following versions 
of the balcony scene in Romeo and Juliet, without the 
kind permission of the authors : — 

ROMEO. 
BY William Shakespeare and T. W. Robertson. 

act the second. — ASSIGNATION ! 

SCENE. — CAPU let's Garden. 
Enter romeo. 

Rom. — ^That board says *• Trespassers will be prosecuted.*' 
I am a trespasser ; but what matters prosecution so 
that I can stand beneath the window of the girl I 
love ? What is love ? Men live for it, die for it, and 
lose caste for it ; but — 

Juliet appears on balcony, with watering-pot, 

Jul. — I have been thinking so much about that young 
man I met at the ball that I nearly forgot my poor 
flowers. There's somebody in the garden. Who can 
it be? 

/?om.— Have you forgotten me so soon, then ? 

Jul, — I have not forgotten you. But you have done wrong 
to come here ; if my father saw you be would give 
you in charge. 

Rom. — I have been thinking of you for the last two hours. 

Jul. — And I have been thinking of you. How strange 
that we should think of one another ! 

Rom. — ^We must be in love. 

y,,/.— What is love ? 

Rom. — ^The very question I asked myself five minutes ago. 

7k/.— What a lovely night ! And look at the stars ! Are 
they far off ? 

Rom. — Ah ! hundreds and thousands of million miles. 

Jul. — They seem about a mile-and-a-half from the earth. 

Rem. — But they are not so far from the earth as you are 
from me. 

Jul. (leaning over) — We are nearer now. 

Rom. (holding spout of water-pot) — And the waterpot join 
us. For now long ? 

Jul. — Until I am tired of holding it, I suppose. 

Rom, — Will you be out to-morrow morning ? 

Jul. — I always go to the village to get an egg for papa's 
breakfast. 

Rom, — Meet me at the Friar's. 

Jul -What for ? 

Rom. — ^To be married, of course. 

Jul, — How nice ! And I can take back the egg as if no- 
thing had happened. 

Rom. — ^Then you think more of the ^g than you do of me ! 
Good night ! 

Jul. — Good night ! Be careful of the wall. And beware 
of the dog. 

Rom, — ^After all, what is a wall ? 

Jul, — ^And what is a dog ? 

[Juliet waters flowers. Romeo retreats a few steps and watches 
her. Curtain falls — should it be raised Juliet has 
dropped the water-pot, and is lost in reverie; Rqmeo is 
halfway ov^r the walUI 



ROMEO AND HIS JULIET. 

By William Shakespeare asd T. Maudison Moktom, 

Scene. — A gardtn. 

KouEO discovcriian wall. 

Ram. — If there's one thing damps a fellow's ardour il's 
broken bottles. Now uien far a jump. 
(ROUBO tliiii of 0)311, and falls inia cucumhtr /ramt.) 
I always disliked cucumbers, and now they have had 
their revenge. Now then to teach (ny charmer's 
window, 

Climbs u/> umltr-bafl «nd/alls in. Juliet appears an lialcom- 

Jitl. — I heard something. It must have bten the cats. 
Romeo's hiai apptan from waUr-biiU. 
0, Ronieo, Romeo, what a cold you will get ! 

Worn.— Suppose you help us out, and pity ua afterwards. (S/r* 
pMs him out.) My lovely Julio— I mean Roiiilet— 
bother it, Capulo— no, no, Montaget. I shall forget my 

7«i.— What's in a name? 

ffom.— A great deal — especially when you can't remember it. 

Wiil you quit the domicile of your paternal parent, and 

slope off with yours truly ? 
Jul. — Bui how can we marry I I haven't a copper of my own. 



/k!. — Only a coral necklace, and a silver spoon given to mc 
by my godfather and godmothers at my baptism. 

R 'la, — With such treasures and out love kings might envy us. 
Degtntirs. 
I'm off. Down, Ponto ! Good night, Jupulet. Good dog? 

ydJ.— Come here, Ponto I 

[Dag chatis Romeo I hi climbs the wati; dog sfUti his 
coat tail!, Itan them off, an I rum abM with Ihcm in hit 
moutkl' 



ROWMEO TO JULIA YET! 
THE COVE ! TH8 t.OVE I I AND THE TUKTLt: DOVE ! 

Bv William Shakespeare and H. J. Bvkon. 

ScESK.— Cap u let's Bach Garden. 
[M»iic." Com* into ilti Gardtn, Uaud."~Eitttr Rot 
instti as a youni; ma» of Ihi dag, tmoking agar. ] 

Rom, — For walls and gates I du not care a farden, 
And so I make my way into the garden ; 
My conduct may seem like that of a rash'un, 
Bnt on tbiaplot I'll give vent to my passion. 
I met her at the ball. Wc danced together, 
'Tis true we only talked about the weather ; 
But then our idli lyts spolie volumes nearly ; 
And DOW I know I idoliii her dearly. 
And come what will 1 never can forget 
Kaith'& brightest y<»(I, lovely JtwilU. 
Enltr JtJLiET on balcony. 



7«i. — Bother the cats ! They quite disturb my rest. 
Rom, — Now is my time. 

^iif. — They are getting quite 3. pest. 

Rom. — The creature basking in your beauty's glow 

Is not a Thomas Cat, but Romeo. 
fal.—k Montague ! 
Rum. — Who'B aim's your hand to claim ; 

Gut as no doubt youU say, ■■ Whafs in an aim ? " 
Jul. — j^imev-vouB me? 
Rom. — My very little game. I 

Adore you more than Liecester did his Aimtg. 

Wilt iy with me ? My love you cannot doubt it. 
7iil,— Well, Romeo, I must romtonatt about it. 

What is to-day ? 
Horn. — Days, months. I quite forget. 

It may be /umj— I know but Julyel. 

I'll take you to the Friar. 
J%1,— Let me see— 

Rou. — Why, surely you are not afraid of me ? 
/»(.— I'll meet you at Ihe ceil. 
Rom, — And cell I bring 

A marriage license. 
Jul. — Yes ; also a ring. 

Duet, — Air, ■'Burlisqui Galop,'' 
Both. — The Montagues and Capulets will be in such 

When they hear that Romeo and Juliet one fine da^. 
Ran aa and got married both together on the sly. 
Regardless of the hatred of each other's family. 
O toodlee um, te oodleum, &c. 

(Juliet ^fiyi tambouriiu -Romeo daHas a breakdown.) 



JULIET AND ROMEO. 

(An Original Drama) 

Bv Dion Bodcicault. 

Act I. — Scene x.~Terract and grounds of Capaltl Ciatlt 
Balcony, L., with Jtaivtrs on stand, and vine Itm tlimbiwtt 
up sides. Wall, r,, on which gravis rial staM fraUf 
Italian view at baelt [to b» painted on the tfot.) " ' 
Betainns. 

GRANU DANCE OF THE PERIOD BY A 



{Exeunt Rttaintn, 

Enter RouEo, dropping from wall hy aid of a branch. Pr» 
sently Juliet appears. They talk (but never mild' 
the ditJogue.) Enter Watchmen. They struggle irit 
ROMEa Juliet thiowsflower-pots at watchmen. Exeix 
Watchmen, with broken heads. Here the loven migl 
speak; but perhaps words will only delay **"■ •^if 
C*Pt)i.ET enters with Retainers. RoUEo is bouM la i 
tree. During struggle Juliet decends from balconj t^ill 
of vine, Biid lills Retainers' muskets with water mta 
Mtcnl garden tube. Cafulet and RetaiDcrs r . . 
They point their muskets at Romeo, Cafulet gives t, 
word, but the muskets are harmless. Juliet j4dci ■ 
pruning knife and releases ROMEo. They are dr 
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Romeo is again a prisoner, when he tells Capulet that 
amongst the papers to be opened at his death is the last 
will of Capu let's father, leaving all to charity. The 
old man blesses his children, and for a time, at least, 
the lovers are happy. But there are more sensations to 
come. 

The Grasshopper, July i, 1869. 



MUk 



Mercutio's Description of Queen Mab. 

Mercutio, — Here comes Romeo — poor fellow he*s mooney 
Sweet on Rosaline 1 Oh, regular spooney, — 
Found him this morning at the lady's door. 
Waving up kisses to the second floor — 
Radiant with joy, as Phoebus or Aurora, 
Wooing with warm smiles a second Flora ! 
And then unto his lady love he played 
Upon the Jewish harp a serenade ; 
While ever and anon there came a flow 
Of voice with "Sweep!** and then of 
below ! " 

Romeo enters in a melancholy mood, 

Mercu, — His bosom swells, the heavy sighs rise on it ; 
The man's in love — that's about the size on it. 

Rjmeo. {taking out photograph and kissing it) — 

Sweet Rosaline ! 
Nor yet as sweet by half 
As represented in this photograph. 
The sun was envious of those dainty hands — 
So flst-like has he drawn them — and he brands 
The sweetest smile that ever heart did win. 
In likeness of a silly sort of grin t 

Mercu. (looking over his shoulder) — 

Sixpence in frame complete, that's about it. 

Borneo. — Now there you're wrong, my friend ; perhaps you 
doubt it ? 
But fourpence is the figure now-a-days — 
The walks of art are now but common ways. 

{Kisses photograph and sighs,) 

Mercu, — Good Romeo, are you ill ? 

Romeo. — Yes, I'm queer. 

Mercu, — ^Where do you feel it ? 

Romeo, {laying hand on heart) Oh ! I feel it here. 

Mercu. — Oh I you are in love — over head and ears — 

But why so sad ? Your eyes are set with tears, 
When you should smile. 

Romeo. — Rosy ! 

Met en. — Pooh ! forget her. 

You'll see some other girl you'll like much better. 

Romeo. — I've dreamt a dream — Oh ! 'twas a horrid dream ! 

Mercu. — Queen Mab's been with your worship, it would seem. 
She is the very deuce, and goes to work 
By aid of pickled salmon and roast pork ; 
Sits on the stomach of an Alderman ; 
O'er every drowsy sense docs hold her ban. 
Her waggon-spoices of grill'd and devilled bones, 
Her wheels give out a constant sound of groans ; 
Her whip, a knotted lash of champagne wires ; 
Her chariot, a stew-pan wrapped in nres ; 
Her shouts are pepper, and her oaths are spice ; 
She's something nasty, after something nice. 
In fact, my buck, to speak out plain and fair. 
What you've been suffering from is the nightmare ! 



This extract is taken from ** Romeo and juliet Travestie, 
or the Cup of Cold Pison," by Andrew Halliday. 

The burlesque was produced at the Strand Theatre, on 
Thursday November 3rd, 1859, when the part of Romeo 
was taken by Miss C, Saunders, whilst Miss Marie Wilton 
(now Mrs. Bancroft) performed yuliet, " a belle whom all 
the young fellows in Verona are anxious to ring.*' 

At the end of the burlesque the ghost of Shakespeare rises, 
frowning, and holding up his finger menacingly. 

Mercutio, — I see it's Shakespeare. 

He's angry with ns. 
All, — Pray what have we done? 

Romeo. — His noble tragedy we've turned to fun ; 

And he don't like it. 
All. — Oh, what shall we do ? 

Apothecary, — Some of you speak to him. Romeo, you 
Are the hero nere, face it out— dare him, 
Soften him over a bit. — you know — square him ! 

Romeo, {going up to him) — 

I'll try. Immortal bard — illustrious Swan of Avon, 
Towards you, we own, we have not been behavin*, 
"With that respect which we should like to pay. 
But the fact is, if we essayed your play. 
As you did write it — the boxes and the pit 
Would say we could not act the play a bit 
And so that with us, not at us they may laugh. 
We've winnowed your fine com into chaff. 

(Shakespeare bows.) 

Nurse, (going up) — Another thing you must remember. Poet, 
You wrote burlesques yourself, and well you know it. 
In '*The Midsummer Night's Dream." 

(Shakespeare disappears.) 

Messrs. T. and G. Shrimpton, of Broad Street, Oxford, pub- 
lished another burlesque on this tragedy. It was entitled 
** Romeo and Juliet ; or the Shaming of the True ; " an 
Atrocious Outrage perpetrated at Oxford, by the St. John's 
College Amateurs, during Commemoration, 1868. The 
author's name is not given. 




THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. 



.'o:- 



A burlesque of "The Merchant of Venice'* 
was produced at the Olympic Theatre, London, on 
Monday July 4th, 1853. It was entitled ^^Shylock 
or, the Merchant of Venice Preserved. An entirely 
new reading of Shakespeare, from an edition hitherto 
undiscovered by modern authorities, and which it 
is hoped may be received as the stray leaves of a 
Jerusalem Hearty-Joke.'* 

This burlesque was written by Mr. Francis 
Talfourd with a special view to furnishing F. Robson, 
with a character adapted to his peculiar abilities, 
and Shyloch suited him admirably. 

There are however no distinct parodies of any 
passages of the original which could be quoted 
without making long extracts. This is unnecessary, 
as the burlesque can be readily obtained from the 
theatrical publishers. 
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PARODIES 



Dassanio. 



What find I here ? 

{Opening th$ leaden casket.) 



Fair Portia's counterfeit I What demi-god 
Hath come so near creation ? Move these eyes ? 
Or whether, riding on the balls of mine, 
Seem they in motion ? Here are sever*d lips, 
Parted with sugar breath : so sweet a bar 
Should sunder such sweet friends. Here in her hairs 
The painter plays the spider and hath woven 
A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men 
Faster than gnats in cobwebs ; but her eyes, — 
How could he see to do them ? having made one, 
Methinks it should have power to steal both his 
And leave itself unfumish'd. Yet look, how far 
The substance of my praise doth wrong this shadow 
In underprizing it, so far this shadow 
Doth limp behind the substance. 

The Merchant of Venice, Act HI. Scene II. 



Bassanio, What find I here ? 

Fair Portia's counterfeit ? What demi-god 
Hath come so near creation, and what 
Doth the demi-god, forsaken caitiff, charge 
Per dozen ? Move these eyes ? Or, whether riding 
On the balls of mine, seem they in motion P 
Ask me an easier one. 

Here are severed lips parted with sugar breath ; 
Wonder if Jones — but, no ! Perish 
The thought ! And, also, perish Jones, 
The ringboned, spavined Jobberwock, 
If ever I do catch him hereabouts again ! 

Here in her hair the painter plays the spider, 
And hath woven a mesh to entrap 
The hearts of men, one of whom am I, 
By a large majority, and several counties 
And unbribed districts to hear from. 

But her eyes ! How could he see to do them ? 
Having made one, methinks it would have power 
To steal both his— Ah ! blessed thought ! Pll steal 
Her picture, now I hear her foot 
Upon the stairs ! 

Merry Folks. 



It is engendered from old bones 
With glazing fed ; the eater moans, 
'Neath its weight his stomach groans ; 
Bread of Fancy, hear thy knell 
Sounded by the Muffin-Bell ; 
Ding dong Bell. 

The Tomahawk, November 9, 1867. 



•:rt; 



NURSEV. 

By a young and over-ambitious poet^ on visiting the guardian 
of his childhood. 

The jollity of Nursey is not feigned ; 

She hoppeth, as a genteel wren or raven. 

Upon tne neighbouring heath. I'm thrice caress'd ; 

Caress'd by her who used to bring me cakes ! 

She's tidiest of the tidiest ; and becomes 

In face more youthful through revolving time. 

Oft has she, in bygone temperate hour, 

Dulled my young ears with jaw and minstrelsy, 

And there she'd sit, and tell me queer odd things ; 

For Nursey used to love the spectred fay. 

Foibles, since foiled by Cooke and Maskelyne ; 

But then, I somehow reck'd them true myself^ 

And in my mite mind murmured " what's the odds 

When Nursey 's reason just is ? " Therefore you, 

Though rather bored I see, remember this : 

That grateful we should be, each one of us 

For early teaching. So I say to Nursey 

That her kind care doth prompt us all to tender 

The deeds of Nursey I 

Cribblings from the Poets, by Hugh Cayley. (Cambridge, 

Jones and Piggott, 1883.) 



'•0'- 
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Song. 

Tell me where is fancy bred 
Or in the heart or in the head 
How begot, how nourished ? 



It is engendered in the eyes. 
With gazing fed ; and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies. 

Let us all ring fancy's knell ; 

I'll begin it,— Ding. dong. bell. 



Reply, reply. 



Song. 

(dedicated to the author of ** GERMAN YEAST.*') 

'I'ei.l me what is Fancy Bread, 
Is it alum, or white lead ? 
Hi>w iK'got, how fashioned f 

Reply, Reply. 



Calves' Foot Jelly. 

This quality of jellv must be strained. 

And drop through bags like gentle dew from heaven ; 

And. when the right consistence is obtained, 

By Portia 'tis to sick Bassanio given. 

yniy, September 22, 1880. 




MACBETH. 



•.0; 



TO THE MANAGING COMMITTEE 

0/ the New Drury Lane Theatre. 

Gentlemen, 

Happening to be wool-gathering at the foot of 
Mount Parnassus I was suddenly seized with a violent 
travestie in the head. The first symptoms I felt were several 
triple rhymes floating about my brain, accompanied bj a 
singing in my throat, which quickly communicated itsell to 
the ears of every body about me, and made me a burthen to 
my friends and a torment to Doctor Apollo ; three of whose 
favourite servants — that is to say, Macbeth, his boteher; 
Mrs. Haller, his cook; and George Barnwell, his book- 
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keeper — I waylaid in one of my fits of insanity, and mauled 
after a very frightful fashion. In this woeful crisis, I acci- 
dentally heard of your invaluable New Patent Hissing Pit, 
which cures every disorder incident to Grub Street. I send 
you inclosed a more detailed specimen of my case ; if you 
could mould it into the shape of an address, to be said or 
sung on the first night of your performance, I have no doubt, 
that I should feel the immediate effects of your invaluable 
New Patent Hissing Pit, of which they tell me one hiss is 
a dose. 



I am, &c.. 



MoMUS Medlar. 



[Enter Macbeth in a red nightcap. Page following with 
a torch,] 

Go, boy, and thy good mistress tell 
(She knows that my purpose is cruel), 

Vd thank her to tingle her bell 
As soon as she's heated my gruel 

Go, get thee to bed and repose- 
To sit up so late is a scandal ; 

But ere you have ta'en off your clothes, 
Be sure that you put out that candle. 

Ri fol de rol tol de rol lol. 

My stars, in the air here's a knife ! — 

I'm sure it can not be a hum ; 
I'll catch at the handle, add's life ! 

And then I shall not cut my thumb. 
I've got him ! — no, at him again I 

Come, come, I'm not fond of these jokes ; 
This must be some blade of the brain— 

Those witches are given to hoax. 

I've one in my pocket, I know. 

My wife left on purpose behind her ; 
She bought this of Teddy-high-ho, 

The poor Caledonian grinder. 
I see thee again I o'er thy middle 

Large drops of red blood now are spill'd, 
Just as much as to say, diddle diddle. 

Good Duncan, pray come and be kill'd. 

It leads to his chamber, I swear ; 

I tremble and quake every joint — 
No dog at the scent of a hare 

Ever yet made a cleverer point. 
Ah, no ! 'twas a dagger of straw — 

Give me blinkers, to save me from starting ; 
The knife that I thought that I saw 

Was nought but my eye, Betty Martin. 

Now o'er this terrestrial hive 

A life paralytic is spread ; 
For while the one half is alive, 

The other is sleepy and dead. 
King Duncan, in grand majesty. 

Has got my state-bed for a snooze ; 
I've lent him my slippers, so I 

May certainly stand in his shoes. 

Blow softly, ye murmuring gales ! 

Ye feet, rouse no echo in walking I 
For though a dead man tells no tales. 

Dead walls are much given to talking. 
This knife shall be in at the death — 

I'll stick him, then off safely get I 
Cries the world, this could not be Macbeth, 

For he'd ne'er stick at anything yet. 



Hark, hark ! 'tis the signal, by goles ! 

It sounds like a funeral knell ; 
O, hear it not, Duncan ! it tolls 

To call thee to heaven or hell. 
Or if you to heaven won't fly. 

But rather prefer Pluto's ether. 
Only wait a few years till I die. 

And we'll go to the devil together. 

Ri fol de rol, &c. 

[This song is taken from the celebrated Rejected Addresses by 
Horace and James Smith. The travesties on The Stranger 
and George Barnwell, (referred to in the above introduction) 
possess little, or no interest now, as the originals are 
obsolete, and it may be said that neither of these three 
travesties is equal to the other clever poems contained in 
The Rejected Addresses.] 



■:o: 



Incantation. (1828). 

Scene. — Penenden Plain, In the middle, a caldron boiling. 
Thunder — Enter three Brunswickers, 

lit Bruns.— Thrice hath scribbling Kenyon scrawl'd. 

2nd B. — Once hath fool Newcastle bawl'd, 

yd B. — Bexley snores ; 'tis time, 'tis time, 

15/ B. — Round about the caldron go, 

In the poisonous nonsense throw. 
Bigot spite, that long hath grown, 
Like a toad within a stone, 
Sweltering in the heart of Scott 
Boil we in the Brunswick pot. 

A !/.— Dribble, dribble, nonsense dribble, 
Eldon, talk, and Kenyon scribble. 

2nd B.— Slaver from Newcastle's quill 
In the noisome mess distil. 
Brimming high our Brunswick broth 
Both with venom and with froth. 
Mix the brains (though apt to hash ill 
Being scant) of Lord Mountcashel, 
With that malty stuff that Chandos 
Drivels as no other man does. 
Catch ((, e. if catch you can) 
One idea, spick and span, 
From my Lord of Salisbury 
One idea, though it be 
Smaller than the "happy flea,' 
Which his sire, in sonnet terse 
Wedded to immortal verse.* 
Though to rob the son is sin, 
Put his one idea in ; 
And to keep it company. 
Let that conjuror Winchelsea 
Drop but half another there. 
If he hath so much to spare. 
Dreams of murders and of arsons, 
Hatch'd in heads of Irish parsons. 
Bring from every hole and corner, 
Where ferocious priests, like Homer, 
Purely for religious good, 
Cry aloud for Papists' blood. 
Blood for Wells, and such old women. 
At their ease to wade and swim in. 



Alluding to a well-known sonnet of the late Marquis : — 

*• O happy, happy, happy flea. 
If I were you or you were ms. 
But since, alas, that cannot be, 
I must remain Lord Salisbury." 



L jnt B. — Now the charm begins lo brew; 
Sisters, sisters, add thereto 
Scraps of Leth bridge's old speeches 
Mix'd with leather from his breeches, 
Rinsings of old Bexley's brains, 
Thickened (if you 11 take the pains) 



With that pulp which rags ci 
middle, aymtha stall . 
Ere, like insects frail and sunny, 






i, H^-mfha si 
s frail and ....,, 
Forth they wing abroad as money. 
Thert^the Heil-brolh we've enchanted— 
Now but one thing more is wanted, 
Squeeie o'er all that orange jnice, 
Casllereagh keeps cork'd for use. 
Which, lo work the belter spell, is 
Coloor'd deep with blood of • • • 
Blood, of powers far more various. 
Even tbui that ol Januarius. 
Since so great a charm hangs o'er il, 
England's pusons bow before it 



Thomas Moobe. 



The Derby Voter's Souloquy. 
(Sfekmlna darlamd tlooraay v/itti his fact to Ihc tt-all.) 



thee 
Art Ihou not precious metal, sensible 
To vision as lo touch ? or art ihou bui 
A sovereign of the mind, a false sen5a..__. 
Proceeding from the beer-oppressed brain ? 
I feel thee yet, a coin as palpable 
As this I now produce. 

Thou hint's! (•> me the side whereon I'm going ; 
And such a candidate I am to choose. 
My conscience is the weakest of my senses. 
Which *hould rule all the rest. I feel thee slil!— 
A blade that has no gudgeon in his blood, 
I ne'er was sold before. Pooh I no such thing ; 
It is the freeman's privil^e which informs 
Thus to mine eyes. Now ihtougbonl all the land 
l>n>iection's dead ; and wicked bribes abuse 
The voter's trust ; now Copfock celebrates 
Corruption's offerings ; and cunning Edwai)i>s, 
Subduing easy principle with pell. 
Prowls on the watch, and thus with hidden face, 
The slumpy lavishes wide towards his design. 
Mute as a post. Ye men of sense and worth, 
Mark not my course, which way I vote, for fear. 
My very looks show I've been taoiperd wilb ; 
And lake ihe present honour from my name 
That now rests with it. While* I yet shall live, 
Votes 1 for treats and feed* and gold will give. 
I go and plump anon : Ihe chink invites me. 
Hear it not, BBRii^FoaD ! for 'tis a knell 
That tommons thee to follow Jacob Bell ! 



t, Aagott, rSja. 



So great was the success of "The Rejected 

AddresBCs," that many inferior imitations were 
issued, amongst them bcins a smaJl Volume, en- 
tilled " Accepted Addresses" published by Thomas 
Tegg. In it are poems jocularly ascribed to Lord 
Byron, and Walter Scott, there is also a burlesque, 
entitled "Macbeth TraveMtU, in three acts. With 
Burlesque annotations, after the manner of Dr. 
Johnson, G- Stevens, Esq., and the various Com- 
mentators." The author acknowledges thai the 
favorable reception which attended the Traveslie 
on Uamlet, by John Poole, gave him the suggestion 
for the undertaking, to which it must be said, it is 
much inferior. It contains no parodies of sufficient 
interest or merit to be quoted. 



There was another " 
acts, written by Franci. 
at Henley-on-Thames, 
Jtme 17, 1847. This 
Spiers, of High Street, 
produced, with Blight 
Theatre, on January n 
Olympic Theatre, on 
part of Macbeth was 
The London Edition 
humourous preface by 
cnntation Scene (scene 
thus :- 

WtlCHBS {tinging) 



Macbeth Travestie " in two 
s Talfourd, and performed 
on the day of the regatta, 

was published by E. T. 

Oxford, it was afterwards 

alterations, at the Strand 
o, 1S48; and again at the 
April 25, 1853, when the 
performed by F. Rohson. 
(published by Lacy) has a 
William Farren. The In- 

IV.. act 11.) 



We'll raise a jolly good spell-oh ! 
We'll raise a Jolty good s]>eIl-ob 
We'll raise a jolly good spell-oh 

Macbeth to terrify! 

Macbeth to terrify I 

Macbeth lo terrify ! 

It's a way they had on the stagenDh ! 
Whan Melodrame was all the rage-oh ! 
The audience with spells to engage-ob I 

So we'll at a spell have a shy I 

So we'll, &c. 



1st Witch. — Apron ilrings of old maids-tabbies ; 
Tongues of spifilicated babbies ; 
Joicville of a greasy gent, 
Reeking with unhallowed scent. 

^ni Witch. — Beards of maggots, maws of mummie% J 
Fingers of flue-strangled chummies ' 
Heap in humbues all to aid us — 
Banjos, bones, and serenadera I 

Hollo way's grease, and Frampton's plK 
Fuel fierce of human ills 
Mild emetics— one a dose is 
Seventy-seven si 
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Fashion new, that taste perverts — 
See " the last new thing in shirts^! " 
Slangy coats of aspect rare ; 
And the " gent*s real head of hair ! *' 

All Thrbe. — Double, double, toil and trouble — 
Fire bum, and cauldron bubble ! 

Enter Macbeth. 

M\cB. — That's right, my hearties, keep the pot a boiling, 
I trust I'm not a family party spoiling. 
Perhaps you'll tell me what it is you brew, 
For I've dropped in to take pot luck with you ; 
That is, I'd know my destiny ; you see, 
I'm not so easy as Vd wish to be. 

'.St Witch. — You've come to the right shop, my lord, for we 
Can read the future. 

Macs. — Read? You know full well. 

It takes you all you know to raise a spdl, 

2nd Witch.— Learn. Macbeth, for you're haughtiness of 

late, 
Yours is a sort of Aor^j-cultural/a/S; ! 

Macb. — No matter — ^let me know it I 

15/ Witch. — If it ease vou 

But don't blame me if wnat you hear don't 
please you. 



-.•;;.■• 



Making the Pudding. 
A Christmas Incantation, 

ist Witch. — Thrice have I the currants picked ! 

2nd Witch. — Thrice; and I've the raisins stoned. 

3ri Witch. — ^Then to mix 'tis time, 'tis time. 

1st Witch. — Round about the pan then go, 

In the flour and bread crumbs throw ; 
Salt and spice and suet add — 
See the last named is not bad ; 
And with all your might and main. 
Mix and stir and mix again I 

All. — Hark ! the pot begins to babble 
iWe our labour must redouble. 

2nd Witch.—PXxims and currants now we take. 
And the sugar in we shake ; 
Candied peel and citron, too — 
Get it fresh whate'er you do ! 
And ere any item sticks 
Let us everything re-mix, 

All. — Never mind a little trouble, 

Extra praise will pay us double. 

yd Witch — Now the ^gs well beaten up 
Pour in gently from a cup ; 
Add of milk a little drop. 
And from stirring do not stop 
Till the wooden spoon you pass 
Through a well commingledTmass. 
Then when you can mix no more. 
Over all the brandy pour, 
None must idle then remain, 
Each in turn must mix again. 



AlU — True, it seems a lot of trouble 
Ere it in the pot can bubble ! 

lit fi^t/f/i.— Now the basins we prepare. 
Butter we each one with care, 
Then with pudding them we fill, 
And the cloth adjust with skill. 
See the water's boiling hot. 
Ere we pop them in the pot. 
And not wishing them to spoil. 
For ten hours we'll let them boil. 

All. — Now they're in, the water bubbles ! 
Comes the end of all our troubles. 

Enter Mistress of the House, 

M. of //.^Well done, girls, I commend your pains. 
One more duty only remains. 
You must all join hands and sing 
Like elves and fairies in a ring ; 
And what time your puddings boil 
Sing, and thus forget your toil. 

Anonymous. 
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The Modern Macbeth. 

characters. 

Mac Gladstone, Mrs. Mac Gladstone, Joe Mac Caucus. 

Scene. — The dining-room in Downing Street. 

Mac Glad. — Here now methinks our ministry were safe, 
Were the graced person of our Gordon here, 
Him do I challenge for his obstinacy 
In sticking at Khartoum. 



Joe Mac C. — 



His absence, sir, 



Is hard upon the Government. Please you, 

sir, 
To grace us with your everlasting speech. 

M.\c Glad.— There is no seat. 

Mrs. Mac Glad. - Here is a place for you. 

Mac Glad. — Who has played me this trick ? 

Joe Mac C— What, Grand Old Man ? 

{Ghost o/Gordov rises and sits in Mac Gladstone's seat,) 

Mac Glad. — Thou can'st not say I did it ; never shake 
Thy gory locks at me, 



Mrs. Mac Glad. — 



O my good lord ! 



Read the Spectator and the Daily New*, 
So you shaill see your veritable self 
No murderer, but simply one who sent 
A hero to his death, so you might gain 
A fair majority ; and now that's done 
You look but on a corse. 



Mac Glad. — 



Aye, there's the rub ; 
Blood I have shed ere now, blood must be shed 
If I am to keep office ; murders, too 
Must be performed ; but why does this man 
rise, 



With Ihousands freshly massacred oraund bim 
To push me from my place ? The pubhccursi 
Is worse than murder. 

C— By these affidavits. 

So cheaply forj;ed in famous BrununagieDi, 
The Caucus lacks you. 

[GhBsl ilhapptiirs. 

Mac Glad.— Oh, my perjured friends, 

I have a Mrsnge infirmity ; I see 
" d spectres in the watches of the night. 



nothing 
To those who v 

fill high, 
I drink a health tr 
And 1 



3 death; hut thai i 



r dear friend Gordon whom we 
Bui yet methinks he 



Would he w 

The Franchise Bill, acd eke the Government, 
A truly Christiaii scap^oat. 

— Gordon's health. 

\Ckoi( appttn again. 

Mac Glao. — AvauDI, and quit my sight 1 the desert bide 

I hoped the vultures would have la'en thy 



Mrs. Mac Glad. — Think of this, good friends, 

As but a thing of custom, though 'tis 

To hear a cation's curses on his head 

tStiC Glad — What man dare, I date ; 

Approach thou like the hated Beacousfield, 
The Salisbury, or trenchant Randolph 

Churchill, 
Take any shape than that, and my glib tongue 
Can argue thee away ! Alive again. 
Thou poiniest to the desert with thy sword, 
And trembling I beliold thee I Hark, they 

call 
The Grand Old Murderer I Her 

shadow 
Accusing victim hence' 



E gots eg te rtai Ikl 

H. SaVILE C1.ARKE, lS8j, 



SXakitpiart'i Rtcift/ar Cooking a Bit/itiai. 

re well done, then 'twere well 



D(A(l;o,— Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors. 
My very noble and approved good masters. 
That I have ta'cn away this old man's iliughler. 
It is most true j true, I have married her ; 
The very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent, no mote. Rude am I in my speech, 
And little bless'd with the soft phrase of peace : 
For since these arms of mine had seven years jrith. 
Till now some nine moons wasted, they have used 
Their dearest action in the tented Held, 
And Ultle of this great world can I speak. 
More than pertains to feats of broil and battle. 
And therefore little shall I grace my cause 
In speaking for myself. Yet, by your gracious patience, 
I will a round unvarnish'd (ale deliver 
Of my whole coursB of love ; what drugs, what charms, 
What conjuration and what mighty magic. 
For such proceeding I am charged withal, 
I won his daughter. 

Othello,, Act I. Scene III. 



The Strolling Tlayer's Apology. 

Most potent, gay, irreverend sigoiors. 

My very noble and approv'd good fellows ; 

That I have been a vagrant strolling player, 

It is moat true ; true, I have been a mummer j 

lllc very head and front of my profession. 

Hitth this extent ; no more. Loud am 1 in speech. 

And little bless'd with the smooth phrase of towns ; 

For since these arms of mine had seven years pith, 

'Till now some nine months wasted, they have us'd 

Their dearest action in the rafted barn ; 

And little of the theatre can I speak. 

More than pertains to claps, and groans, and hisses ; 

And therefore little shall 1 grace my cause 

In speaking for myself. Vet, by your gracious patience 

I will a round unvarnish'd tale deliver, 

or my whole course of life ; what cork, what brick dust. 

What poverty, and what mighty shifts, 

(For such calamities I've met withal) 

Rank me with your honours. 



Kenkalv's Speech t 



E Senate, 




Most potent, grave, and reverent seigniors. 

My very noble and approved good masters, 

That I nave pleaded long Sir Roger's cause 

It is most true. True, I have muddled it ; 

The very head and front of my olfending 

Hath this extent ; no more. Rude am I in ^ecch, 

And little blessed with the set Commons' phrate ; 

For since these hands of mine held Rt^er s brief 

Till now hy Stoke elected, they have used 

Their dearest action in that troubled field ; 

And little of this great world can I speak. 

More than pertains to bearding judge and jury. 

And therefore shall I little grace my cause 

In speaking of myself. Vet, by your gracious jnlien 

1 will the round unvarnished tale deliver 

Of my whole course of pleading — " proofs of hair,'" 

Of "love miiemal'' — "manners most refined" 

(With such were the proceedings charged withal), 

1 told as records of the Claimant's life ; 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 
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From year to year, with wrecks and butchering, 
Passed ** under the broad canopy of heaven. " 
I ran it through even from his boyish days 
To the very moment that he bade me tell it ; 
Therein I spoke of most disastrous chances, 
Of moving accidents by flood and field, 
Of Wagga-Wa^[a wandering to and fro. 
And his returning as the Rightful Heir. 

These things to hear 
The British public seriously inclined ; 
And many a day did they with greedy ear 
Devour up my discourse : which I observing. 
Took once a pliant hour, and found the means 
To start a newspaper — The Englishman — 
Where all this pilgrimage I could dilate, 
Whereof by parcels they had something heard ; 
And oft did I beguile them of their pence, 
When I did speak of some distressful stroke 
Which his youth suffered. My story being done. 
The judge and jury heeded not my sighs ; 
They said in faith, 'twas strange, *twas passing strange, 
'Twas pitiful, *twas wondrous pitiful ; 
They wished they had not said it ; yea they wished 
That they had never heard the Claimant's name, 
And bade me, if I had a foe I hated. 
Go tell him the everlasting story. 
And then my client doomed to durance vile. 
Then rose the readers of The Englishman^ 
And cried throughout the land with one accord, 
** Appeal to Parliament !** 

On that hint I spake — 
They loved me for my notoriety, 
And I loved them since it did profit me — 
Therefore unto this Senate I appeal. 
That my lost client should at once be free ! 

Fm.ny Folks, May 8, 1875. 



lago's high-sounding words about his reputation : — 

" Good name in man and woman, dear my lord, 

Is the immediate jewel of their souls ; 

Who steals my purse steals trash — 'tis something, 

nothing, 
'Twas mine, *tis his, and has been slave to thousands : 
But he that filches from me my good name 
Robs me of that which not enriches him. 
And makes me poor indeed ! " 

were once quoted (so Tom Ingoldsby tells us) by a country 
baronet at a general election. Perhaps his memoiy failed 
him, or perhaps he thought to "gild refined gold ! " His ver- 
sion was : — 

** Who steals my purse steals stuff ! 
*Twas mine — 'tisnH his — nor nobody else's ! 
But he who runs away with my Good Name, 
Robs me of what does not do him any good. 
And makes me deuced poor ! *' 



And, O you mortal engines, whose rude throats 
The immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewell ! Othello's occupation's gone ! 

Act III. Seem III. 

This favorite passage is cleverly imitated in George 
Colman's Epilogue to Sheridan's "School for Scandal." 
Lady Teazle, who has decided to renounce Scandal, to live 
in peace with her husband, delivers the epilogue from which 
the following is an extract : — 

** Farewell, the tranquil mind ! farewell, content I 
Farewell, the plumed head, the cushioned tete. 
That takes the cushion from its proper seat ! 
That spirit-stirring drum* — card drums I mean, 
Spadille, odd trick, pam, basto, king and queen ; 
And you, ye knockers, that with brazen throat, 
The welcome visitor's approach denote ! 
Farewell, all quality of high renown. 
Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious town ! 
Farewell, your revels I partake no more. 
And Lady Teazle's occupation's o'er ! " 



The Undertaker's Farewell. 

O, NOW, for ever. 
Farewell the mourning coach ! Farewell the scarf! 
Farewell the plumed hearse and the bad gloves. 
That make a funeral's profit ! O farewell ! 
Farewell the sable steeds, and the black crape. 
The spirit-swilling mutes, the expensive pall. 
Pride, pomp, and vanity of gainful death : 
And you, ye undertakers, whose long bills 
The beak of snipe or woodcock counterfeit. 
Farewell ! your knavish occupation's gone. 

Punch, December, 1849. 



O Evans I 
Middle-aged Man about Town log. : — 

Farewell the quiet chop ! the kidneys poached ! 
Farewell the grizzled bones and the mixed drinks. 
That made abstention virtue — O, farewell ! 
Farewell the ready waiter, the vague bill. 
The nose-enlivening pinch, eye-winking smoke. 
The kindly hand-shake, and all quality. 
Pride, pomp, and circumstance of Paddy Green ! 
And O you ancient Basses, whose rude throats 
The immortal Jove's dread clamour counterfeit, 
Farewell ! — A fellow's occupation's gone ! 

Punch, November i, 1879. Othello improved. 



Othilh, — O, now, for ever 

Farewell, the tranquil mind I farewell, content I 
Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars. 
That make ambition virtue ! O, farewell ! 
Farewell, the neighing steed, and the shrill trump, 
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife, 
The royal banner, and all quality. 
Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war 1 



Shakespeare packing up his goods. 

** I had been happy, if the General Thumb, 
Bamum and all, had bought up the old house 
In which I ne'er was born. But now for ever 
Farewell the pencil'd wall ! farewell the prints. 
Farewell the well-thumb'd book, and all the names 

Dntm.— "A drum, then, is an assembly of well-dressed persons of 
both sexes, most of whom play at cards, and the rest do nothing 
at all ; while the mistress of the house performs the part of the 
landlady at an inn, and, like the landlady of an inn, prides 
herself in the number of her {piests, though slie doth not always, 
like her, get anything by it."— FisldiHg, UiBtory of a Foundlin|p, 
p. xvii;, UL 0. 



e bright face 
OuJ bleated Queen's fair portrait cDunterfeita. 
Farewell I Poor Shakespeare's sole support is go 
From Thi Man in llu Moon, Vol. i. 



SOLlLOQtlV OF THE MOOR OF COVENT GARDEN. 

An address supposed to be delivered by Mr. 
John Philip Kemble, in the character of Ot/iello, 
during the famous 0. P, (old price) riots in Covent 
Garden Theatre, which commenced on Septembar 
iSth, 1809. The public objected to the increased 
prices charged in the new theatre, and also to the 
additional number of small private boxes, which 
were intended to be let for the year. The riots 
continued until DDcember i6th, when the old 
prices were restored- 

I bad been kappv if Ih' uoilad House, 

Pit, galleries, and boxes, — all had paid 

Their money cltierily, and riot we had Done. 

Oh ! DOW for ever farewell ambition's hope ! 

Farewell applause I and sideloni; glances 

From the boxes, thro' the sticks of fan, 

Or from behind the kerchief- veiled face. 

Farewell our golden hopes of swelling bags. 

And long account at banker's. 

Farewell ye wanton toys of feather'd cupid 

In tb' an ti -chambers of the private annuals I 

Hark ! the loud twanging of the bugle- horn, 

Th' ear-piercing whistle, and terrific bell. 

The plaguy placard, drum, and deafening rattle : 

The voire Slenloriao, and the serpent's hiss! 

Sibilant.— all. all awake me 

From dreams delusive of eternal triumph! 

And ye, ye catcalls, of infernal sound. 

Whose barbarous sounds might even split the ears 

Of Betzebub himself^ — cease your horrific din. 

Mo more the valiant Dan, with host of Israil, 

Flank'd and supported by the Bow-street tribe 

Of myrmidons, and braisers squaring in the pit ; — 

No more ihe phalanx dares to face the lou'n. 

O'erwhelm'd by numbers and deletmin'd hate, 

No more the otd/ts in the boxes now 

Support the managerc, — but placards wave, 

And O. P.'s shine from every box I initials hattftil : 

All, all, our efforts are in vain, and tale decides 

By the loud vmce of ihe people.-- irmisfii/^, 

Tiiat prices be redoced. and privacies 

Thrown open ^ 

Farewell. — Othbu.o's occupation's gone I 

Tlu Covnl GardtH Jaurnal, iSio. 



Tkt Royal Dramatic College Annual, for July, 
t868, contains an ima^nary dialogue between 
Othello (Lord Dundreary) und lago (Mr. Buck- 
stone), written by Mr. T. F. DillonCroker. It is 
verj' amusing, but it is not strictly a parody. 



William IV. and Reform. 

When- the great Reform Bill was thrown out t 
the Lords on May 7, 1832, the Ministry resigned 
and the country was on the verge of Revolution. 
King William IV. whg had hitherto been bitterly 
opposed to any Reforms, now induced the Minis- 
ters to resume office by reluctantly granting to 
Eirl Grey full power to -secure majorities, by the 
creation of new Peers. Henry, Lord Brougham, 
was then Lord Chancellor. The following paro<^^ 
appeared in Figaro »» London, illustrated ■ 
portraits of the Puppet King ("Silly-Billy" he H 
styled), Earl Grey, and Lord Brougham. 



" Herb is a representation of a puppnt, the m 
of which are occasioned by certain strings, whicb are h .__ 
in (he hands of persons who amuse themselves by patliag[i 
first one and then the other according as it may serve their 
temporary purposes. The funny Utile finure wriRillel 
about first to one side and than the other just as it strikes 
the whim of those in whose hands he happens to be. and 
be is forced when acted on by them 10 play whatev«r. 
anlics Ihey may deem desirable. One jerk may make lU| 
little fellow extend his band la an attitude of CrieDdshMI 
while Ihe next momenl he may be made grotesqQAljr ^ 
throw up his foot, as if be would kick down the very tEinc 
to which he had the moment before offered his hand, ajia' 
thus be wriggles about in eyery sense of the word, the 
mere puppet of those who possess Ihe power to play upon 
him. Occasionally Ihe tunny liltle figure is made to take 
part in a scenic representation, and hen 
readers a specimen of certain interesting 



Othello, by The Puppet. 

Iaoo, by Lard Brougham, 

DasoEMOMA, by Hihirnia, the Sister Cittritry, 

Ii would be needless and somewhat tedious to print H 
whole of Ihe well-known tragedy, — showing how Dead_ 
moua was wronged, and Othello degraded, by the cunaia^j 

For lago and Othello we shall for the sake of verisimi- 
litude insert th«aameso(iheir representatives. Brougham 
and the Puppet. _ 

Brougham. — Look where be comes, not Ballot 
Church Reform, 
Nor e'an a Gram of Universal Suffrage, 
Shall ever give to thee that high respect 
Thou hadit but yesterday. 



PuppH, -Ha \ ha \ pelt al me ? at me ? 

Brouf ftjBi,— Why, how now, Governor ? no 
thai. 

Puppit. — Avaunt t begone ! Ibou'sl set me on ths F&ck, J 
I swear, 'lit better lo ba much abused 
Than bul to knon'I a little. 



— How now, my lord. 
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Puppet. — What sense had I, the Bill* would raise such 
a dust, 
I saw it not — thought it not — it harm'd not me, 
I slept the next night well — was gay and merry, 
I heard no curses on the peoples' lips : 
He that is damned, not hearing of the damning. 
Let him not know't and he's not damned at all. 

Brougham, — I am sorry to hear this. 

Puppet. — I had been happy, if the general camp 
Volunteers and all had slaughtered every body, 
So I had nothing known ! O now for ever 
Farewell the people's love — farewell applause, 
Farewell the loud " hurrah *' and big " huzzas " 
That made my rides so pleasant, O farewell ! 
Farewell the wave of hats, and the shrill " bravo,'* 
The kerchief-shaking, and all quality 
Bows, shouts — the glorious products of Reform. 
And O ! ye papers ! engines, whose anathemas 
Th' immortal Figaro's dread cuts counterfeit, 
Farewell ! poor Billy's occupation's gone. 

Brougham. — Is it possible, my lord ? 

Puppet.— {Going fiercely to him) — Villain! be sure you 
Prove the Bill was wanted, 
Be sure of it ; give me the ocular proof, 

{Seizing him by the throat.) 

Or by the worth of mine illustrious crown, 

Thou had'st better have been bom a dog — a dog. 

Brougham, 
Than answer my waked wrath. 

Brougham. — Is it come to this ? 

Puppet. — If thou dost wrong poor Erin and humbug me, 
Never speak more — abandon all debate — 
On taxes, head taxes accumulate. 
Pass Bills to make Whigs weep, "Tories amazed. 
For nothing can'st thou to damnation add 
Greater thun that. 

Brougham. — O Place ! O heaven defend me, 
Are you a man I Have you a soul or sense ? 
Eldon be with you ; take mine office — O wretched fool 
That liv'st to make thy Whiggery a vice ; 
To be directly Whiggish is not safe. 
I thank you for this profit — and from hence 
I'll be no Whig — since Whigs give such offence. 

{Going.) 

Puppet. — Nay, stay, 
I think the Bill is needed and think it's not, 
I think the Whigs are right, yet think they're not. 
Would I were satisfied. 

Brougham. — How satisfied, my lord, 
Would you the supervisor, go yourself to Erin, 
And see her people. 

Puppet. — Death and damnation ! no 1 

Brougham. — It were a tedious bore, I think 
To take an actual prospect : damn them, then. 

Puppet. — 1*11 tear 'em all to pieces. 

Brougham. — Nay, but be wise, tell me but this — 

Puppet. — Oh, that the slaves had forty-thousand lives, 
One each is far too poor for my revenge. 
Now do I see 'tis time, look here. Brougham, 
All my reforming thus I blow to heaven, 
'Tis gone — 
Assist, black Tories, the blood-thirsty bill, 

* The coercive measure for Ireland. 



Yield up, O Whigs, thy former popularity 
To hateful tyranny. 

Brougham. — Pray be content. 

Puppet, — Blood, Brougham, blood. 

Brougham. --Psiiience, I say ; our minds perhaps may 
change. 

Puppet. — Never, Brougham, 
By yonder civil list 
I here engage my words. (Kneels.) 

Brougham — Do not rise yet : 
Witness you ever-turning Whigs above, 
You Tories too, still rolling round about, 
Witness, that here. Brougham doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hand, heart. 
To worthy William's service ! let him command. 
And to obey shall be in me remorse, 
What bloody work soe'er. 

Puppet, — I greet thy love, not with vain thanks. 
But with acceptance bounteous. 
Within these three months let me hear thee say 
O'Connell's not at large. 

Brougham. — Daniel's in quod, 
Tis done at your desire. 

Puppet. — Now ar't thou quite my Chancellor. 

Brougham. — I am thine own for ever. Exeunt, 
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A Scene from Othello. 

Principal Characters. 

Othello (on this occasion) by Mr. Punch. 

7%^ Lamp (one of the lights of the age) by Lord John 
Russell 

Enter Othello (Punch) taking the Lamp (Lord John 
Russell) in his hand. 

It is the cause, by Jove, it is the cause ; 

Let me not name it to you, ye wild Rads. 

It is the cause. 

Put out Lord John and then put in Bob Peel, 

Yet I'll not oust the Whigs, 

Nor force the really able-ones to go : 

I'd rather aid them with some sticking plaster. 

Yet he must out — or he'll betray more men. 

Put out Lord John and then — put out the Whigs ! 

If I extinguish thee, thou flaming minister, 

I can thy former place restore, should it repent me ; 

But once put out the Whigs, I know not where 

That party is their places can supply. 

Othello (Punch) sits down in a desponding attitude, and 
looking at the Lamp (Lord John Russell) he naturally 
falls asleep. 

Punch, July 22, 1848. 
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A Scene from *• Othello." 

{Adapted to Recent Events). 

lago (a critic). How now, dear sir ? 

^Othello {musing). What sense had I to be thus madly 
thrust 
Forth as Salvini's rival ? Though his Moor 
Was grand and passionate, it harmed not me. 
I slept the next night well, was free and merry ; 

* Othbllo (on this occMion only) by Mr. Henry Irving. 



The public hailed me still (he coming man. 
He that is robbed. Dot waoting what is stol'D, 
Let hitn not Itnaw't and ha's not robbed at all. 
[ago. I am sorry to hear this. 
Olhtlla. I had been happy if a crowded house. 
Critics and all, bad seen me in the B:t!s. 
Or Humlet — but the Moor 1 O, now tor ever 
Farewell the tranquil mind I Farewell content t 
Farewell the ringioR cheer, the loud " brayvo '' 
That echoed trom Olympus I O, farewell 
To the young " gnsher " of the Stmapkari, 
Who oft such '-civil service" did to me ; 
To the loud Thmtiirtr — to the shrilly trutap 
Of the stern Tiar, and the Echo's fife, 
The Roval StanJati. and all quality. 
Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious Puff I 
And O, you morlal scribblers, whose swift pens 
The drama's " palmy days '' did counterleit, ■ 
Farewell I Othello's oc:cupatian's gone I 

logo. Is It possible f But, sir 

Olktllo. Villain, be sure you prove me not the Moor. 
Or, by the worth of my Shakespearian fame. 
Thou hadst been better — better bom a dog 
Than ansurer my waked wiath. 
lagtt. Is it come to this ? 

Otkeilo. Make me to see 'C, or at the least so prove it 
That the probation bear no hinge nor loop 
To hang adoubt on ; or woe upon thy life ' 

[ago. My dear, good sir 

Othtlla. If thou dost quiz my Moor and mimic me, 
Never write more ; abandon all remorse. 
On horror's head horrors accumulate. 
Do deeds to make your editor amazed. 
For DOtbing canst Ihou la damuatiau add 
Greater than this. 



lago. O grace \ O heave 
OlMlo. 1 think that thou 

I'll have some proof. 

As Dian's visage, cani 



are just and think thou art ni 
My fame, that was as fresh 
ot be grimed and black 



" Othello Travestie, an operatic Burlesque 
Burletta," by Maurice G. DowUng, Esq., was first 
produced at the Liver Theatre, Liverpool, March, 
1834. and was afterwards performed at the Strand 
Theatre, London. 

This now reads as a very dull and stupid bur- 
lesque, in which the only approach at fun is obtained 
from causing Othello to speak, and act, like a negro 
melodist. The songs introduced are mostly founded 
on the Ethiopian melodies then popular, and there 
are no passages, of any merit, parodying the ori^nal 
tragedy. 

Tliis burlesque can slill be obtained from Mr. 
Samuel French, 89, Strand, London. 

There was a much earlier "Othello Travestie," 
/jublished in 1813, of which details are wanting. 



MEASURE FOR ME.'VSURE. 

Take. O, lake those lips away. 
That so sweetiv were forsworn ; 

And those eyes, the break of day. 
Lights that do mislead the mom ; 

But my kisses bring again, bring again ; 

Seals of love, but sealed in vain, sealed it 



Me/ 



R Mbasdrb. Act If. Sctut I. d 



This song also occurs iu Act ^V. Scene 2, of Beaum 
and Fletcher's Blaaly Brolhir, with the followiag ■ 
ditional stanza : — 

MiDC. O, hide those hills of snow, 

Which thy frozen bosom bears, 

Od whose lops the pinks that grow 

Are of those that April wears I 
But first set my poor heart free. 
Bound in those icy chains by thee. 



Take. O, take that bill away. 
That, alas ! long since was due ! 

Call again some other day, 

When the trees do bud anew — 

Maybe, dimly distant spring 

Some Qnancial change will bring. 



Hic 



! Game. 



Take, oh I take the haunch away 

Which all sweetness hath forsworn; 
Never was more Ctuel day. 

Close and muggy was the morn. 
To stop my nose, alas I is vain ; 
John, bring the salmon up again. 
Hide that fat, more white than snow. 

Which the veo' son's bosom bears ; 
To the haunch mine eyes will grow, 

Such a tempting form it wears ; 
If ray tongue fiom taste weie free. 

Many a slice I'd eat oflhee. 
Rhapsoiies, by W. H. Ireland, 1803. 



In 1879 a Mr. Tracy Tumerelli acquire 
tain notoriety in consequence of having C _ _ 

a subscription to purchase a golden laurel wreadj 
to be presented to Lord Beaconsfield. The sab- 
scriplion was entitled "The People's Tribute," 
and 52800 pennies were collected, the wreath was 
made and publicly exhibited, when, to the great 
disgust of Mr. Tracy Turnerelli, the Prime 
Minister declined the gift. Lord Beacons field's 
reasons were ^ven in the following letter, which 
cleverly exposes the self-seeking motives of the 
organiser of this "Tribute " :— 

■■ 10. Dawning-streBi, Whitehall. June 16, :879 —Sir. — 
Lord Beaconsfield desires me to inform you that he haa 
received and carefully coasidered your letter of the SIh 
inst., in which you ask him to name a day for the presen- 
tation ol a laurel wreath procured by the contributions of 
upwardsof 50,000 of the people, which have baan collected. 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 



1S9 



according to yoar statement, with ' immense labour and 
never-yet-exampled efforts.' His lordship has. moreover, 
had before him the correspondence which daring the last 
five years you have addressed to him, and he notices 
especially your complaints that your services have received 
no recognition at the hands of the leaders of the Conserva- 
tive party, and the expression of your hope that ' sooner 
or later they will meet with reward.' Although Lord 
Beaconsfield would fully appreciate and value a sponta- 
neous gift from his fellow-subjects belonging to a class in 
which he has ever taken the warmest interest, he cannot 
but feel that, being himself intimately connected with 
honours and rewards, he is precluded by the spirit in 
which you have previously addressed him from accepting 
a gift thus originated, and proffered in a manner which he 
cannot deem satisfactory. — I have the honour to be, sir, 
your obedient servant. Algernon Turnor. 

Tracy Tumerelli, Esq." 

The golden wreath was publicly exhibited at the 
Crystal Palace, and afterwards at Madame Tussaud's 
Exhibition. 



Hide, oh hide that saucy head, 

Which your portly body beaurs ; 
Had you only brought instead 

Something which a noble wears. 
As they give to Gladstone now. 
You would then have saved this row. 

True, oh true I should have nipped 
This mad scheme when it b^an ; 

But I did not think your gift 
Would be chaffed by every man. 

And, alas, my Honoured Peace, 

Does no Icn^^er gull the geese I 

Beaconsfield the Immaculate, (F. £. Lcngley, London. 1880.) 



•:o 



II 



The Wreath." 



Take, oh take that wreath away. 

Which so many pennies cost, 
On which labour ** ne'er-to-be — 

Calculated *' has been lost : 
But true honour bring again ; — 

" Peace with honour" is in vain. 

Send, oh send those pennies back 
To the fools who sent them you : 

They will all their pennies lack 
When their income tax is due. 

Though you've cozened such a mass, 
Tumerelli, you're an ass. 

Bits of Beaconsfield, a New Series of Disraeli's Curiosities of 
Literature, (Abel Heywood & Son, Manchester.) 



To which Tumerelli is supposed to have replied in the 
following parody of Ben Jonson : 

The Wreath. 
(After an old model). 

I bought thee late a golden wreath, 

Not so much honouring thee^ 
As giving me a hope that I 

Thy pensioner might be. 
But thou thereat didst only sneer, 

And wouldst have none of me; 
Since when I hate the thing, I swear. 

Not for itself, but thee. 

Funny Folks, July, 1879, 



The Wreath Refused. 

Take, oh take that wreath away. 
Though it shine as bright as morn, 

Never shall the Liberals say, 
I am open to their scom ; 

And though you may come agaia« 

You will adways come in vain. 



Erin's Appeal to Britannia. 

Take, O, take Pamell away. 
Though so loudly he hath swom ; 

God forgive me if I say. 
Would he never had been bom ; 

And if thou canst take another, 

Take his sister ; — take his mother I 

Take from poor unhappy maid 

All the " friends " that prey upon her ; 
Keep the lot that hasn't stayed— 

Pmdent Egan and O'Connor ; 
And if short of patriot vigour. 
Try O'SuUivan ;— try Biggar I 



Grins and Groans, 1882. 



Anonymous. 




RICHARD THE THIRD. 

ACT I. 

Scene I. London. A street. 
Enter Richard, Duke op Gloucester, solus, 

Glou. Now is the winter of our discontent 
Made glorious summer by this sun of York ; 
And all the clouds that lour*d upon our house 
In the deep bosom of the ocean buried. 
Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths ; 
Our bruised arms hung up for monuments ; 
Our stem alarums changed to merry meetings, 
Our dreadful inarches to delightful measures. 
Grim-visaged war hath smoothed his wrinkled front 
And now, instead of mounting barbed steeds 
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries. 
He capers nimbly in a lady*s chamber 
To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 
But I, that am not shap^ for sportive tricks; 
Nor made to court an amorous looking glass ; 
I, that am rudely stamp'd, and want love's majosty 
To strut before a wanton ambling nymph ; 
I, that am curtail'd of this fair proportion, 
Cheated of feature by dissembhng nature, 
Deform'd, onfinish'd, sent before my time 
Into this breathing world, scarce half made up, 



And lha.t so lamely and UDfashionable 

That dogs bark at me as I ball by them ; 

Why. I. Ill litis weak piping time of peace, 

Have no delight to pass away the time. 

Unless to spy my sbadow in the sun 

And descant upon mme owa deformity : 

And therefore, since I cannot prove a lover, 

To entertain these (air well-spoken days, 

I am determined to prove a villain 

And bate the idle pleasures of these days. 

Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous. 

By drunken prophecies, libels and dreams. 

To set tny brother Clarence and the king 

In deadly hate the one against the other: 

And if King Edward be as true and just 

As I am subtle, false and treacherous. 

This day should Clarecce closely be mew'd up, 

About a prophecy, which says thai G 

Of Edward's heirs the murderer shall be. 

Dive, (baugbis, down to my soul : here Clarence 

This speech was chosen as the original for a 
parody compelition in The World, in September, 
1879, the subject to be treated being "The Return 
of Lord Chelmsford and other officers from Zulu- 
land." 

First Prize. 

LoBO C- loq. Now is the night of our despondency 
Illumined with the star of victory ; 
And all the gloom that hung on Atric's coast 
Lost in the glory of Ulundi'sfame. 
Now are our battered arms with laurels 

Our stem defences turned to swift pursuit ; 
Our laagered outposts into merry c^mps. 
How may the mounted staff in biigbl array — 
Where lurks no more the datigerous ambus- 



« when Phiyne tempts 

not for these showy tricks, 
>n pictures for the press; 
1 of speech, and lack the 



laggerate 
md un^nished aim 

'. half -armed 



But I, thatc: 

To make seni 
1, that am ] 

grace 
Of smooth reportei 
The lame conclusion 3 
Of a safe skirmish 

Into the conduct of a mighty war. 

So that the farce makes laughter for the 

Why I. who bore the burden of the eght. 

Caa smile to see his swaggenng airs. 

Who would make me the shadow to his sun, 

And iKiast his strength in my infirmity. 

Since, then, 1 cannot turn a sj'cnphant 

To woo the loud-mouthed plaudits of the 

I scorn the changing fancies of these days. 
And wait the verdict of impartial fame. 
Plain can I see the drift of VVolseley's plots: 
By false deductions and imputed blame 
To make our victories all imperfect seem. 
Our troops superfluous, and bis skill supreme. 
No matter! For our Queen, as true and 
Jaat 




As meaner minds ar. 
This day hath bid ir 
And our Queen's si 

Is the sure prelude of a nations praise. 



lie — no prophet nc 



Second Prize. 

Scene: ZulalaitJ, Ihi Bush. Enlcr Cstewavo, with 
an linglisli newspaftr, 

Cet, Now are the gnimblings of their discontent 
Turned all too slrangely into blatant talk ; 
And all the an^ry questionings in their House 
In the deep mockery of sham welcomes buried. 
Now are some brows bound with victorious wrealha. 
Their late misdeeds held up for monuments. 
Tbeir vacillations changed to themes for greetings, 
Their rearward marches to prudential measures. 
Grim-visaged warriors seam their laughing fronts 
To see how he who breathless urged his steed, 
Frightened to death of Zulu adversaries, 
Now poses blandly in the festive chamber. 
And speaks, when better taste should make him mute. 
But I. that know not much of party tricks, 
Nor bow defeats seem through iheir looking-glass ; 
I. that have rudely stamped upon tbeir majesty. 
Nor failed to chase them oft from veld and drift; 
I, though curtailed of all my realm's proportions, 
Cheated of fealty by their politic measures. 
Dethroned, dimmished, sent in double time 
Into this uttermost besb, with peace made up 
So lamely and of such apparent patchwork 
That men laugh at it as 1 talk to them, — 
Why I, in this weak parody on peace, 
Should scorn like the(« to pass away the time, 
MiMaking much the shadow for the sun, 
And braying forth their own deformity ; 
And therefore — though I cannot fall much lower 
In all things needful in these latter days — 
I envy not the braggarldom of Britain, 
And hate the rampant rubbish of her ways, 
As shown ms in this paper — dangerous 
And morbid prophecies, libels, and schemes 
To set my brother chiefs against their king, 
In deadly hate the one against the other. 
And if Cetewayo views the future just 
Of these same English, false and treacherous — 
If ' penny dreadfuls ' he not close mew'd up — 
This is bis prophecy : That Ihiy and G. 
0/ England's /ami the murdtrirs shall bt. 
Brim up, thoughts o'er my soul I my time yet comM. 

Tht World. September 10, 1879. 



"Kinge Richard ye Third, or ye Battel of Bos- 
worth Field ; a merry mysteric," in one act, by 
Charles Selby, was produced at the Strand Theatre 
on February a6, 1844. This burlesque can be 
obtained from Mr. Samuel French, 89, Strand, 
London. 

A much more ambitious burlesque of the same 
tragedy was produced at the New Royalty Theatre, 
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Soho, during the management of Miss Oliver, on 
September 24, 1868. This was written by F. C. 
Burnand, and was entitled " The Rise and Fall of 
Richard III ; or a new Front to an old Dicky." 

The cast was as follows : — 

Duke of Ghster, afterwards, in Scene 2, Richard 
the Third (a character drawn, from the 
ideal of a Richardsonian playwright and a 
CoWey-Cibber-wright). He is a humpbacked, 
knocknee'd, generally hideous; altogether 
a * beautiful part * played by Mr. Dewar. 

Henry, Earl of Richmond (original Proprietor of 
the Star and Garter). Henry Richmond 
*' passed the best years of his life in Brittany, 
and was more of a Frenchman than an 
Englishman" Miss Charlottb Saunders. 

Lord Stanley (Richmond's stepfather devoted to 

his cause unless Richard wins the day) Mr. Russbll. 

The Duke of Buckingham (Richard's friend and 

then his enemy) Miss Annie Collinson. 

Sir John Catesby, or Cats-by (Richard's ally) 

Miss Nellie Bromley. 

Tyrrel (a descendant of the gentleman who killed 
William Rufus). An hereditary villain. 
Richard's **creature" Mr. Day. 

The Lord Mayor of London Mr. Kenward. 

The Recorder, by the gentleman who wrote the 

celebrated history, i.e Mr. Cobbett. 

The Mace Mr. Charles 

■ 

Pages of History By Ladies of the Ballet. 

Duchess of York (mother of Richard the Third) 

Mr. Danvers. 

Lady Anne Miss Thompson. 

and 
Princess Elizabeth (betrothed to Richmond) 

Miss M. Oliver. 

There have been several other burlesques of this 
tragedy; Richard III. Travestie, with annotations, 
by William By, 1816; Richard III. Travestie, 
1823 ; and Richard III. burlesqued, by J. Sterling 
Coyne, 1844. 



h~',&6>\' 



KING HENRY VIII. 



Cardinal Wolsey 



Farewell ! a long farewell, to all my greatness ! 
This is the state of man : to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hopes : to morrow blossoms, 
And bears his blushing honours thick upon him ; 
The third day comes a frost, a killing frost, 
And, when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 
His greatness is a-ripening, nips his root, 
And then he falls, as I do. I have ventured, 
Like little wanton boys that swim on bladders, 
This many summers in a sea of glory, 
But far beyond my depth : my high-blown pride 



At length broke under me and now has left me. 
Weary and old with service, to the mercy 
Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me. 
Vain p)omp and glory of this world, I hate ye : 
I feel my heart new open'd. O, how wretched 
Is that poor man that hangs on princes* favours ! 
There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to, 
That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin. 
More pangs and fears than wars or women have ; 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 
Never to hope again. 

ActllL, 8c, I L 



Lambnt op the Eminent One. 

Henry Irving 

Farewell ! a long farewell, to all my greatness ! 
This is mistaken man : to night he puts forth 
The jingling Bells ; then Charles ; then the mad 

Dane, 
And bears his blushing honors thick upon him : 
Then comes a sudden frost, a fearful frost ; 
And, — when he thinks, good easy man full surely 
His eminence is admitted — stops his flight 
And down, kerslap ! he tumbles ! I have fancied, 
Like frogs puffed up with pride, myself an ox ; 
And grew so swollen with my own vain-glory, 
That I was doomed to burst. My fragments fell 
Upon that new laid stage expressly built, 
♦By Mrs. B., to bear me stiffly up. 

Thus I am left a prey 
For some rude knaves that will for weeks yet hide 

me. 
Remorseless scribblers oi the press, I hate ye! 
I feel ye at my throat, — yet there is one — 
One silver-haired old man who swears by me. 
Who comforts me be Times with lines of praise, 
And says 'tis quite O. K. O, how wretched 
Is that poor man that hangs on critics' favors : 
There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to, 
That sweet incense of printer's ink. and blame. 
More pangs and fears than wars or women have. 
No matter 1 He proclaims me eminent. 
And in his burning words no trace of slate — 
Thus may I hope again. 

TVie Figaro f October 2, 1875. 



Mr. Gladstone and his Old China. 

The following, which purports to be a meditation of our 
junior member for Greenwich on his past career, called forth 
by the recent sale of his Pictures and Old China, was according 
to the Morning Advertiser, picked up in the sale room at 
Christie's, at the close of Mr. Gladstone's sale on Saturday 
last. Our spirited contemporary admits that the only 
evidence as to its authorship is internal, and is inclined to 
think it by no means reliable, but this is a matter respecting 
which all who read it are at liberty to form their own 
opinion : — 

"Farewell, a long farewell to all my teapots ; 
My tazzas, plaques, medallions, dishes, cups ; 
For all are gone — no shred remains behind. 
This is the way with man. To-day he buys 
The choice, cracked specimens of divers wares ; 
Collects with ardour Dresden, Chelsea, Bow, 



*Mr8. Bateman. 
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PARODIES. 



And ransacks town for Derby and Berlin ; 

With taste eclectic, if not critical, 

Fills all his rooms. To-morrow, hugs his store. 

And swears that not one vase, one plate shall go. 

The third day comes, and straightway in The Times 

Doth Christie set forth in advertisement 

The details of that once-loved china store, 

And sells by public auction every piece. 

This is the fashion — I have followed it, 

My china, like my former fame, is gone ; 

I have outlived my greatness and my ware ; 

My Wedgwood and my power alike have passed. 

The thought is very bitter. Oh how wretched 

Is that poor man that hangs on people's favor 1 

Two years ago I was the * People's William,' 

My name a power at Greenwich and elsewhere. 

The Churches trembled, and the Income Tax 

Shook lest its last twopenny pieces went. 

I was Dictator then. " * ♦ 

Thi Kentish Mercury^ July 3, 1875. 



College Rhymes (Oxford) contains a long parody 
of this scene from Henry VIII. See p. 1 78, vol. 14. 




JULIUS CiESAR. 

Brutus, — Romans, countr3rmen, and lovers ! hear me for 
my cause, and be silent, that you may hear : be- 
lieve me for mine honour, and have respect to 
mine honour, that you may believe : censure me 
in your wisdom, and awake your senses, that you 
may the better judge. If there be any in this 
assembly, any dear friend of Caesar's, to him I 
say that Brutus' love to Cxsar was no less than 
his. If then that friend demand why Brutus rose 
against Cxsar, this is my answer : — Not that I 
loved Csesar less, but that I loved Rome more. 
Had you rather Caesar were living and die all 
slaves, than that Caesar were dead, to live all free 
men ? As Caesar loved me, I weep for him ; as 
he was fortunate, I rejoice at it; as he was 
valiant I honour him ; but, as he was ambitious, 
I slew him. There is tears for his love ; joy for 
his fortune ; honour for his valour ; and death for 
his ambition. Who is here so base that would 
be a bondman ? If any, speak ; for him have I 
offended. Who is here so rude that would not 
be a Roman ? If any, speak ; for him have I 
offended. Who is here so vile that will not love 
his country ? If any, speak ; for him have I 
offended. I pause for a reply. 

Act iii. Scenb ii. 

A Poaching Actor. 

A poor itinerant player, caught performing the part of 
a poacher, and being taken before the magistrates assem- 
bled at a quarter sessions for examination, one of them 
asked him what right he had to kill a hare ? when he 
replied in the following parody on Bnitus' speech to the 
Romans in defence of the death of Caesar : — 

** Britons, hungrymen, and epicures ! hear me for my 
cause; and be silent— that you may hear ; believe me for 



mine honour, and have respect to mine honour, that yoa 
may believe : censure me in your wisdom ; and awake 
your senses that you may the better judge. If there be 
any in this assembly, any dear friend of this hare, to him 
I say, that a player's love for hare is no less than his. If^ 
then, that friend demand why a player rose against a 
hare, this is my answer — not that I loved hare less, bat 
that I loved eating more. Had you rather this hare were 
living, and I had died starving — than that this hare were 
dead, that I might live a jolly fellow P As this hare was 
pretty, I weep for him ; as he was nimble, I rejoice at it ; 
as he was plump, I honour him ; but. as he was eatable, 
I slew him. There are tears for his beauty ; honour for 
his condition ; joy for his speed ; and death for his tooth- 
someness. Who is here so cruel would see a starved 
man ? If any, speak, for him have I offended. Who is 
here so silly that would not take a tit-bit ? If any, speak, 
for him have I offended. Who is here so sleek that does 
not love his belly ? If any, speak, for him have I 
offended." 

'* You have offended justice, sirrah,'* cried one of the 
magistrates, out of all patience at this long and strange 
harangue. 

*' Then,'' cried the culprit, guessing at the hungry feel- 
ings of the bench, ''since justice is dissatisfied, it most 
needs have something to devour ; heaven forbid I sbooid 
keep any gentleman from his dinner — so, ifyon please. 1*11 
wisn your worships a good day, and a good appetite." 



Mare Antony, — 

Fribnds, Romans, countrymen, lend me yonr 

I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him. 

The evil that men do lives after them ; 

The good is oft interred with their bones ; 

So let it be with Caesar. The noble Bnxtus 

Hath told you Caesar was ambitious : 

If it were so, it was a grievous fault. 

And grievously hath Caesar answer'd it. 

Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest — 

For Brutus is an honourable man ; 

So are they all, all honourable men — 

Come I to speak in Caesar's funeral. 

He was my friend, faithful and just to me : 

But Brutus says he was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

He hath brought many captives home to Rome 

Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill : 

Did this in Caesar seem ambitious ? 

When that the poor have cried. Caesar hath wept : 

Ambition should be made of sterner stuff: 

Yet Brutus says he was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

You all did see that on the Lupercal 

I thrice presented him a kingly crown, 

Which he did thrice refuse : was this ambition ? 

Yet Brutus says he was ambitious ; 

And, sure, he is an honourable man. 

I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke, 

But here I am to speak what I do know. 

You all did love him once, not without cause : 

What cause withholds you then, to mourn for him ? 

O judgment I thou art fled to brutish beasts. 

And men have lost their reason. Bear with me ; 

My heart is in the Coffin there with Caesar, 

And I must pause till it come back to me. 

Act III., Sc. 11^ 
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This oration was recently selected as the original 


When that the poor were dumb he gave them voice- 


for a parody competition in TAe Weekly "Oupatck, 


Disloyalty's not made of trastful stuff : 
Vet Churchill says he is disloyal ; 
And Churchill t< an honourable man. 


the subject treated being the political situation on 


the resignation of Mr. Gladstone. 


You all do know that when he sought repose 


The Prize was awarded to Mr. T. Alderson 
Wilson, 3, Church Terrace, Queen's Road, South 


You. trumpet-tongued, did call him from his real 
To remedv your wrongs. Was this disloyal ? 
Vel Churchill says be is disloyal ; 


Lambeth, S.W., for the following :— 






I speak not to disprove what Churchill spoke. 


Sib William Hakcourt (loq.) ; 


But here I am to speak what I do know. 

Vou all did lore him once-nol without cause ; 

What cause withholds you, then, to vole for him ? 

judgment, thou art fled to brutish beasts. 

And men have lost their reason. Bear with me ; 1 

My heart's in Opposition there with Glidslone, 

And I must pause tUl it come back to me, , 


WHIG8, Lib'rals, Radicals, lend me your ears ; 


I cannot speak of Gladslone and not praise him. 
The work thai statesmen do lives after them. 
Though it is ofl imperilled by their fall. 
So will it Iw with Gladstone. The noble marquis 


If it were so, now by the late default 


H. L. BRlCKBt. 


Of his supporters he hath answered it. 




Here, under leave of Cecil and the test 


Friends, voters, countrymen, lend me your ears; 


(For Cecil is an honourable man ; 


"Tis yours 10 iudfie of Gladstone, not to jeer him. 


So are they all, all honourable men), 


The evil statesmen do, lives after them. 


Come 1 to apeak on Gladstone's overthrow. 


The good is pfi forgotten when ihey ro. 


He was my friend, faithful and just to me ; 


So lei it be with Gladstone, The noble Churchill 


But Cecil says he was ambitious ; 


Hath told you Gladstone was a traitor : 


And Cecil is an honourable man. 


If he were so, his was a grievous fault. 


He bath brought many maikels to our trade. 


And at the polls will Gladstone answer it. 


Here, begging leave of Randolph and the rest 

(For Randolph is an honourable man ; i 

So are tbey all, all honourable men), 


Did this in Gladstone seem ambitious? 


When " Tax the Corn !" they cried, Gladstone hath kepi 


Taxation from the tables of ihe |)oor, 


Come I to apeak of Gladstone's recent deeds. 


Vet Cecil says he was ambitious ; 


He was our friend, faithful and just to us : 




But Churchill says he was a traitor ; 


You all did see that in her audicncc-room 




The Queen did offer him a coronet. 


He hath to twice a million given voles. 


The which be did refuse. Was this ambition } 


Who. ransomed, now the land with gladness fill. 


Vet Cecil says he was ambitious ; 


Did this in Gladstone seem as trait'rous ? 


And Cecil is an honourable man. 


When that the Irish groaned, Gladstone hath risked 


I speak not to disprove what Cecil spoke. 


His reputation to remove their woes ; 


But here I am to speak what I do know. 


Yet Churchill says he was a traitor ; 


You all did nilly round him and his cause, 






You all did see that ere he office left 


Judgraeni, Ihou hast passed from Radicals, 


The Queen presented him a fossil's crown. 

Which humbly he refused. Perhaps this was trait'rous! 


And Whigs have lost their reason 1 Beat with me ; 


My heart is on the benches Ministerial, 


For Churchill says he was a traitor ; 


And I must sigh till I get back to themi 


And sure the bauble he'd have grasped himself. 




I speak no) to disprove what Cburchilt spoke, 




But here I am to ;peak what I do know. 




You all did love him once, not without cause, 




What cause withholds you ail to love him now ? 




Office, ihou art gone to Brag and Bung 1 


JoKN Bright (LOQ.): 


But voters still have reason. And this mark— 


Frif.ndb, Britons, counlr)tnen, lend me your ears; 
The evil that men do is loudly bruited ; 


Their hearts are in the good cause, and with Gladstone ; 
And he will work till reeling Jingo's crushed. 


Gkoroe Malunsow. " 


The good should live to answer in their praise. 


3ki Witkly DistaUh, June 28, 1885. 


So let it be with Gladstone. The noble Churchill 




Hath told you Gladstone is disloyal ; 


j*2ja£9>TaBrsN. 


If he be so, it is a grievous fault. 


(Vf^^wmh 


And grievously shall Gladstone answer it. 


y^l^M^^p^ 


Here under leave of Churchill and the rest 




So are they all, ail honourable men). 


CYMBELINE. 


Come I to speak of Gladstone my free mind. 




He is my friend, faithful and just to me : 


Guidrrius. Fear no more the heat 0" the sun. 


But Churchill says he is disloyal ; 


Nor the furious winter's rages ; 




Thou thy worldly task has done. 


He hath in many a Budget swept away 


Home art gone, and la'en thy wages : 


The taxes that oppressed your daily wants. 


Golden lads and girls aU must. 


Did this in Gladstone seem disloyal? 


As chimney-sweepers, come to dusl. 







GuiJfrius. 

Aniragtts. 

Arvirapu. 
Both. 

Atvingus. 
Guiitriui. 

Arviragus. 



r. Fear no more, the frown o' the great ; 

Thou ait put the tyrsQl's stroke ; 
Care no more to clothe and eal ; 

To ihcc the reed is is the oak ; 
The sceptre, leiming. phvsic, must 
All follow this, and come' to dqsl. 

Fear no more the lightning flash. 

Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone ; 
Fear not slander, censure rash ; 

Thou hast finiah'd joy and moan : 



No cKorcisef harm thee 1 
Nor no witchcraft charm thee I 
Ghost unlaid forbear thee ! 
Nothing ill come near thee I 



Act IV. Scene II. 



Fear no more the voice of the doo, 
Nor the afl-cat tutor's rages, 

Thou thy Oxiord course hast run, 
And an numliered with the sages. 

All Oxford men. its my belief. 

Must graduate or come to grief. 

FeiT no more the snarl of the sub*. 

Thou art past that tyrant's stroke. 
No more battery tieer. and grub. 

No more rows with sported oak I 

Even X. himself, its my belief 

Must graduate or come to grief 1 

Fear no more the bull -dog's dash. 

Nor pursuing proctor's tone. 
Fear not rustication rash, 

Thou art now a graduate grown I 
All we. like thee, its my belief, 
Must do the same or come to grief J 

No dun's accountant harm thee I 
No ugly woman cbarcn thee! 
Tick unpaid forbear thee I 
Never bill come near thee I 
Prosper, flourish, gam renown. 
Ere you take the master's govm J 
Odd EcXoit from OtfotJ. by A. Merion, a.A. 
{London, J. C. Ilotten, iSy^j. 



AS YOU LIKE IT. 
\CT If. SCENK VII. rkt Pbrrsl. 

Enlir tlL'KE senior, Amiens, »ii<t Lords 



lilii ouliawi. 
Duii S. I think he be traosroini' 
For 1 cui DO where tiod him tike a moi 



Fint Lord. My lord, he is bat even noir gone bcDce 
Here was he merry, hearing of a song. 

DuktB. If he, compact of jars, grow musical. 
We shall have shortly discord in the spheres. 
Go, seek him : tell hioi I would spcik with him. 
Enter Jaques. 

FinI Lord. He saves my labour by his own appcoad 

Dalit S. Why, how now, monsieur I what a life is lUl 
That your poor friends must woo your company ? 
What, you look menity ! 

Jag. A fool, a fool I I met a fool i' (he forest, 
A motley fool ; a miserable world I 
As 1 do live by food, I met a fool ; 
Who laid him down and bask'd him in the sun. 
And rail'd on Lady Fortune in good terms, 
In good set terms and yel a motley fboL 
" Good morrow, fool," quoth I. " No, sir." quoth hi 
"Call me not fool till heaven hath seat me fortune j " 
And then he dt«w a dial from his poke. 
And, looking on it with lack-lustre eye, 
Says very wisely, " It is ten o'clock : 
Thus we may see," quoth he, "how the world wags. 
'Tis but an hour ago since it was nine, 
And after one hour more 'twill be eleven ; 
And so, from hour to hour, wcripe and ripe. 
And then, from hour to hour, we rot and rot ; 
And thereby hangs a tale." When I did bear 
The motley fool uus moral on the time. 
My lungs began to crow like chanticleer. 
That fooU should be so deep-con tern plalivc, 
And I did laugh sans intermission 
An hour by his dial. O noble fool 1 
A worthy fool ! Motley's the only wear, 



The open-air performances of Ai You Lihl it 
are all very well, but under the influences of an east «; 
and damp ground, colds in the head come on »ery w^pH 
just imagine the melancholy J aques speaking thus : — 

A FOOL, a fool I— I bet a fool i' the forest, 

A botley fool ; — a biserable world 1 

As I do live by — allishu — food, I bet a fool ; 

Who laid hib dowd ad bask'd hib id the sud. 

Ad rail'd od Lady Fortude id good terbs. 

Id good set terbs— allishu — od yel a botley fool, 

"Good borrow, fool," quoth I, " Dough, sir," quoth] 

" Call be dot fool till heaved has sed be fortude." 

Ad — altishu — Ihed he drew a dial frob his pok^ 

Ad looldd od it with lack lustre eye, 

Sajfi very wisely, " It's ted o'clock ; 

Thus we bay see " quoth he, "how the world w«gi, 

Til but ad hour ago sidce it was dide ; 

Ad after ad — atiishu — hour bore, 'twill be elcred j 

Ad so frob hour to hour, we ripe ad ripe, 

Ad thed frob hour to hoar we rot ad rot. 

Ad thereby hangs a tale." When I did hear. 

The botley fool thus boral od the tibe, 

My lug* begad to crow like chadiicleer, 

ThAl i'xils should be so ileep-codtebpblive ; 

Ad I did laugh, sads idlerbissiod. 

Ad — attishu— hour by his dial. O doble fool I 

A worthy fool ! Botley'i ibe odly i 



Fuiny Siilhi, iSSj. 






HPHHmH 


Wir.UAM SHAKESPEARF.. 195 ] 


Melancholy Jaquks on the Dude. 


To mend Ihe manners and .jsiruct the mind. 


A DUDE-a dude 1 I ocl a dude i Ihe avenue ; 
A silly dude i— n mosl conceited blockhead 1— 


Lasl comes the pale and slipper'd Wonder Hun e^ 
Malignant fevers, pestilence and want. — 


As I do live by toil, I met a dude, 

Who sucked his ome. u>d busked him in the sun. 


Of thousands buicbet d on Ihe bloody field. 
And thousands starving in the wasted land. 


And ogled bU the ladies with his grin ; 


They thunder storms delight in, and seek 


Wilh good broad crin. and yel n silly dude. 

"Good morrow, dude." quolb I. " No, sir," quolh he. 


Wilh earnest eye ior deaths and murders. 


Of people drown'd, or burnt, or snflocated. 


"Call me not dude till I have put on corsets ; " 


Learn whom the Knot of Hymen has fast tied. 


And then be drew an eye-glass from his poke, 


And whom th« Knot of Justice faster noos'd ; 


And looking through il wilh lack-luslre eye. 


With Ihe long hsl of every human ill. 


Said, very ftoftly, " She's the proper sool ! 


These all must have their part. The printer, else. 


Thus may we see," quoth he, "how the world wags : 


Is but the standing mark of censure loud. 


The last that passed was ugly as my cane j 


These tastes not gratified, they will all growl. 


Thenext that comes n.ay be a very angeL 


And cry the papers barren, empty, dull. 


And, so from hour lo hour, we bloom and hloom. 




And ihen, from hour to hour, we fa<le and fade, 


And thereby hangs a talc." When I did hear 


From Tht Brirish Mimlrrl, a collection of Songs, 


The silly dude thus comment on liie prls. 


Reciulions, &c. 


My toes began to itch like chilblain toes. 
That dudes should be so deep-nonsensical ; 


September 15, iS«4. 


And I did kiefc, sans intermission. 




That dude hi half an hour. Oh, noble dude ! 




A worthy dude I— skin-tight 's the only wear. 


BcD, Blossom, and Decav. 


.„. 


■■ All the worlds a stage " in several stages ; 




Great Shakespeare says our acts are seven ages. 


All (he world's a Newspaper ! 


" And all the men and women players merely." 
See ■■ As yon like it," which informs us clearly 


And all our men and women merely riaJcrs : 


They have their tastes and their hnbby horses, 


We have our entrances and exits here. 


And each ODe in his turn receives a part. 


And many of us no great shakes appear. 


The number being stvim^Fitsl the Poel. 


"King John," "Macbeth. ■■ and others of his plays. 


Fond of the jiDgliug line and tinsel smile, 


Confirm our wickedness in many ways ; 


Enjoying tortur'd sense and strangling art. 


First, the Infant in its nurse's arms, 11 


Bui if the line flows smoothly to its end. 


' Mewles and pukes," and as il cries she calms il. 


For ever bathing in Ihe Aonean font ; 


Next there's the Schoolboy conslantly declining 


Him nought but sonnets, stanias. odes, delight. 


The verb "10 work," and with his satchel whinine. 


And so he reads his part. Next comts in view 


At on he creeps, like snail, at slug-gitd's pace— 


A jKii not always '■ wilh a shining (ace : '' 


Seeking for rapture in the— dashy— line. 


Until be learns 'lis easier to be good. 


The Shandeao tale, ill told compar'd with Sterne's, 


His master being in Ih' imperative mood ; 


They fragments choose, and tales and anecdotes. 


And i( Ihe youth is backward in Ihe school. 


Next the Wil. relishing the fun obscene 


He bas his knuckles reddened with the rule. 


If but the point be gross— Him repartees, 


The rule ol three he does net deem much fun. 


Bon mots and gummy epigrams must please. 


While he is flinching at the rule of one, 


And then the Pnlitician. full of sirange whims ; 


Who makes him only ten times more perplexed ; 


Seeking essays, strictures, observations. 


The lover, d 1" Vilikin comes next. 


With solemn phii, talking of revolutions, 


And who. like Vilikin, trolls out a ballad 


Patriot armies, sieges, and leagues of despols ; 


As neatly garnished as a lobster salad ; 


Of neutral powers and of neutral rights, cabals. 


'■ Made to his mistress' eyebrow ;" 10 some air. 




Which howsome'er she says she cannoi bear. 


And all the mazes of the court police. 


Sometimes Ibis age betokens noisy gent 


He marks each signature— what Brulus writes be reads. 


Nol coming home Ull midnight is far spent 


And turns his eye from Cassius— sees in some men 


Who cannot from the knockers quite abstain. 


The wish to bond us to a foreign yoke ; 


Of which the quiet inmates will complain. 


In others, sees the wish for nature's stale, 


Sometimes these fast young men atler the play. 


And have the curbed bit of law destroy'd. 


At Cyder Cellars turn night into day. 


Thai like the savage all might rove at will. 


This they call " Killing lime,' until they learn 


Free as the air they breathe ; while some he sees. 


Old Time may. perhaps the compliment return. 
Then come the Soldiers and Ihe Volunteers— 


Who wish Ihe government of purest source 




Ic other words the prime of life appears— 

Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard. 


Our fair inheritance— These form the general taiss. 


Next comes the Economist, hunting for recipes. 


Jealous in honour, zealous when on guard ; 


Receipts, experiments,— Wilh up lura'd nose 


Seeking without the least imimidalion, 


He runs o'er prose and verse, and like to Hotspur 


Wnat Shakespeare calls " the bubble reputation." 
'Tis strange they are nol bond with so much diilUng, 


Had raiber be a Kitten and cry mew 


Than one of these same metre ballad loves. 


While practising the noble art of killing 1 


The grade of Moralist next advance 10 view ! 


Next is ihe Justice, and be jusi is fat, 


Fond of Ihe maxim sage, and sober precept . 


Living on law— nol always justice that \ ■ 


Th*y oncd a wsek expect thw frugal fare. 


Proving beyond aU doubt, by freqaenl patniog. ■ 



rgC 



Tbe law he lives on is nat that of Banting ; 
His body {outsidej like a water butt 
But not within ! His beard of formal cat, 
Full of wise saws (suck as are seldom seen 
Excepting at a carpenter's I ween) 
And modf rn instances ; and so he plays 
His part, until he sees deciining days 
Announce another age, when enters soon 
The siittb, •' the lean and slippered Pantaloon," 
■' With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side, 
" His youthful hose well saved, a world loo wide 
■'For his shrank shank;'' his voice begins to fail, 
And whistles up and down tbe vocal scale- 
Last scene of all this history that ?ads, 
Is mere oblivion of those trusty friends 
Who gather round us, and who thus endeavour 
To cheer and comfort ere we leave for ever 
This busy, meddling, moneymalting world ; 
Sana teeth, as into it we once were hurled 
Indeed, for time can no more changes ring. 
'■ Sans sight, sans taste, sans smell, sans everything. 
And so (he curtain falls, thus ends the play 
Which might ha named 'Bud, Blossom and Deciy " ! 
The time is short between each act, and we 
Should note Ihe changes, and our errors see 
And thus a wholesome lesson may be gained, 
The proper sen tin: en I being yet retained 
Without a jest against the reader's will, 
Though slightly altered, "As you like it " slill, 

T. F. DtLI-OH-CROKHB. 

From Thi Ladies' Comfanien. March. 1S65. 



"All the world is but a stage," Shakespeare 
ago. 



aid u 



long 



Had he graced the present age, still the Barii had found it so j 

AU that from eiislencc springs, in a theatre's compass lies, 

Happy moments find the "wings" lime itself takes those 

and "Rjes," 
Hopes that jight us on the way may be called of life " the 

floats," 
Turning gloomy nighl to day, as the prompter Fate denotes ; 
Fortune gives the glare of gas, and oft causing sod mishaps. 
With unsteady hand, alas ! spcculalion work " the traps, ' 
Fale gives out the parts to play, various " lengths " assigned 

Happy who their "tag" can say, in a good concluding 

Every act applause will get, if the action be correct, 
Ending with a kind of "set " most produciivc of effect. 
Suppers should take place in both — cheering signs of lively 

chats i 
Some loo ofien show "a cloth" closed in by a "pair of 



" All the world Ji but a stage," you and I alike — a player. 

E. L, Blanchard. 
From Tilt Royal Dramalit Celltgt Annual, July, 1866. 



Life at Oxfobd. 



Oxford is 

And all the men in i 
They have [heir etci 



His acts being seven ages. At first the Freshman, 
Stumbling and stuttering in his tutor's rooms. 
And then the aspiring Classman, with his while lie 
And shy desponding face creeping along 
Unwilling to ihe schools. Then, al the Union, 
Spouting like fuiy, wilh some woeful twaddle 
Upon the "Crisis." Then a Billiard-player. 
Full of strange oaths, a keen and cunning card 
Clever in cannons, sudden and quick in hazards, 
.Seeking a billiard reputation 

E'en in the pocket's mouth. And then the Fellow, 
His fair round forehead with hard furrows lined. 
With weakened eyes and beard of doubtful growth. 
Crammed with old lore of useless application. 
And 50 he plays his part. Tbe sinlh age shifts 
Into the lean and study-worn Professor, 
With spectacles on nose and class al side ; 
His youthful nose has grown a world too large 
For his shrunk face ; and his big manly voice. 
Turning again towards childish treble, pipes 
And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all. 
That ends ihis strange eventful history, 
Is utier donnishness and mere nonentity. 
Without respect, or tact, or taste, or anything. 
The Oxford Sptctttor, May 19, 1S68. 



A Shakespearian Rbcitation after Dinner. 

All Ihe world's a stage. 

And all the men and women merely players ; 
They have their exits and their entrances. 
And one man in his lime plays many parts, 
His acls being seven ages. At ^sl Ihe infant. 
In fail round belly, wilh good capon Uii'd, 
Sighing like furnace, with a woful l>aliad. 
In his sound childish treble : ihcn the lean 
And slippcr'd schoolboy, whistles, with liide on 
Pouch and pipes, and his big manly voice 
Full of wise oaths ; and then the whining lover. 
With spectacles on nose, and eyes severe. 
Seeking his well-saved mistress eyebrow 
Even in his satchel : Then a soldier, 
His youthful hose, of formal cut, sans laste, 
Made to his shank, and full of modem saws. 
Creeping like snail, sans everything, to school ; 
And then the justice, full of strange instances, 

iealuus in honor, like the 'pard bearded 
n quarrel, turning again, sudden and quick. 
Towards childishness, wilh shiningmoming {met 
A world too wide for his shrunk nurses arms. 
And so he plays his part ! The sixth age shif^ 
Unwillinely, the bubble reputation. 
Sans leeth, sans eyes, into the cannon's mouth. 
Mewling and puking : Then, last scene of all. 
That ends Ihis strange eventful history. 
Is second pantaloon, and mere oblivion. 

Frederic Upton, in 

titns. Under the greenwood tree 

Who loves 10 lie wiib me, 
And turn his merry note 
Unto the sweet bird's throat. 
Come hither, come hither, come hither : 
Here shall he see 
No enemy 
But winter and rough weather, 

" As you like it."— Act 11. Seem 




Tbe t,AMflBTH Catch, 
(Written after the revelations of the " Amateur C 

Under tbe Greenwood shed 
Who loves to go to bed, 
And tune his husky note 
To paupers" coughing Ihroal ? 
Come hither, come hither, come hither. 
Here shall he see 
Such thin SkillM 
Keep body and soul together. 

SHiRLev BhoOK! 



A MIDSTTMMEE-NIGHT'l 

Act I,— a Midsummer Ni 

ScENB,— 7'Af Marquis of Salisbvy'' Hi- 



Are' 



ealln 



Salisbury 
lent place (oi 
our Speaker 



-, Pal, pat ; and Ibis is a marvellous conven- 
r our rehearsal. This stuffed settee shall be 
's chair, thesp tongs the Mace, and we will 
ra as we will do it before the House. 

NoRTHco-ne Salisbury 

Salisbury. What say'st Ihou, bully Stafford ? 
NoRTHcnTE, There are things in this comedy of Jitgo 
and Whisky thai will never please. First, Jingo must draw 
his sword, which Radicals can never abide. 
Lord John Mannbrs, By'r lakio. a parlous fear, 

Hicks-Beach. I believe we must leave the killing out 
when all is done. 

Salisbdry. No! a whit. I have a desire to make all 
well. Write me a proltigue. and lei the prologue seem to 
say we will do no harm with our swords, and for the more 
better asstiranco tell them that I, Jingo tbe Foreign Secre- 
tary, am not Jingo, but Salisbury, who barks more than he 
bites. This will put them out of fear. 

GiFPARD. Welt, we shall have such a prologue, and il 
shall be wrillen tor six and eight. 

Lord John Mahnbrs. Will not the ladies be afeard of 
the tea lax ? 



Sir R. Cross, 1 fear it, I promisi 

NoRTKcoTE, Masiers, you ought It 

selves. To bring in — God shield us 

ladies, is a dreadful thing, for there 

wild fowl living than your tea tax, anr 






with your- 
IX amtng 
3re fearful 
lo look to 



Therefore another prologue 



it. 

Lord John Ma 
must tell be is not a lai. 

NoRTHcoTS. Nay, you must name bis name, and half 
his face must be seen in tbe teapot, and be himself must 
speak, saying thus, or lo the same defect : " Ladies, or fair 
ladies, I would wish you, or 1 would request you. or I 
would entreat you. nol to fear, not to tremble. If you 
thmk I have come hither as a tat, it were pily of my life ; 
CO. 1 am no such thing ; I am an indirect impost, as 
others are'' — and there, indeed, let him name his name, 
and tell them plainly be is Hicks-B»ch, Ihe member 
for Gloucestershire. 

Salisbunv. Well, it shall beso. But there is two hard 
things ; that is to bring Coercion into Ireland. 



Hicks-Beach. Have we a majority that night we play 
onrplay? 

Salisbury. Tia doubKul. One must come in wilh a 
rifle and a Bobby's lantern, and say be comes lo disfigure, 
or to present, the pctsoo of Coercion. Then there is 
another thing ; we must have a Protection iiill in (be 
great Chan-ber. 

Hicks-Beach. You can never bring in Protection 
Whal say you, Northcote ? 

NoRTHCoTH. Soma man or other — Lowlher. say — must 
pn^senl Prolection ; and let him have some false slatislics 
to signify its benefits. Or lei bim hold his 6nger lo his 
nose, and through Ihal sign let "buncombe'' thus be 

Come 



Fuhhv Folks. June ly. 1885. 

Act II, — The Casting of the Cabinet. 

Scene— Rorjm in ArliHgton Houu. 
Entit Mimbm of thi Consirvalivi Parly. 

SALtsBtiRv. Is all our company here I 

Churchill. You were best lo call them generally, man 
by man, according lo my list. 

Salisburv. Here is the scroll o( every man's natna 
which is lhou<<hl fit by Churchill and myself to play in 
our interlude before Ihe Houses of Parliameat. and all 
England. 

Churchiix. First, good Salisbury, say whal the play 
treats on; then read the names of the aclors; and so 
grow to a point. 

Salisburv. Marry, our play is the most lameniable 
comedy and laughable tragedy — j1 CoMlirvalivi Guttm- 

Chuhchill. a very good pUce of work. I assure you, 
and a merry. Now, i^uod Salisbury, call forth your 
aclors by tbe scroti. Misleis. spread yourselves. 

Salisburv, Answer as I call yon : Randolph Churchill, 
the * Woodstock Wonder'' and "Champion ol tbe 
Univer=e." 

Churchill. Ready t Name the part I set mjself down 
for, and proceed. 

Sausburv You. Randolph Charchill, are set down ai 
Secretary for India. 

Cburchii;!.. What is Secretary for India > — a states- 
man or a fool ? 

Salisbury. A stalesmao that spends himself moat 
loyally for tbe State. 

Churchill, That will requli 
periormance of it. I( I do it. 
I will move storms ; I will be 1 
the rest — Yet my chief bnmoi 
play a fool rarely, or a pari to I 



spMl. 



Tbe raging Rads 
Ate blackguardly cads, 
With lots of fads, 
About men's rights, 



But Cburchill'a star 

Shall shine from far, 

Aad make and mar 

All lesser lights. 

Ibis was lofty. Now name the rest of the players. 

Salisbukt, SlaQord Norlhcote, the Antiquated. 
Stafford Nohthcote. Here, my lord. 
S*us8UBV. You must take what Churchill and I choose 
to give you. We will attend to rou when the oihers are 
all served, Hicks-Beach, the Tea-Taxer. you must play 
at being Chancellor of the Exchequer and Leader of the 
HoQse of Commons. But djsobey Churchill at your peril. 
I Richard Cross, the Watennan 
I Cross. Here, air. 

' SALiaBUHV. You can take the Home Offio. Smith, the 
i Stallkeeper, you must take the lion's part — the Secretary 
for War. And I hope here is a Cabinet fitted. 

Smith, Have you the lion's part writ I en ? Pray you, 
if it be. give it me. for I am slow of study. 
Salishurv. You may do it extempore^ as I do, for it is 
I nothing but roaring. 

I * Churchill, Let meplay the lion too. I will roar, that 
f it will do any man's heart good to hear me ; I will roar, 
I that 1 will make the Tories say, ■ Let kim roar again ! Lit 






\» I " 



I 



Salibhuby. An' you should do it too terribly, yon would 

fright the Liberals, that they would shriek ; and that 

nould lurn us all out. 

I Ali.. Thai would turn OS all out, every moilitr's son. 

I Churchill-. 1 grant you. friends, if that you should 

• fright the Liberals uut of their wits, they would have uo 

more discretion but to turn us out; but I will aggravare 

my voice so thai I will roar you as gently as any Liberal, 

I will roar yon an 'twere any Radical, 

Salisburv. You can play no part but Secretary for 
India ; for you took a Cook's lour there, wear an indigo- 
dyed suit, use India tea for breakfast — therefore, who 
knows India as you do ? 

Churchill, Well, I will undertake it. What way had 
I best to play it ? 

Salisbury. Why, what you will. 

Chdrchill, I will dischanje it in either your Tory way, 
your Whig manner, your Liberal -Conservative manner, 
your Democrat, Republican. Socialist, Communis! man- 
ner, or no manner al all. 

Salisbury. Play it as you have your former parts— 
bire-faced. But. masters, here arc your parts ; and I am 
to entreat you. ^e^ueM you, and desire you to con them 
by to-monow night. In Ihe meantime, I will draw a bill of 
taxes such as Tories usually want 

Chuhchili^ We will meet again — and rehearse our 
It obscenely and courageously. Adieu I 



THE MEW MINISTRYS STATEMENT TO THE 

COUNTRY. 




If we offend, it is with our good will. 
That you should think, we come not la offend. 
But wiih good wJl, To show our simple skill, 
That is the true beglni ' 



Consider, then, we come not in despltn, 

Wa do not come as minding to content yon, 

Our true intent is. All for your delight 

We are not here. That you should here repent yon, 

The Cabinet is formed ; and by iheir show. 

You shall know all thai you are like to know. 

THE PUBLIC. 

Their speech is like a tangled chain. 
Truly this is hot ice, and wondrous strange snow. 
Where shall we &nd the concord of this discord I 
Fanny Fulks, iv.\.y ^, iSSs, 



I know a bank where the wild ihyme blows. 
Where oxlips and the nodding violet grows. 
Quite over-canoraed with luscious woodbine. 
With sweet musk-ros« and with eglaotint: : 
There sleeps Titania sometime uf the night, 
Lutl'd in these flowers with dances and deli^l t 
And there the snake throws her enamell'd skin. 
Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in : 
And with the juice of this I'll streak her eyes. 
And make her Bill of hateful fantasies 

Act II., — SCESE I. 



A MoNODV OS Money. 
Dedicated TO Our "Very" Pakticulab Bankrri. 



From whose retreat are issued forth mote rich and 

Than ever have been known to come from airaetcM 

song-birds' throats. 
Where cowm abound, and tov'nigns rule the plac« wfdi 

despot sway, 
For no one there will chitli their power, so well l>clm'd 

are they. 
There seems a moiiiy maitia for everylhinc that's dear. 
And, strange as it may seem, I've heard that [ar-thingt 

Cleopatra drank pearls, they say, but here she is outvied. 
If pork they wish, they've guiiua pigs; if beef, the xUmt 

Their drink is pure oyita d'era, and I have beard it*s tme 
Their servant men are Bills and Franks, their hoiis«nuii1 

.And now, before I end my lay, I ought to make it known 
That though this bank is always Ihninged. each one may 

And ihou^h these bankers care for gold, it never c«n be 

Mxtler-o'-Montt it will be if ever they are wad. 



SBAKESFEARB • 

iw a bank whereon foul road-slush 
e passing one halh need 
■c the familiar sLop-carts do combine 
ore malodorous muck in fetid line, 



r PADDINaTOH. ^^^^^H 

road-slush Sow^ ^^^^^H 
eed to hold one's noas^^^^^^^f 
iris do combine ^^^^^^| 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 
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There drowses heavy Bumble day and night, 

Lulled into stupor to his soul's delight. 

He, with his pompous Paddingtonian kin, 

With well-plumped pocket and with well-filled skin. 

Allows the fetid foul fermenting mass 

To nauseate the souls of all who pass. 

Addendum by Mr, Punch 

Bumble's our " Bottom ** ! — written down an Ass ! 

Punch, October 27, 1883. 



:o:- 



Shakespeare, who knew everything, was aware 
of the coming of Lord Randolph Churchill when 
he wrote — 

•* I am that merry wanderer of the night. 
I jest to Salisbury and make him smile, 
"When I a fat and bean-fed squire beguile, 
Speaking in likeness of a Tory rdle. 
And sometimes lurk I in the Lib*ral*s bowl, 
In very likeness of a Democrat ; 
And when he speaks, against his lips I bob, 
And contradict him with my Tory tale.*' 

Funny Folks, May 5, 18S4. 




THE LIFE AND DEATH OF KING JOHN. 

As long ago as November, 1883, my valued 
friend Mr. T. F. Dillon-Croker, hearing that I con- 
templated publishing a collection of " Parodies and 
. Burlesques," wrote a characteristic letter, gener- 
ously placing his accumulated stores of materials 
at my disposal. How fully and frankly I have 
availed myself of that kind offer may be judged 
from the fact that scarcely a single part of " Paro- 
dies " has appeared which has not contained one, 
or more, contributions furnished by Mr. Dillon- 
Croker. 

In the letter above-mentioned, he remarked : — 
" You may not be aware that the late Mr. Gilbert 
A' Beckettwrote a burlesque on Kinr; John (with the 
benefit of the Act,) 1887, so that irreverence in 
this direction is no novelty. Hubert was acted by 
Edward Wright, afterwards so popular at the 
Adelphi, and who, though often inclined to be 
coarse, made me as a boy laugh more than I have 
ever done since, and Madame Sala (the mother of 
the genial and accomplished G. A. Sala,) was Lady 
Constance. 

Faulconbridge remarks : 

We are two brothers of the same Mama, 
But there are reasons for suspecting ralher, 
By some mistake there was an extra father. 

Arthur, instead of losing his eyes, is condemned to 
have a tooth out, and Hubert enters with a large 
pair of pinchers : 



•• And you'll take out my tooth — If you will, come, 
I'll not resist, here is my tooth by gum !'* 

This, at the present day sounds very insipid, if 
not, irreverent fooling. A' Beckett also turned Man- 
fred into a burlesque ballet opera in 1834. These 
pieces were considered worth publishing, and are 
curious, as shewing the style of composition that 
amused an audience nearly 50 years ago." 

Following up the clue given in this letter, it 
appears that this burlesque was first produced at 
the St. James's Theatre October 29, 1837, when 
the cast was as follows : — 

NATIVES. 

King John the first. (Successor to Richard 

the Second) Mn H. HaU. 

Hubert. (Dentist and Cupper to the Court) Mi . Wright. 

Ruffian. (Attached to Hubert, but a mem- 
ber of the Animal's Friend Society) ... Mr. Hart. 

Faulconbridge, (Illegitimate & bar Sinister) Mr. Gardner 

Robert. (His brother, bar Illegitimate, bat 

Sinister) Mr. Long. 

Prince Arthur. (A royal duodecimo, a pledge 

of afiection taken in by his uncle) MissC. Booth 

Herald. (In accordance with the Times)... Mr. Post. 

Lady Constance. (Wife to her son Arthur's 
father, and mother to Arthur's father's 
sod) ; Madam Sala. 

Lady Elinor. (John's father's widow, and 

Arthur's uncle's mother Mrs. Penaor 

FOREIGNERS. 

King Philip of France (Successor to his 

predecessor) Mr. Sidney. 

Lewis, (Suspected of being the Dauphin) Mr. Moore. 

Chatillon. (Upon speaking and singing 

terms with Philip) Mr. Burnett 

Duke of Austria, (Founder of the Skinner's 
Company, bound in calf, but unlet- 
tered) Mr. Halford 

Cardinal Pandulph . ( Ful I of point) Mr. Brooks. 

Mr. Hall, who impersonated King John, wore a 
chimney cowl as a helmet, surmounted by a 
weather cock, of which the letters N. E. W. S., 
translated, burlesque fashion, became "Naughty 
English Wrongful Sovereign." Undoubtedly the 
best scene in the burlesque is that which treats of 
Hubert and Prince Arthur, the first scene of the 
fourth act in the original. This approaches more 
nearly to a parody of the language of Shakespeare, 
than is usual in most burlesques of his tragedies. 

Scene V. — A Room in a Castle. 

Enter Hubert, with a large pair of pinchers, followed by a 

Ruffian, 

Hubert, Just hold the pinchers, I've got here a vouth, 
And I've got orders to take out his tooth. 



So when I stamp my fool come in and bind him — 
His legs logethel and his aiias behind him. 

Emffaa. I hope [here arn't no gammon in Ihe matter ? 

Hubirt. That's my lookout. What right have you to chattel? 
Vanish! [FiK Ruffian. 

Song. — Hubert. 
Air.— ■' Things hgkt in her Uugliiug lyi," 

There's a tooth in his tittle gum. 

'Tie a pearl a garnet broach within. 
And they say that it out must come, 

'Tis a job, I know, is quite a siu. 
There's a tongue in his little head, 

A tongue that always wags away ; 
Like a clock at the back of a bed. 

Which keeps on tick tick night and day. 

There's a tooth, &c 
Rubtrl. V'oung iad come forth, I've got a word to say. 

E»tir Arthur. 
Arlhar. Hubert, good Hubert, how are you to-day? 
Hubert. I must not listen to his childish chatter, 
For if I do he'll melt my heart like batter. 
Look heie, young Arthur 

(Glues wttiranl.) 
Can you understand 
This paper written in a large text hand ? 
Arthur. Oh, can I read iL Oh, unhappy youth ! 

Must you with pinchers then lake out my tooth ? 
HkUtt. Young boy I must. 
Arthur. And will you! 

H»btrt. Yes I will 

Arthur. Oh, it's too bad — When you were taken ill 
Who was il to Ihe chemist's ran full gallop. 
To get a penny dose of salts and jalap ? 
And when I've seen you, al^er dining out. 
When you've made free at some hot dtinklng bout, 
Have I not always been extremely willing 
To give for soda-water my last shilling I 
And you'll lake out my tooth? If you will, come, 
I'll not resist, here is my tooth, by gutn t 
Hubert. Young boy, I've sworn to do it — do not flinch. 
These instruments must help me at a pinch. 
Come forth. iSlamps.) 
Entrr Ruffian tvith a pewter basin, towel, Srt. 
[TtSugiaH) Do as I bid you. 
Arthur, Hubert stay 

My looth is out, do send that man oway. 
(Ruffian stittt Arthur.) 
Hubirt. Now for the pinchers — now for one bold tug, 
Arthur. Why be so boisterous I will hold my miic? 

For Heaven's sake Hubert send that man away. 
And not a word against it 1 will say. 
HobcTl, your word indeed shall be my law 
My tooth is out, see I will hold my jaw I 
Hubirt. (To Ruffian.) Go stand >rilboul, I by myself will do it. 
Ruffit*. Indeed 'twould make me ill were I to view it. 

[En/ Ruffian. 
Hubtrt. CoiDc, now ptcpatc yourself my gentle youth. 
Arthur, Is there oo plan? 




None hut to lose your tooth, 
, Oh, would that your's good Hubert Hid but ache. 
That I III stop your pain, great plains might take. 
Is this your promise I Hold your tongue, sir, do^ 
. Oh, take my Inuguc, I want my tooth to chew. 
Leave only that, e'en if it be to eal. 
With you good Hubert, some delicious meat. 
Which I have ordered for a little treat. 
Boy, you have touched me hard, as I'm a sinner, 
I'll leave your tooth at least till after dinner. 
Your uncle's heard that dentists who ain't clever 
Will sometimes lock a person's jaw for ever. 
. Hubert, I thank thee. 

Miod you ne'er unfold it. 
Your jaw is safe — be good enough lo hold iL 



A WINTER'S TALE. 

A burlesque of this play was produced at the 
Lyceum Theatre on September 15,1856, entitled 
" Perdita, or the Ronal JSliihaaid, being the 
legend upon which Shakespeare is supposed to 
have founded hi.s WiMtr't Tale," a new and 
original burlesque by William B rough. A 

reproduction of the cast on that occasion wjE 
interest old playgoers : — 
LEONTES {King of SicHia ; a King 

who, in spite of Ihe beiitf lo Ikt con - 

trary, caaM do wrong) . . Mn. S, C, 

POLIXENES{ffiBgc^B'(*y«'a}. Mr. William Brodgh, 
[His first appearance oh einv sbtg^. 
FLORIZEL (All Son and Hiir—dis- 

obtdienl as ussal. but charming as 

ever) Mks. Alfred Mellon (late Miss Woolcar), 

AUTOLYCUS (a Rogue, and it is 

hardly necissan to add, a Vagabond) Mk. J. L. ToOLE. 
Mr. J. G. Shokk. 
Mr. Barrett, 



CAMILLO {a Sicilian Lord) 

ANTIGONUS [a NHtsi) 

THE BEAR (flu Ursa) . 

BLOCUS [an old Shepherd, 
— by everybody but the Auiiemc, idad 
hnoa better— to be Ferdila's Father). 

TIME, BsCHORUS(i'^(omfy'*''W. 
inctuimg, of course, the limt of 



Mr. H. MAJtsHALb 



supposed 



day) 



Ml! 



Harriet Gordon. 



IIERMIONE ILeenles' Queen, always 

elegant, and finally quilt Slalutsqui) 

Mrs. Buckingham Wht 
PERDITA {the So\al Milkmaid) Miss Marie WiLm 
PAULINA [a sltong-mindid Matron ; 

coHsidiiably the biller-half of Anti- 

gijnus) Mrs. Westom. 

In 1S17 Samuel Taylor Coleridge .. 
dramatic poem, entitled " Zapoli/ct, a Chmn 
Tale." to which he prefixed the remark, " The fin 



^^^^^^^^^H ▼ ^^^ ' * 


^^_ 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. aoi 1 


of the following dramatic poem is in humble imita- 


tained was that of the well-known passage descrip- 


tion of the Winter's Tale of Shakespeare." 


tive of the meeting of Antony and Cleopatra on 


Beyond the mere form, however, Zapolya has 


the river of Cydnus, commencing thus : — 


Uttle or no resemblance to Shakespeare's play. 


'• The barge she sal in. like a burnish *d throne, 




Burned on the water ; the poop was beaten gold ; 




Purple the sails, and so perfumed that 


fe^fej^AM 


The winds were love-sick with them ; the oara were 

silver, 
Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and mads 
The water which Ihey boat to follow faster. 






As amorous of their strokes. For her own person. 


KING HENRY V. 


It beggar'd all description : she did lie 
In her pavilion — clo1b-of-gold of tissue — 


ACT IV. 


Oer- picturing that Venus where we see 
The fancy outwork nature : on each side her 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids, 
Wuh divers-colour d fans, whose wind did seem 


PROLOGUE. 


Chorus. 


Now entertain conjecture of a lime 


To Blow the delicate cheeks which they did cool. 
And what they undid did." 


When creeping murmur and the poring daifc 


Fills the wide vessel of the universe. 




From camp to camp through the foul womb nf n%hl 


In the Burlesque Lepidus enquires : — 


The hum of either army stilly sounds. 
That the fixed seolinels almost receive 


TElt me how they met I 


The secret whispers of each others watch : 


Eros. 1 will : And first then you must know that Marc 
Mel Cleopatra drivine in the park. 
The trap she sat in, like the Sun-God's car, 
Shone in the drive, the seats were damask while. 


Fire answers lire, and through theic paly Sames 


Fach battle sees the other's umber'd Face ; 


Steed threatens steed, in high and boasirul neighs 


Piercing the night's dull ear, and from the teoU 


Tawny Ihe rugs, and all bo scented, that 

The swells sniffed curiously. Her whip of silver. 


The armourers, accomplishing the knights. 


With busy hammers closing rivets up, 


Half parasol, which dared the sun ; and flicked 


Give dreadful note of preparation. 


The ponies, which she beat to trot the faster, n 




As amorous of her lash. For her own person 




II beggared all description ; she reclined 


Lord Mayor's Day (1827). 


Upon (hose cushions I've described before, 




Of foaming frothy muslin petticoats. 


Fill Ihe wide kitchens of each livery hall : 


Art's fancy outworks : in the scat behind her 


From pot to spit, to kettle, stew, and pan. 


Sat two quick natty boys, like perky Cupids, 
With while pip'd breeches and pale salmon lops. 


The busy hum of greasy scnlhons sounds, 


Thai the fixed beadles do almost perceive 


To guard whose knees a pretty oilskin apron 


The secret dainties of each others watch. 


They both undid and did. 


Fire answers fire, and through their paly flames 




Each table sees the other's biU of fare : 


Lifi. rare for Anthony 1 


Cook threatens cook in high and saucy vaunt 
Of rare and new-made dishes; confectioners. 


£(01. And when she'd pass'd. young Egypt at the rail* 
Look'd in each other's eyes, tlien after A«r, 
Then gaied about at— well, they knew not what. 
As daied as is ihe poor unlatch -key 'd husband 
Aflei a late carousal, when his spouse. 


Both pastrycooks and fruiterers in league. 
With candied art their rivets closing up. 
Give pleasing notice of a rich dessert. 




Candle in hand, unchains the guardian door ; \ 




So they : so Anthony : who whipped and spurrc-i 
Up to her side, and wH^sftred in her ear 


JSm^lk^ 


-^m™|Wn^^ 


Soft nothings, which, though nothing in themselves. 


.C-Ot-tSfflsiOiXJl 


Lead oft— 




Llpi. Sir. I'm the father of a family. J 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


Never could Tony pretty woman's lip shun, 1 




No wonder he was caught by this Egyptian. 1 


On November ii, 1866, an Extravaganza, foun- 




ded on the above tTagedy,was produced at the Hay- 


In the end, Cleopatra, instead of being stung by 
an asp, as in the tragedy, pretends lo commit 


market Theatre, London, then under the manage- 


ment of Mr. J. B. Buckstone. This burlesque was 


suicide by the use of a Pharoah's serpent. 


entitled " Antony and Cleopatra ; or, His-tory and 




Her-story in a modern nilo-metre," by F. C. Bur- 




nand, and the principal parts were played by Mr. 
and Mrs. Charles Matthews, Mr. Compton, Mr. 


i^^^^a 


Rogers, and Mr. Clark. The best parody it con- 





HAMLET. 

Benjamin C.ssar Redivivus. 

fO» the happy ncoviry of L^rJ BiacBHs/iilJ from an atlack ol 

go-l.) 

Ben Diiiy pntch'd and menckd for to-day. 
Not lilie old Cxsht, dead and turned to clay, 
Will still go on ID his comipling play, 
Not "slop a hole to keep the wind away.'' 
Jw, January i8, 1879. 



The Spaniard's Soliloquv. 
To fight or not to fight, that is (be question. 
Whether 'lis nobler in the mind 
To bear a patient drubbing by the French 
Or take up arms agiunsl old Louis 
And by opposing end him 
And eiterminate the Bourbons? 



Which we were bdin Ic 

'Tis a conaumraalion devoutly to be wished. 

To fight — to beat — perchance to be beat 

Ah ! there's the rub. 

For by our being beat what ills may ci 



The oppressor's wrong, the insolence of office 
When we can still oui liberty mamtain 
With the tare rapier ? 

Who would mind our conslilution being altered 
But that a dread of something mote 
(That Allianri from who^e unholy laws 
No Slate is free) giuulcs the will, 
And makes us ralhet bear these ills we have 
Than fly to olhei* (hat we know not of. 
Tilt Mirror, April 5, 1S33. 



A Fisherman's Solii.oqijy. 
To sniggle or to dibble, ihal's the question 1 
Wbelbet lo bait a hook with worm or bumble. 
Or to take up arms of any sea, some trouble 
To fish, and then home send them. To fly. 10 whip- 
To moor and tic my boat up by Ihe end 
To any wooden post, or natural rock 
We may be near to, on a Presetvation 
Devoutly to be fished. To fly— lo whip- 
To whip t perchance Iwo bteam ; and there's the chub I 

F. C. BtJRNAND. 

As a singular instance of the popularity of 
Hamlet's famous Soliloquy, it may be mentioned 
that a Hebrew version of it was printed in 1880, in 
KoUahoi, a College journal published in Dublin. 



The Danish War. 

[Fram our own Comspoitdnt.) 

Elsinore, May 20, 1S4S. 
The army ut;der General Fortinbras i 

le ought It 



nccept it. A good many intrigues are believed to exist it: 
the Danish Court, and two noblemen named RosencranU, 
and Guildenslem ate suspected of being employed c 
delicate and dangerous mission. Gertrude, the Queen, doet- 
Qol appear to enjoy good health, and rumours are life of 
violent scenes between her and Hamlet. The death ofthfr 
the late Lord Chamberlain does not seem to have been al 
satisfactorily accounted for ; and the consequent derange- 
ment of his daughter, who it appears has been going aboni I 
singing very improper songs, has occasioned a great deal of J 
scandal. The King, however, swills his draught of Rhenish \ 
down as usual, and even had some private theatricals klely. I 
The monarch, however, could not sit out the first piece, aM 'I 
no wonder, for eiifre nous being legitimate it was awfnllj | 
slow. Meantime Hamlet's conduct is quite unaccomiUblc ; ', 
same people hint that he is mad ; and Ilie fact of bis having |j 
got up a cock-and-bull story of a ghost, which he says is 
always walking about with a certam Marshall Stai^ | 
supposed lo be a Pnission ftora the name, would seem to 
countenance the theory. For my own part, whether he be ' 
mad or no, I think his proceedings very stupid and ttiesome. 1 

Tht Man in Ikt Woo/i.— Vol. Ill, 1848, 



MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 
Song. 

iainr,— SicH no more, ladies, sigh no more, 

Men were deceivers evar. 
One foot in sea and one on shore, 

To one thing cooslanl never : 
Then sigh not so, but let them go. 

And be you blithe and bonny. 
Converting all your sounds of woe 

Into Hey nonny. oonny. 

Sing DO more ditties, sing no moo. 

Of dumps so dull and heavy : 
The fraud of men was ever so. 

Since summer &rst was leafy . 
Then sigh not so, Ac. 



Rail no more. Tories, rail no mori 

Whigs are but asses ever. 
Od land, on wave, on sea, on short 
All rascals of white liver. 
Then rail not so. 
But let ihem go. 
And be you blithe and bonny. 
CoDverling sounds of wrath and w 
Into hey Ninny I nonny, 

Sing merry ditties, and no mo 
Of lumps so dull and heavy ; 

The heads of Whigs were ever SO, 

Since summer first was leavy, 

Then rail not so. Sic. 

Blarkweadi Magaiiiu, July, iSij. 



Sigh no more, dealers, sigh no more, 

Shares were unslable ever. 
They often have been down before, 

Tben aigh noi so. 

Soon up they'll go, 

And you'll be blithe and funny. 

Converting all }'Our notes of woe 
Itllo hey, money, money. 

Write no more letters, write no mo 

On stocks so dull and heavy. 

Al times on 'Change 'tis always so. 

When bears a Iribule levy. 

Then sigh not so, 

And don't lie low. 

In sunshine yoa'U make honey. 

Converting all yonr notes of woe 
Into hey money, money. 
Puiuh. September iZ. 1867. 



THE TEMPEST. 

" The Enchasted Isle ; or Raising the Wind 
on the most approved principles ; a Drama without 
the smallest claim to Legitimacy, Consistency, 
Probability, or anything else but absurdity ; in 
which will be found much that is unaccountably 
coincident with Shakespeare's 'Tempest.'" This 
burlesque, written by the Brothers R. B. and W. 
Brough, was first performed at the Adelphi Theatre, 
London, on Monday, November 26, 1S48. Be- 
yond the general foundation of the plot, it contains 
no parodies of Shakespeare, but is full of allusions 
to the political revolutions and events of 1848, and 
has many parodies of songs which were then 
popular, but which are now, for the most part, 
obsolete- It was no doubt a very amusing bur- 
lesque, having a good deal of lively music, songs, 
and dances, and the cast was a powerful one, 
including Paul Bedford, Miss Woolgar, Madame 
Celeste, and O. Smith. It was afterwards revived 
at the Haymarket Theatre, when Miss P. Horton, 
Mrs. Fitzwilliam, Mr. Buckslone, Mr. Rogers, and 
Mr. Clark performed the leading parts. The 
following amusing parody of the Ghost-scene in 
" Hamlet" was spoken as a 

Pboi.ocue. 

Scene — rifriuniitig varioui iUmlralient of tht 'He of 

Shahispiiin. 

Entir tht Ghost of Shakespiiare, follemd bf the Popular 

CoUEUiAS. Thi Ghost facts round tht slagt. 



P. Com. Whilhei will thou lead me? 

Speak — I'll go no farther. 
Ckoil. Mark me I 



P. Com. 1 will. 

Givst. I am old Shukespeue's spirit, 

Doomed for a certain term to walk the earth. 

And on the stage draw tolerable houses, — 

Till by the tmtt of a. discernitig age, 

For monster drums and Ethiopian bards 

Driven to make a way ; but that I am forbid 

To charm (he public is not what ha<> caused 

My troubled spirit to levisil earth : 

I can a title unfold of recent wrongs, 

Who.te lightest word would harrow up a soul 

Of gut la- perch a laughness — freeze thy blood — 

Make thy two eyes like cabs start from their stands — 

And each particular orb to roll and stretch 

Like pictures of the fretful hippopotamus 

At the Zoological t List 1 List I oh, list I 

If e'er thou did'sl old Stratford William love— 

P. Com. Good gracious I 

Ghost. Revenge his foul and most unnaluial murder. 

P. Com. Murder? 

Ghost. Murder most foul I've been accustomed 10 — 
And in the ordinary way don't mind it — 
But this most foul, strange and unnatural — 

P. Com. Haste me to know it, that t. 

With wings as swift as carrier pigeon on the Derby 

Day, 
May sweep to my revenge. 

Gkost. I find thee apt ;— 

And duller shouldst thou be than the dead cats 
That rot in countless shoals on Thames's banks, 
Did'sl thou not stir in this^— You've seen iny 
"Tempest ? " 

P. Com, Some time ago. 

Ghost. Ah — welt — 'twas given out ihal — (pardon me, 

A ghost must have his fcelii^) — rumour reached me, 
That the whole ear of Lon£iQ 
Was by a forged process of my "Tempest " 
Rankly abus'd— «nd know, thou noble youth — 
With serpents and Itomboaes disguised, my piece 
Now scares the town. 

P. Com. O, my prophetic soul I the opera I 

Ghost. Aye, that most queer and het'rogeneous dish, — 
With witchcraft and old fairy tales dress'd up,— 
(Singular taste I that could on Shakespeare graft 
Old " Mother Bunch ") bringing to " Tom 

Thumb's " level 
The plot of my most seejniog perfect play. 
Oh. gracious I what a dreadful sight was there 
.For me, or any other anxious parent I 
My tricksy .^ mi in a ballet skirt — 
The fairy of a Christmas pantomime ! 
My Caliban — a melodrama villain — 
Bearing Miranda off— (slol'n incident 
From GriHdeffin the " Miller and his Men I ") 
And then resorting to an ancient scheme 
From " Hariequin and the Three Wishes" borrowed 
Oh horrible I oh horrible !— most horrible !— 
If thou hasi nature in thee, bear it not — 
Do something, please — I'm not particular what — 
But soft —an odour wafts along the wall— 
Methinks I scent an early breakfast stall. 
I must get home— i'm not allowed a key- 
Adieu I adieu! adieu I remember me? 

{Exit. 



Memory holds seat 'neath [his distracted tile, 
I will avenge thee tor this oultage vile, 
But how? Stop I yes — " The Enchanted Isle." 
Beat them on their own grouod, the play's the thing. 
We'll out-butleaquc them I— Ho 1 there I Promp- 
ter, ting 1 

From this it will be seen that aomething m the 
nature of an apology was deemed necessary for 
thisburles'iue on 'TAe Tempett" and more recently 
when Mr. Burnand produced his'Mrif/," there was 
an angry discussion in the press, in which many 
maintained that it was not in good taste, nor was 
it advisable for the credit of our stage, that this 
beautiful play (supposed to have been the last 
written by Shakespeare), should be thus irreverently 
treated. On page 144 of "Parodies" will be 
found extracts from this correspondence. " Ariel" 
was produced at the Gaiety Theatre, in October, 
1883, and though a very harmless burlesque in 
itself, and in far better taste than the Broughs, 
"Enchantfd I»le," it was received with many signs of 
disapprobation, and had but a short run. There 
was nothing very original, nor very comical, in the 
conception of I'rospero aa a magiciai), entirely 
dependent upon his conjuring apparatus 
without which he was absolutely powerless, whilst 
as to the plot, it was that of the "Tempe»t " with 
modern variations cut to a comic pattern, and 
represented by a clever company, among whom 
were Miss Phyllis Broughton as Ferdinand, Miss 
Farren as Ariel, Miss Harcourt as the Captain, Mr. 
Wyatt as Sebastian, and Mr. Elton as Caliban. 
The burlesque teemed with popular allusions, and 
the Fisheries Exhibition, naturally, was not in high 
favour ; there were some lively songs, and, of 
course, plenty of dances for Miss E. Farren, and 
Miss Connie Gilchrist. 



Akjel siiigs~- 

» Where the bee sucks, there suck I ; 

In a cowslip's bell I lie ; 
There I couch when owls do cry, 
On the bals back I do fly 
After summer merrily. 
Merrily, merrily shsll I live now 
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 

Parody sung by J. P. Harley in Planche's Sleeping 
Beautu, Covent Garden, April so, 1S40. 

Who would be Great Grand Lord High } 
All the bkme on him must lie ; 
Everywhere for him they cry 
^^^ Up and down stairs he must fly — 

^^L After all loYla verily !— 

^^H Verity I Verily I— Few cuuld live now 
^^^H Uodei Ihe honours beneath which 1 bow t 




Are melted into air, into thin air: 
And, like the baseless fa.blic of this vision. 
The cloud-capp'd lowers. Uie gorgeous paUe«, 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself. 
Yea, all which i( inherit shaJl dissolve 
And, like this insubBtantiai pageaol faded. 
Leave not a rack behind. 

It is possible that this passage was suggested I 
Shakecpeare by some lines in Lord Stiriij^ 
Tragtdie of Darius, 1604 : — 

Those golden pallaces, those gorgeous halles. 

With foumitute super Suouslie faire ; 
Those stKtetie courts, those sky encountriDg miles, 
Evanish all like vapours in the aire. 

End of the Pakodirs. 
Oirn parodies are ended. These oui au 
As we foretold you, were all Spirit^ and 
Are melted into air, into thin air. 
And, like the baseless fabric of these versO^ ' 
The Critic's puff, the Trade's advertisement. 
The Patron's promise, sod the World's appUns 
Yea, all the hopes of poets,, — shall dissolve. 
And, like this insubslacitial fable fated. 
Leave not a gtoal behind ! 
Poithttmoaa Parodiei, i3i4. 



A Few Parodies of Detached Passages. 
" Flirtinc.'" 
(After Por(tfl.> 
The quality of flirting is not strained ; 
II droppeth like the gentle rain front beavea 
Upon the favoured ones. It ts twice blest : 
It blesses her that flirts, and him that's flirted wi 
It profiteth the husband better than 
His daeds ; and he becomes in truth renowned 
The lime his wife doth gad about and flirt 
With men. It's miehtiesi in the ugliest. Oh i 
It is the attribute of love itself ; 
And wives do think themselves most loved when I 
Do drive or walk with other man than ihey 
Who are their lawful husbands. Bnl. O wi^I 
Though ioviQg be thy plea, remember tliis. 
That flirting doth beget unto the pair 
A reputation far from enviable. 
Scraps, July, iBBs- 

SoNO from j. R. Planchi's extravagarua, "Ft 

(1S43), sung by Miss 1'. Horlon u Pbrtmnio :- 

Tell me, tell me . , 



Our revels now are coded. These our 
As 1 foretold you, were all spiiiti and 



New, d'ye fancy bread ? 
Smoking hot from oven red 
Or prefer you stale instead ? 
Reply, reply, reply. 



Lines spoken by F. Robson as Prinu Rithcra/t in J, 
Planche's exlravagania, "The Discreet Princess," | 
duced at the Olympic Theatre, December a6, 1S55 : — 
Ha 1 I remember a low sort of shop 
Where ihey sold peppermint and lollipop, 



sickly hue ; 
And thought if one for poison had a whim 
'rheie liveid a seedy chup would sell it him, 
And prove the IruUi that brief inscription bore 
tor in his coffin he would "cough no more I " 



Well, don't cry, my little liny lioy. 
With hey, ho. Iht mind and Ike tail 

Amuse yourself, and break some 
Par tlu ram il rainelh every day 






Alas, for the grass on papa's estate, 

With hiy. ho, tki wind and thi miH, 
He'll have to buy hay at an awful rale. 

For Ihi rain il raiiulh every day. 
Mamma, she cati't go out for a drive, 

H'ifi hey. ho, the wind and the rain. 
How cross she gets abonl four or five, 

fbr the rain H rainelh niiry day. 
If I were you I'd be off lo bed, 

Wilk hty. ho, the mind and Ike rain, 
Ot the damp will give you a cold in the head, 

Fhr the rain il rainelh iMry day, 
A great while ago this song was done, 

Wilh key, ho. the aind and the rain. 
And I, for one, cannot see it's fun, 

Bnl Ihe Dvces' and thi CoiUert* sin — Ihiy say. 
lS6o. SHtRLEV BaooKs, 



i Epigkah. 

VouNO friend, for Cydus's sake forbear 
To bite the dust that's ever near. 
Blest is (he man avoids the stones. 
And curst is he that breaks his bones. 



The same volume contains several imitations of 
Shakespeare's sonnets in praise of the pleasures of 
bicycle riding. 

" The First SrniNG of the Committee on the 
Proposed Monument to Shakspeare, careftiUy 
taken in shorthand by Zachary Craft, amanuensis 
to the Chairman." 

"Came in shadows — jo depart." — Macbeth. 

Chehenhara. Printed for G. A. Williams, 1823, 
This little volume of 88 pages contains the sup- 
posed remarks of the following individuals : — The 
Chairman, a member of the Committee, and the 
skadet of Aristotie, Longinus, -Eschylus, Euripides, 
Aristophanes, Plautus, Terence, Lope de Vega Del 

• Tha well-kDown Sta«k«p«riBn uammvutlton. 



Carpio, Moli^re, Milton, Dryden, Pope, Thomson, 
Voltaire, Diderot, D'Alembert, La Harpe, Gray, 
Garrick, Mad«noiselle Claison, Warburton, John- 
son, Malone, Stoevens, Susanna Shakespeare, John - 
a-Combe, Alfien, R. B. Sheridan, Porson, and a 
number of other leas distinguished persons. Very 
few of the remarks are either witty or clever, nor 
have they many of the characteristics of the 
personages to whom they are ascribed. 



Coriolanus Travestie, by J. Morgan, was pro- 
duced in Liverpool in 184C, and a burlesque of 
King Lear, entitled. King Queer and his Daughters 
Three, was played at the Strand Theatre, London, 
in 1855. It will therefore be seen that travesties 
have been written upon nearly every one of 
William Shakespeare's Tragedies, and that not even 
his comedies, orhistorical plays, have quite escaped 
burlesque. The enumeratiim here given is probably 
incomplete, as many burlesques which have been 
produced in provincial towns, and some which have 
been played in London, enjoyed loo short a run to 
obtain the advantage of being printed. 

Before closing this chapter on the buriesques of 
Shakespeare, the following remarks on the subject 
which appeared in Tht Daily News, of October 
25, 1884, may be quoted : — 

Few more striking proofs could be given ot the great 
and growing popularity of the theatre than the most 
recent fluctuations of stage humour. The eiperience of 
Ihe present thus far con&rms the judgment formed during 
the two preceding seasons, thai the comic element m stage 
representation has undergone an imporlanl mutation both 
in motive and in method. Fun is aimed at, and probahly 
achieved, as frequently as of yore ; but tile kind of fun 
and the means employed lo produce it are entirely 
diflereni, and possible only under the new conditions of 
the theatre. Only a few years ago, when London bad 
comparatively few theatres, and supported, after a fashion, 
(wo opera-houses, the theatrical world filled a ludicrously 
small space in English life. 

Only when Ihe public are so keenly interested in the 
dramatic world as they are at present could success attend 
the profuse introduction of personal parody or caricature 
into the lightest of stage plays. It would be poor 
fun to present an elaborate caricalare of a serious 
actor to a spectator wbo knew little, and cared less 
about him, and probably bad not seen bim in (he 

fiart more especially selecled for ridicule. Recent bur- 
esque or travesty depends almost entirely for success 
upon such caricature, and assumes perfect knowledge of 
all the mannerisms of prominent actors and actresses. 
The art of inverting a noble siory so that it may appear 
grotesque occupies quite a secondary position in the cate- 
gory of effects. It would not, for instance, be considered 
mnny at this present juncture to travesty (be Venetian 
Senate into policemen drinking pots of porter, and Othello 
himself into a ne^ro, with plantation songs, dances and 
accent. Nor would it be thought amusing to dress Shy- 
lock with three hats upon his bead, and make bim itt (ba 
intervals of the Trial Scene try to sell cigars (o the young 
Venetians present in court. Yet this is preciseli{ -Kb,».v, 



Frank Talfonrd, tha great master of the word torturing 
acbool, and the iaventor oi the a(!glutiDate system of 
punaiag. did. Henry ]. Byron, too. made perhaps his 
greatest burlesque hit in 7'hi Lady of Lyons by making up 
Beauseant as Napoleon III. and Claude Melnctte as 
Napoleon I. Again, Talfourd in The Merckmt of Vmke 
Frisrrvid wrote amaziD);ly funny dialogue and songs for 
Robson. but depended in no kind of way upon imitations 
of Charles Kean and Phelps, which Robson could have 
done to perfection. What would now be required in 
Otkttto would be a low-comedy imitation of Signer Salvini 
with an lago made up like Mr. Irving, and a Desdemona 
who could at least give a general impression of Miss 
Elleh Terry, We are not propounding that the words 
should be witless and senseless, all that we maintain Is 
that tbe caricaturists would in theatrical parlance " get 
all the laughs." An instance in point is that tbe song of 
the hermit in Fao) CItiwdian neatly written by Mr. 
Burnand, and capitally sung by Mr. E. D. Ward, ahhougb 
received with hearty merriment, by no means threw the 
audience into the convulsions provoked by Mr. Toole's 
appearance as Mr. Wilson Barrett. It is not the perver- 
OD of motive and character, not the curious piling of 



the sur&ce peculiarities of the serious artist, such as those 
of the Misses Linden in Silvir Guilt. Stagi Dora, and Pam 
ClawditK, in which by turns Miss Eastlake, Hadoma 
Sarah Bernhardt, and Mrs. Bernard Beere went parodied 
with exceeding cleverness. It is only a few nights since 
Miss Farren " brought down the house " by her brilliant 
caricature of Mr. Kyrle Bellew, as Gilbert Vaughan in 
CiUii Back. 

The amusement lo be obtained from putting conntarfeit 
presentments of statesmen, lawyers, and soldiers upon the 
stage has been forbidden in theatres properly so-called, 
and is only endured in music-halls in a modified shapo. 
Plenty of fun in the worst possible taste coold be pro- 
duced by this ancient expedient, but as public opinion and 
police reasons forbid it. recourse is bad to tbe device of 
hoisting the histrion with bis own petard. All the dcTci 
devices of bis own art, all his mysteries of " make-np,'' 
and his talent for characterization, are devoted to the 
object, not of parodying either Shakespeare or Sardon, 
but the aspect of their creations embodied by the foremost 
artists at present on the stage. 




Isaac Watts, D.D., 

Born at Southampton in 1674. Died J^ovember 25, 1748. 



Against Idleness and Mischief. 

How doth the little busy bee 

Improve each shining hour, 
And gather honey all the day 

From every opening flower. 

How skillfully she builds her cell. 
How neat she spreads the wax, 

And labours hard to store it well 
With the sweet food she makes. 

In works of labour or of skill 

I would be busy loo ; 
For Satan finds some mischief still 

For idle hands to do. 

In books, or work, or healthful play. 

Let my first years be past ; 
That I may give for every day 

Some good account at last. 

Dr. WkTis. 



The flea, so called because it always " 6eei " the foe, it 
m industrious insect, and has been imiuoitftliced by Dr. 
rVhat's-his-name in those beautiful lines (mmm-..*!..- . 



How doth the busy little flea 

Improve each starry night. 
And gather food from you and me 

With all bis little might 
How skilfully it hops amy, 

When it we try to squeeze ; 
And wails until the close of day 

Its hunger lo appease. 

The flea may be said to come under the denomination of 
"game," being eagerly hunted by various aniw^ ,], ,nj 
especially by woman. To see a woman flea-hunting is a 
never-to-be-fo^otten sight. What ardour glistens in bcr 
eyes I what determination is shown in ber month t It it 
probably the only time in a woman's life when sb* doeni 
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low, or doesn't care, whether her back-hair is up or down ; 
id if she does catch the flea, the pride of the successful fox- 
inter is small in comparison with hers. 

The flea's favourite song is " Put me in your little bed. 



Hymns for Children. 

How doth the ever busy wasp 
Improve the shining hour ; 

His object ever is to grasp 
The sweets of fruit and flower. 

To dip his beak into the peach, 
To pierce the ripen'd plum ; 

To suck whatever is in reach, 
To sting whoe'er may come. 

So, children, you should ne*er forget 
This insect's happy toil ; 

Before you his example set. 
And what you can't eat, spoil. 

PHHckf September 25, 1852. 



The Northern Bee. 

How doth the busy Russian B te 

Improve the darkened hour. 
And kindly hope it will not see 

The fall of England's power. 

How skillfully it frames the ** sell,'' 

Forgives Crimean whacks, 
And owns John Bull does pretty well 

Whate'er he imdertakes. 

So now, let Russia, with a will. 

The works of peace pursue ; 
For Satan finds some mischief still 

For soldier-States to do. 

In laying down the Iron Way, 

Be her next century passed, 
And then, who knows, the world may say- 

** She's civilised at last'* 



Punch, October 10, 1857. 



Convivial Song. 
To be sung Sloughly, and with expression. 

How doth the dizzy Disraeli 

Improve the dining hour. 
And draw the long bow fearlessly 

To show his elbows power. 

How neatly he prepares the sell. 

How deftly cooks the facts ! 
And for what others have done well. 

Himself the credit takes. 

What perils with what art and skill 
He's pulled the country through 1 

What wonders will his India Bill, 
If we believe him, do ! 

So with the farmers he makes hay 

Ere yet his Sun be past ; 
For though e'en Dizzies have their day. 

Not long that day can last. 

Punch, June 19, 1858. 

[This appeared shortly after Mr. Disraeli had been addressing the 
ectors 01 Slough.] 



On a Bee I've Bee(n) to. 

How doth the lively Spelling Bee 

Delight the evening hour. 
And bother folks of each degree — 

Sweet maids and spinsters sour. 

Hard names that few have ever heard 
Are bandied round pell-mell ; 

And NuTTALL finds some crack-jaw words 
That not all folks can spell 

With Butter, Mavor, Vyse, each day, 
Let my spare time he pass'd ; 

So at the Spelling Bee I may 
Win some nice prize at last. 

Judy, March 15, 1876. 

[Published when the mania for Spelling Bees was at its height. 



Chap. I. — On Industry. 

With what singular persistency of purpx>se does that 
diminutive and laborious creature, the Bee, turn to account 
every minute of sunshine I The construction of her cell is 
a marvel of insect architecture ; and if vou were to attempt to 
spread wax with the same neatness ana regularity, you would 
no doubt fail in the most ignominious manner. At least, I 
know I should ; for I was only the other day sealing a letter 
when I burned my fingers dreadfully. I am aware that 
bee's-wax is not sealing-wax ; but still if I had used bee's-wax 
to fasten my envelope, I daresay I should have made just 
as bad a mess of it, or worse. Then again, look how the 
Bee labours to store those octagonal chamber^ with the 
saccharine food she is all the day gathering from roses, 
tulips, candytuft, pelargoniums, pansies, pinks, hollyhocks, 
fuchsias, heliotropes, marigolds, dahhas, begonias, lupines, 
lilies, dafiydowndillies, and, in short, every opening flower. 
I can't help thinking that if the whole of one's time was 
passed in books or work, or even healthy athletic pastimes, 
such, for example, as hop-scotch, dominoes, tossing the 
caber, knurr and spell, coddams, cricket, rounders, peg-top, 
prisoner' s-base, noughts-and-crosses. Aunt Sally, cribbage, 
nine-pins, Indian clubs, fly-the-garter, boxing, balancing 
tobacco-pipes on the tip of one's nose, skimming half-pence 
at cats or attic windows, turning Catharine wheels in the 
road, or putting the stone, we might haply give as good an 
account of every day as our Uttle friend the Bee could do, if so 
reauired. (Since the foregoing was committed to manuscript, 
I nave met with some similar ideas in verse, by a l5r. 
What's-his-name. I do not, however, think it necessary or 
desirable to cancel my own original reflections on a subject 
which, after all, is quite open to anybody.) 

Punch, 



Dr. Watts on Asthma. 
( Fide Advertisement, ) 

How doth the little busy wheeze 
Augment from hour to hour, 

And gather " stuffiness *' all day. 
With forty ** bad-cold " power I 

How skilfully it clogs each cell, 

How strongly it attacks I 
And labours hard both cad and swell 

To lay upon their backs. 



n calls for all the doctor's skill— 

Apolhccary'5 loo^ 
And Salan finds decoctions still 

For 'prentice hands to brew. 
Funny fb7*(, July 21. 1877. 



A Simple Rhvme f 



I 



How doth ihe busy rarllament 

Improve each shining hour, 
By lalkiDg, talking, night and day, 

With IweDty-magpe power. 
How doth the savage Gladslone rise 

Ambition lo pursue. 
And rave of Ru&sia, India, and 

Of Afghanistan loo. 
How doth Ibc ftngty Radical 

Delight to bittk and shriek ; 
How oft he tries a lion's roar, 

And only makes a squeak. 
How doth Ihe loyal Englishman 

All snarling curs deride, 
And in the present Government 

Implicitly confide. 



An Old Friend with a Nkw Face. 
{After Doctor Watts.) 



How doth the honest Land-Le^:^ man 

Improve each shining hour, 
An' gather money all the day 

Wid all his might an* power ! 
How carefully be guards his s/II, 

How neatly showers his wliarhs. 
An' labours hard to please Pabnell, 

An' dodge the law's attacks I 

No works of labour lax our skill. 

Yet we'll be busy t< 
The Land- League ha; 

Our idle hands caa 
In Boycotting an' suchlike play. 

Let all our daya be past. 
Begorra! we may have to pay 



ig account at last ! ! 



yudf, March q, 1881. 



Wai 



' Humourous Poems. 



How doth the Utile crocodile 

Improve his shining tail, 
And pour the waters of Ihfl Nile 

On every golden scale I 
How cheerfully he seems to grin, 

How neatly spreads his claws, 
And welcomes little fishes in 

With gently smiling jaws ! 



The Little Mosquito. 

How doth the little Mosquito 

Detighi to buzi and bite, 
And make the terrors of the day 

Ten times as bad at night. 
How buiiily (busily) it flils on wing, 

And 'lighting on your nose. 
It makes you fed its quick, sharp sling 

When you're trying for to doie. 
How skilfulty-it dodges round ; 

And when you try lo " bust ' it. 
Flies away and likes 10 see 

And hear how you have cuas'd it. 
But ihank the Lord the time will come 

When they'll have no work to do, 
And you will find they're " busied some," 

And Mosquitoes will be few. 
So go yoDt way and rest conleni, 

Tbal Ihcy away have " flew," 
But mind thai by this time ncit year 

They'll Bed sumework to do. 



The Coal-holb Top, 

How doth the little coal'hole lop 

Its slipperiness disguise. 
And feet on bootless errands send 

So often to the skies .' 
The lilde schoolgirl steps on it 

With an elastic gait ; 
Bui ere she can step off again 

She sils upon her slale. 
The little hoy with pail of milk. 

Treads on it "'just in play." 
He sees some stars. The passers-by I 

Gaie on the "milky way,"* 
The belle, with rich embellishment, 

Comes up with mincing tread. 
Her shoes are made of best French k 

Her stockings clocked with red. 
The big policeman, proud, erect, 

Wilh gum shoes on his feet, 
EKsguises it with confidence. 

How quick he's off his beat I 
The granger with bis cowhide boots ; 

" By ihtmder 1 Did you see 
How spry thai little iron thing 

Got out from under me." 
No matter whal the siie of feet. 

Nor with what they are shod, 
The coal-hole top has never yet 

Wilh uprightness been trod. 



/ Press Flashes, iSSl. 



e Wheel World Annual. 1S80, 



■'Doctor Watts'' Impmvbd. 
(From a Seasidt Lodgir.) 

How doth Ihe Utile busy Flea. 

Disturb each si ten I hour. 
And all night long, most wickedly 

Our wearied limbs devour. 
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How cruelly he breaks our rest, 
How wroth he makes us wax, 

When, jumping from his hidden nest, 
He bites our tender backs. 

Now, had it been in works like these 
That my first years were past, 

I must have come, like little Fleas, 
To no good end at last. 

For so, the little cruel Flea, 
By those who would have slept, 

Will — drowned, or burnt, or headless be, 
Unpitied and unwept. 

Punch, October 18, 1884. 



Children's Corner. 

How doth the very Bizzy B.* 
Improve each shining hour, 

Annexing isles in every sea 
To cripple England's power 

How skilfully he plans his schemes. 
How well he times each blow, I 

While in his chair Lord Derby dreams 
That all is comme il faut ! 

Possessed of such a dauntless will 
Would we'd one Bizzy too, 

Or Satan find less mischief still 
For Libeials hands to do. 



How skilfully he wheels around, 
And maidens makes afraid ; 

He loves to clear the picnic ground. 
And roll in marmalade ! 

The whispered charm of lover's talk 
He'll stop without ado ; 

The Vicar's sermon he will balk. 
And sting the Vicar too ! 

On cake or fruit or window pane, 
On pie or mutton chops, 

He'll sharply sting and come again — 
The wobbling, wily wops ! 

Punch, September 15, 1883. 



Moonshine, January 1885. 



Thb Bee. 

How doth the gorging greedy Bee, 

Destructive little brute, 
Hum all day long from tree to tree. 

And spoil the choicest fruit ! 

Behold how deep she scoops a cell. 
When peaches she attacks. 

In nectarines and pears as well. 
How big a hole she makes ! 

Likewise to eat and drink my fill, 

I should be happy too ; 
For Nature has disposed me still 

But little else to do. 

In prog and grub, by turns with play, 

Might all my life be past. 
Till I. perhaps, should come to weigh 

Good fourteen score at last. 



Punch t October 9. 1875. 



The Wops. 

How doth the wobbling, wily wops 
Improve each shining hour ! 

Within the peach he slyly stops, 
And stings with all his power 1 



*Prince Bismarck. 



THE VARIATION HUMBUG. 

There is perhaps more Humbug talked, printed, 
and practised in reference to Music than to any. 
thing else in the world, except Politics. And of all the 
musical humbugs extant it occurs to Mr. Punch that the 
Variation Humbug is the greatest. This party has not 
even the sense to invent a tune for himself, but takes 
somebody else's, and starting therefrom as an acrobat 
leaps from a spring board, jumps himself into a musical 
reputation on the strength of^ the other party's ideas. 
Mr. Punch wonders what would be thought of a poet who 
should try to make himself renown by this kina of thing 
— taking a well- known poem of a predecessor's, and doing 
Variations on it after this fashion : — 

BuGGiNs's Variations of the Busy Bee. 

How doth the Little Busy Bee 

Improve each shining hour, 
And gather honey all the day 

From every opening flower. 

From every opening flower, flower, flower, 

That sparkles in a breezy bower. 

And gives its sweetness to the shower, 

Exhaling scent of gentle power. 

That lasts on kerchief many an hour. 

And is a lady's graceful dower. 

Endeared alike to cot and tower. 
Round which the little Busy Bee 

Improves each shining hour. 
And gathers honey all the day 

From every opening flower, 

From every opening flower, flower, flower, 

From every opening flower. 

How skilfully she builds her cell. 
How neat she spreads her whacks, 

And labours hard to store it well. 
With the sweet food she makes. 
With the sweet food she makes, 
With the sweet food she makes, makes, makes, 
When rising just as morning breaks, 
The dew-drop from the leaf she shakes, 
And oft the sleeping moth she wakes, 
And diving through the flower she takes, 
The honey with her fairy rakes. 
And in her cell the same she cakes, 
Or sports across the silver lakes, 
Besides her children, for whose sakes. 

How skilfully she builds her cell, 
How neat she spreads her wax. 

And labours hard to store it well 
With the sweet food she makes. 



In works of labour or of skill, 

I would be Duay too, 
For Satan finds some mischief 9UU 
For idle bands to do, 
for idle hands to do, 
For idle hands to do, do, do. 
Things which thereafter Ihey will rue. 
When Justice fiercely doth pursue. 
Or conscience raises Cry and Hue, 
And evil-doers took quite blue. 
When Peelers run with loud halloo. 
And Magistrates put on the screw. 
And then the wretch exclaims, Boo-boo. 
In worksof labour or of skill 

I wish rd busied too. 
For Satan's found much mischief still 
For my two hands to do. 
There ! Would a Poet get much reputation for these 
Variations, which are much ttetter in their way than most 
of those built upon tunes. Would the poetical critics 
come oul, as the musical criticsdo, with " Upon Watts's 
marble inundation Busgin's has raised a sparkling 
alabaster palace;'' or, ''The old-fashioned Watts 
has been brought into new honour by the ilinciilaHt 
BuGGiNS; " or "We love the old tune, but we have 
room in onr hearts fur the fairy-like fountains of bird- 
song which BnaciMS has bid start from it.'' Mr. Psnch 
has an idea that Buggins would have no such luck ; the 
moral to be deduced from which fact is, that a Musical 
Prig is luckier than a. Poetical Prig. 
Punih. Fehmary 2, 1861, 



AOAINST QtlAItRELl.lNa AND FlUttTII 

Let di^ delight to bark and bite, 

For liod hath made them bo, 
Let hears and lions growl and fight, 
For 'tii their oalute to. 



But, children, you should nevt 
Such angi; passions rise ; 

Vonr little hands were never r 
To tear each other's eyes. 



let 






Switzerland. 



Address TO THE Quajir 

Let canine uiiiniiU delight in mutual barkings, and 
in reciprocating injuries with their fangs ; for it is their 
natural disposition in this manner (o gratify their ferocity. 

Let creatuies of the ursine and feline tribes employ 
themselves in growling and contention; since they ore so 
conitiiuted as to take pleasure iu these occupations, fiul 
ytn^ who, among ihe great European family may be calle^l 

nstructed for Ihe laceration 
]{ vision, 
Pmeh, December 11, 1847, 



Whigs in their coiy lacrths agree 

And 'tis a sorry sight 
When independent men we sec 

Fall oul and fume and fight. 



Let Broom* delight to bark and bite || 

Foe Campbeli. riles him so j 1 
Let Irish members bounce and light. 

For 'tis their nature to. 

But RoEBDCK, you should never let 1 

Your angry passions rise ; 1 

Youi little hands were never meant j 



t Re) 



NSTRANCE FROM 



d bite, 



Let Austria delight to bark 

And snap olT Kossuth's nc 
Let Prussia's King, against all right. 

Tread hard on Freedom's iocs ; 
Bui Nicholas should never let 

A love of conquest rise ; 
His gory hands were never nuule 

To tear out the Suit; 
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Rational Rkmonsti 



4 



Let peaceful Bright in speech delight 
That charms the Cotton crew : 

Let COBDEN rather trade than light, 
For 'lis his business to. 



Such weakness but disgusts Jobn I 
And makes his monkey rise. 
pHHih, July 29, 1854. 



Let I^ids delight to bark and bit^lfl 
They've nothSig else to do j 

Let Whigs and Tories growl and £ 
For 'tis iheir nature to. 

But Liberals, you should nevei 
Escape your passions dire, 

^'our little wits were never meant 
To set the Thames on die. 

Kings on their gilded thrones AtT'^^M 
But 'tis a shocking sight, ' 

When all St. Stephen's family 
Fall oul with Lowe and BnghL 

Then keep your tempers if you can, 

On Tories wreak your hate. 
And dance a Radical cancan 

O'er prostrate Church and SUts. J 
mil-o'-lhe-Wisf, May 21, 1869, 



li U quite u tms to lacl h 
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Birds in their little nests agree 
'Tis true. But what about ? 

They all agree in trying hard 
To turn each other out. 

• 

Let dogs delight to bark and bite, 

For *tis their nature to ; 
Then don't complain if some fine day 
They bark and bite at you. 

When shiues the sun, and rain is past, 
Make hay, get in your crops ; 

But what the Dickens must oae do. 
Suppose it never stops ? 

The early bird, the proverb says, 
The early worm devours ; 

Then lest you'd be that early worm, 
Abandon early hours. 

Alas for childhood's early faiths ! 

Comparing old with new ; 
I like the latter quite as well, 

And think them just as true. 

Tlu Tonbridgian, April, 1873. 



H. M. 



** In my opinion there's only one policy worth a 
ducat ! " 

**And that, Benjamin," I ask in my captivating way, 
•*is ?" 

"Pointedly expressed in the following lines of the 
poet : — 

" Let Rads delight to bark and bite. 

For God has made 'em so ; 
Let Butts and Biggars growl and fight. 

For 'tis their nature to ; 
But Hardy, you must never let 

llie landed gentry rise 
To see the games that I am at 

Beneath their nose and eyes.** 

Benjamin D His Little Dinner, 1876. 



Watts the Matter ? 
(Ivord Marcus Beresford.) 

Oh, Marcus ! you should never let 

Your angry passions rise, 
Nor at a money-lender get, 

And try to black his eyes. 
One hundred pounds may not be dear 

For joys so simply gay ; 
Yet still to most it will appear 

A tidy sum to pay I 

Yorick, 1877. 



Gibes and " Germs." 

\A respectful Remonstrance addressed to ProfbssokTindall, 

and Dr. H. C. B.) 

Let bigots write with sneers of spite, 

And dogmas argue so. 
Let priests and parsons, differing, fight. 

As 'tis their nature to. 



But, Sages, you should never let 
Such female passions rise ; 

Your thinking minds were never made 
To bandy taunts unwise. 

Let calm through all your questions run. 

All your debates be mild ; 
Keep your discussions, every one 

By rancour undefiled. 

With patience gentle as a lamb 

Your arguments pursue ; 
Call not each others theories '* flam,' 

But prove the sounder view. 

Look up to Truth all ends above; 

Seek that and that alone : 
Nor squabble, out of mere self love 

O'er crochets of your own. 

Punch, July 7, 1877. 



A Fortou — iTOUs Event. 
AildrcsscJf uith all earncstnesSy to M. Gambetta. 

Let fools and bullies brawl and fight. 

For 'tis their nature to ; 
Let brainless apes in duels delight, 

But not such men as you. 

No ! Statesmen they should never let 
Their passions get such sway. 

Just think of France's keen regret, 
Had you been shot that day ! 

Twas true there was small chance of this, 

Thanks to the seconds' care ; 
But though both pistols scored a miss. 
The folly still was there. 



Then why conform to such a rule 
As that which you obey'd ; 

The laws that bind the fop and fool 
For you were never made. 

To France a wise example show 
When next you're asked to fight ; 

And let these moral cowards know 
You dare to do what's right. 

7 ruth, November 28, 1878. 



On a late Fracas at Newmarket. 

Let dogs delight to bark and bite, 

For tis their nature to, 
Let sculptors in the law courts fight 

And raise a great to-do. 

But. race-horse trainers, pray don't let 
Your angry passions rise ; 

Your stable-forks weren't made, you bet 
To gouge each other's eyes. 

If you go in for law you'll be 

Awarded just a farden ; 
So henceforth, when you disagree, 

Beg one another's pardon. 

Judy, February 14, 1883. 
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Funny Folks 



To A Policeman. 

Let dogs delight to bark and bite. 
Or howl the whole night through ; 

Let roosters hail the morning light 
With " cock-a-dood!e do :" 

Let bawling costers all the day 
Make hideous the street ; 

And organs grind, and niggers play 
And bands discordant meet : 

But, Bobby, you must never try 
To stifle torturing sounds. 

Nor murmur placidly " Oh, fie !'* 
But meekly — ^go your rounds. 



Watt's Up Again. 
(On a Recent Fracas. *) 

Let cads delight with fists to fight, 

To them *tis nothing new, 
Which if our Swells consider right. 

Why — let 'em do it, too. 
When well-bred Englishmen now let 

Their angry passions rise, 
The fashion has been lately set— 

They black each other's eyes. 

Hyde Park. 

Notice. — To Nt)hlemen and Gentlemen frequenting 
the Row, all Rows forbidden, except Rows of Chairs. No 
Rowing in which punching of heads is included, will be 
permitted, though Rowing on the Scrj^entine is allowed, but 
the Rowers will have to pay for any damage done to the 
sculls. 

No objection to pistols and coffee, but fighting like coal- 
heavers I will not have in my Park, I swear I won't, by 

George. 
Punch, August 8, 1885. 




>i 



The Sluggard. 

'TlS the voice of the sluggard ; I heard him complain, 
" Vou have wak'd me too soon, I must slumber again. 
As the door on its hinges, so he on his bed, 
Turns his sides, and his shoulders, and his heavy head. 

•*A little more sleep, and a little more slumber ;*' 
Thus he wastes half his days, and his hours without number i 
And when he gets up he sits folding his hands. 
Or walks about sauntering, or trifiing he stands. 

I pass'd by his gartlen, and saw the wild brier. 
The thorn and the thistle, grow broader and higher ; 
The clothes that hung on him arc turning to rags ; 
And his money still wastes, till he starves or he begs. 

I made him a visit, still hoping to find 

That he look lieiter care for improving his mind ; 

He told uic his drciins, talkdl of eating and drinking ; 

But he scarce reads his Bible, and never loves thinking. 



• AllodiDf to a difliT«c«ffal (If ht which took place in BoUao Row. 
b«lw««B Lord Lontdal* and Sir Goorgo Choiwjiid. 



Said I then to my heart, ** Here's a lesson for me, 
This man's but a picture of what I might be ; 
But, thanks to my friends, for their care in my breeding 
Who taught me betimes to love working and reading.*' 

Dr. Watts. 



The French Sluggard. 

' Tis the moan of old Louis, * I hear him complain : 
" I've deluded my people to warfare with Spain ;" 
As the priests are at mass, so is A^ on his throne. 
An imbecile monarch, an indolent droae. 

A little more craft, and a little more ruling. 
Thus his days and his hours have been 'wasted in fbdio 
And when he snores up, for his cafom and crown. 
His lethargy sinks him again on his dowm, 

I passed by his palace, — I saw the disguise, — 
His Jesuits caressed him. his Ultras vr&respiss ; 
The robes that hung on him were ragged and poor 
And his life, like a beggar's, dependent once tmon. 

Said I — " Ye Allies ! ! — 'tis a lesson for you ; 
.• This King is a picture that soon you will view ; 
And thanks to the nations who freedom have cherish^ 
That knowledge hath conquer'd, and despots ha 
perish'd." 

The Spirit of the Public Journals, 1823. 



The Sluggard. 

*' 'Tis the voice of the sluggard, I heard him complain, 

*' Vou have waked me too s«>on, I must slumber again.*' 

And Tm not much surprised, for 'tis surely some loui^ 

Who won't let the poor fellow have his sleep out. 

It's all very well for some fidgety elf, 

Who cant get a wink of sound sleep for himself. 

To call others ** sluggards " — as worthy as he — 

Because they don't quite with his theory agree. 

They think it high time, if to dress they're prepared. 

When the sun is up first, and the day is well aired. 

If the body needs rest, 'tis but reason to sleep. 

And thus all its functions in order to keep. 

If the birds (little fools !) rise so early, I beg 

You'll remember they usually sleep on one leg : 

And its wearisome, doubtless, standing so long. 

So they wake up and shake off the cramp with a song. 

If they had, as / have, a nice cosy bed, % 

My impression is they would sleep later instead. 

And as for the ** worm-catching" proverb, in terms^ 

It can't affect me — I'm not partial to worms. 

Funny Folks, 



Tis the voice of the lobster ; I heard him declare, 
•* You have baked me too brown, I must sugar my hair." 
As a duck with its eyelids, so he with his nose 
Trims his belt and his buttons, and turns out his toes. 



Alice's Adoentures 
London.) 



in Wonderland, (Macmillan and Ca 



* Lori.<( Will, who was replaced on the throne of hi 
ancestton, after the dcfHtsittiui of Nj^polcon Buonaparte. But fo 
the 8upiK)rt of the Allied Powers, the French people would pro 
bably have soon deposed thb tnd«»leiit and bi^pUed repreeentMir 
of the Divine Ki{;ht. who, at the institution of the priests, had Jos 
landed them in an unjust war with Spain. He had for seTen 
▼ears previously been suffering from the effects of his Indolea 
nsbits, and his constant over eating, and over drinking, and h 
died in the foUowinif year, September 16, 18S4. 
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The wise one, and the Foolish. 

*Tis the voice of the sluggard, I heard him complain, 
*' You have waked me too soon, I must slumber again, 
As a door on its hinges, so in his bed he 
Turn'd and drowsily muttered, *' A Soda and B ! '* 

'Tis the voice of the sluggard, I heard him complain, 
** I fancy that last night I drank too much champagne ; 
But no," he exclaim'd, as he loUd at his ease, 
** It was not the champagne, 'twas the salmon and peas." 

I lookM once again, as he lay on the bed, 
His eyes they were blood shot, his nose it was red, 
And I said to myself, as I turn'd from the sight, 
" It is clear he was up till a late hour of night" 

Then I said to my heart, ** Here's a lesson for me ! 
That man's but a picture of what I might be. 
But no, I am cautious in all that I eat ; 
I mix not my liquors, but take each one neat. '* 

Judv^ September 23, 1874. 



The "Special." 

{After ** Watts »' his name.) 

'TwAS the voice of the ** Special," they heard him com- 
plain, 
'* Oh, bother the telegram ! Copy again ? *' 
His fingers were cramped, and his eyelids were red. 
And he yawned, for the ** Special " had not been in bed. 

He had written '* atrocity '' scenes without number 
On a cannon or drum, or some odd pile of lumber ; 
Had reeled off adventures, romances, realities — 
All a Special considers his own Specialities. 

Then he dashed down his pen, took a whiff at a "briar,"' 
And glanced at his costume all covered with mire ; 
For the clothes that hung on him were turning to rags, 
And Poole would have fainted to witness such " bags.'* 

But he screwed up his courage, still hoping to find 
New horrors for British consumption designed ; 
And he wrote of his dreams, of his eating and drinking 
(Too much of the latter some readers are thinking). 

But they scan with delight that escape from a shell, 
That leap from a mountain, that fall in a well ; 
And when brought as a spy to some captain or colonel, 
'Twas an excellent scene to write up for his journal. 

But I said as I read, *' Here's a lesson for me ; 

This man's but a picture of what I might be. 

Were it not for the care of my friends in my breeding, 

I might have to make * Specials ' for newspaper reading.'' 

Funny Folks, 



The Czar he Leads a Jolly Life. 

'Tis the voice of the Czar, don't you hear him complain? 
** They've been trying to blow up my palace again I 
Now matters are really getting too bad ; 
For years not a moment of peace have I had." 

This is the first verse of a long and curiously 
prophetic poem which appeared in Truth, Decem- 
ber 18, 1879. The remaining verses are not 
given as they do not parody Dr. Watts. 



The Rinker. 

'Tis the voice of the rinker, I heard her complain, 
You have stopped me too soon, I'll go skating again. 

As the door on its hinges, so she on her skates. 
Turns gracefully, and expectantly waits. 

A little more skating, a little more rinking, [thinking 
Thus she wastes half her days, and her hours without 

And when she's at home, she but lolls in a chair, 
And wonders how soon she again will go there. 

On her way to the rink I once chanced to be nigh her. 
And I thought that she held her head higher and higher. 

So fine was the dress she wore, I quite shuddered to think 
Of the money she wastes on the terrible rink. 

I made her a visit, still hoping to find 

She took some little care for improving her mind ; 

She told me her feats, talked of dressing and rinking. 
But scarce reads a book, and never loves thinking. 

Then I said to myself, ** Here's a lesson to me. 
This woman's a pattern of what I might be,'' 

But I'm proud to confess, and I can without blinking, 
I much prefer reading and writing to rinking. 

idyls 0/ the Rink, Judd&Co., London, 1876 



A Moral Song for Election Timb. 

'Tis the voice of Britannia, I heard her explain 

"I'm wide awake now ; I wont slumber again ; 

As Materfamilias, once out of bed, 

I must sack my late servants, and turn off their head. 

"A little more sleep, and a little more slumber, 
And my wars, big and little, had grown out of number ; 
Over vanishing trade I'd have had to fold hands, 
Perplexed not with orders, but debtor's demands. 

" I passed Jingo's Music Hall, lit with blue fire, 
That on Russia's big bogey blazed higher and higher, 
I heard "Rule Britannia,'* saw waving of flags. 
With a great deal by way of bounce, bunkum, and brags. 

*' I called upon Jingo, as hoping to find, 
Common sense had found access, at length, to his mind, 
But he told mehisdreams.talked as if he'd been drinking, 
For he reads the D. T., and has long given up thinking. 

•• Then, said Punch to John Bull, * you take warning, 

J. B.,' 
This Jingo's a picture of what we might be. 
But thanks to our friends for th e care of our breeding. 
Who warned us, betimes, the D. T. against reading. 

Punch, 1880. 



'Tis the voice of the glutton, 
I hear him complain. 

My waistcoat unbutton, 
I'll eat once again. 

Punch, May 1864. 



The- Moan of the "Native." 

*' Of all the inanimate objects which are inimical to the 
oyster, there is nothing so fatal as sand." 

Land and Water, Oct. 23, 1880. 

'Tis the voice of the oyster I hear him complain ; 
** I can't live in this place, here's the sandstorm again. 



I was settling to rest 'mid ths rocki and the tiles 
Tbey had made tor a home, but this sand bow it riles. 
It gets into my shell, and Ihe delicate fringe 
That I use when I liraaiha ; and I can't shot my hinge 
When Ihe Rrit lodges there ; so the crabs come at will, 
Since my paor mouth is open Ihey f;ed, and they kill, 
I've complained to Frank Buckland. who quite under- 

But ha cant undertake to abolish the sands." 

Thus the "Native" made moan, then I took up the 

Bread- an d-hu Iter and lemon, and shallowed him down I 



k I tako my walks abroad, 



Not more than others I deserve, 

Vet God hath given me mote : 
For I have food while others starve, 

Or beg from door to doot. 

How many children in the street 

Half naked I hehotd ! 
While I am clothed from head to feet 

And covet'd from the cold. 

While some poor wretches scaici- can tell 

Where they may lay their head, 
I have a home wherein tu dwell, 

And rest upon my bed. 

While others early learn to sweat, 

And curse, and lie, and steal. 
Lord, I am taught thy name to fear, 

And do thy holy will. 

Aie these thy favours, day by day, 

To me above ihe rest ? 
Then let me love thee more than they. 

And try to serve thee best. 

Dr. Watts. 



Teutonic bands disturb Ihc street 
Remote from noise and strife. 

And organs grinding disconl mnke 
A misery of life. 

On crowded pavements, two alireavl. 

Perambu'ators run. 
To drive the folks into the mad — 

The nursemaids' daily futu 

The eamins early Icam to swear. 
And curse, and lie, and steal, 

Too fleet of foot for hltn to race*' 
The bobby, named of Peel. 

Such things ss these arc day by day 

A scandal and a pest ; 
But Scotland Yard, with folded onnii. 

Snores on and takes its rat. 



TiiK Irish I^kdcord s Kon-c. 

" Whene'RK I take my walks alinHuI 

My tenantry I see. 
And each has got a blunderbuss, 

A looking out for me." 



K Mercies SpiRtTtrAL and Tkmkial. 



A Utnl Swig, ttfUr i 



I Obvioui Original. 



How many things I see 
Which make me wish that Colonel Hen- 
derson were there with me. 

Not more than others I observe. 



What borrowed children in the street 

Half-naked I behold t 
What sturdy hawkers howl and cheat, 

And how the poor ate " sold I " 

Hones in 'bus and cab I see 
O'crwotked ond underfed, 

And overladen creatures fall 
Upon the r'ladway— dead 1 






I L-AKNOT take my walks abroad. 

I m under lock and key. 
And much the public I applaud. 

For all their care of me. 

Not more than others I deserve. 
In (act much less, than more ; 

Yel I have food while others starve 
Or beg from door to door. 

The honest pauper in the street. 

Half-naked I behold ; 
While I am clad from head to feet, 
And covered from the cold. 

Thousands there are who sca.rce ca 
Where ihey may lay their bead ; 

While I've a warm and well aJr'd cell, 
A bath, good books, good bed. 

While they are fed on workhonse (are 
And grudged their scanty food i 

Three times a day my meals I get, 

Sufficient, wholesome, good. . 

Then to the British public health, ^^^B 

Who all our care relieves ; ^^^H 

And while they treat us as they do, ^^^H 

They'll never want lor thieves. ^^^1 

This parody was ascribed to the pen of <nM 
Stephen Bills, a convict, and some twenty yean 
ago his photograph could be obtained, with the 
parody printed at the back. Mr. Bills was there 
represented in the costume peculiar to gcntlcmeo 
who are enjoying state hospitality. It is a curious 
circumstance that a very similar parody was iih 
eluded in the volume entilled "Wit and humoui', 



DR. I. WAITS. 



by Shirley Brooks," edited by his son, and pub- 
lished by Bradbury, Agnew & Co., London. 

It would be interesting to know whether Mr. 
Shirley Brooks was the actual author, or whether 
he obtained the poem in the manner stated 
below : 

Song by a Caged Bird. 

The following lines were found in the cell of a discharged 
convict, who made his way into a Chaplain's heart by 
piety, and, subsequently, into a jeweller's shop by burglary. 

The spirit that dictated such an irreverence with Dr, ff'atts is 

worthy of the Author, 

I CANNOT take my walks abroad, 

I'm under lock and key, 
And much the public I applaud, 

For all their care of me. 

Not more than Paupers I deserve, 
In fact, much less than more, 

Vet I have food while Paupers starve 
And beg from door to door. 

The honest Pauper in the street 

Half naked you l)ehold. 
While I am clothed from head to feet 

And covered from the cold. 

While honest Paupers scarce can tell 
Where they may lay their head, 

I have a warm and well- aired cell, 
With bath-room, gas, and bed. 

While PaujDcrs live on workhouse fare, 

A grudged and scanty meal, 
My table's spead with bread and beer, 

And beef, or pork, or veal. 

Then since to honest folks, I say. 
They put the Workhouse Test, 

Why nix my doll palls, fake away. 
You'll like the Jug the best. 

The Model Prison. 
[This originally appeared in Punchy April 4, 1857.] 



CovKNT Garden. 
A Hymn of Humility. 

[Over and over again has the Duke of Bedford been implored 
adjured, entreated, and admonished to set Covent Garden Market 
and its approaches in order ; but as yet he has practically turned a 
deaf ear to all the appeals made to him.— Daily Paper.] 

Whene'er abroad we take our walks, 
And choose the Covent Garden route. 

We ask, " Do dukes like cabbage-stalks ? 
And are they fond of rotten fruit ? " 

We see the garbage piled on high. 

We sniff an air whose odour tells 
Of rank corruption ; and we sigh, 

No doubt the duke approves of smells ! " 



i( 



We pick our way through filth and slime, 
And, musing on the noisome flood. 

The thought occurs to us in time, 

** In politics dukes fling much mud ! " 



We watch the traffic raging round, 
And filling every hole and nook. 

Then say, *' Of course this muddle's found 
To gratify his grace the duke." 

The grimy avenue we pace. 
About the ugly sheds we pry ; 

" It's hard," we think, *' to like the place,— 
But then one lacks the ducal eye.'' 

We mark the slums that fester near, 
And dirt and squalor still we find ; 

But reason whispers in our ear, 

" It's not so bad, or dukes would mind." 

Oh, fie on agitating elves 

Who say the market is a blot I 

They ought to murmur to themselves, 
'* The duke's contented with the spot." 

lie draws his rents, he hoards his gold ; 

What cares he for the vulgar throng ! 
They might just recollect, when told. 

That dukes, like kings, can do no wrong. 

The Weekly Dispatch^ June, 1882. 



■:o:- 



MoRAL Songs for Election-Time. 

{After Dr. Watts). 
I.— Play (Innocent and Otherwise). 

Abroad in the Boroughs to see the Blue Lambs. 
And the Red Lions rather too free of their dams, 

Standing up for what both call their rights : 
Or a knot of young roughs, whose right place were the 

cage. 
Of their hustling and horse-play well-earning the wage, 

Are not pleasant election-time sights. 

If we'd been born Ducks, we might dabble in mud ; 
Or Dogs, we might snarl till it ended in blood ; 

But we claim to be rational creatures ; 
And Dizzy and Gladstone, and such pretty names, 
We ought to know better than fling, to our shames. 

Like mud, in each other's flushed features. 

Not a harsh thing Blues do, or a hard thing Buffs say. 
But with Blue and Bufi bills should be wiped clean away^ 

They are fools who let foolish words hurt. 
Not so rough's rude horseplay, who fight and throw 

mire. 
Or, still worse, penmen's frolic's, who fling about fire 

In Jingo Drawcansir disport. 



II. — Love between Reds and Blues. 

Let Frenchmen fight with kick and bite— 
They can't use fists, we know — 

Let Turk and Russ take wrong for right. 
It is their nature to. 

But, Britons, you should never let 

Such Party-passions rise. 
As. even at Election times. 

To—blank — each other's eyes ! 



2l6 



PARODIES 



Afghans. Zulus howe'er we treat, 

Let*s keep the peace at home ; 
Where Rads and Jingoes sh.irft the street. 

To cufifs they should not come. 

Birds in their little nests agree, 

And 'tis a painful sight, 
When fools, though of one family, 

Fall out and chide and fight. 

Hard hustings-names, hot platform-words. 

And blatant leaders' breath, 
Take shape in Clubs. Lies' two-edged swords, 

And mob- war to the death. 

He's wise who tongue and temper schools 

Through the election fight. 
Nor holdeth all his foes for fools, 

Himself still in the right. 

Puncht April 17, 1880. 



■:o:- 



Watts's Income Tax Logic. 

When Bishops, who in wealth abound, 
Return their incomes wrong, 

And pocket several thousand pound 
To them that don't belong. 

Oh, how can Government expect 
A struggling chap like me 

Should put his earnings down correct, 
To fill up Schedule D ? 

Punch, April 16, 1853. 



Hymn by a Member of the Peace Congress. 

How sweet a thing it is to dwell 

In blessed u-ni-ty, 
With envious passions ne'er to swell, 

But cherish a-nii-ty. 

How very sweet it is to take 
Your little brother's gold, 

And make a snug pro-vi-sion 
Against when we get old. 

How very sweet it is — " Oh dear ! '* 
Who hit me in the eye ? 
** Who kicked me then ? Get out you brute ! 
Ah do — ^just only try — " 

"I'll tear your clothes clean off your back, 
I'll smash your ugly head ; " 
Its done — three cheers for blessed peace ! 
My en-e my is dead. 

rht 7'omahawk, September 21, 1867. 



The Thief. 

Why should I deprive my neighbour 

Of his goods against his will ? 
Hands were made for honest labour. 

Not to plunder, or to steal. 

Dr. Watts. 



Why should I relieve my neighbour 
With my goods against my will ? 

Can't he live by honest labour 
Can't he l)orrow, can't he steal ? 



A Paraphrase. 

[On the Rev. Dr. Wattss Celebrated Distich, on the Si 
0/ Languages.] 

Addressed to the young gentlemen of the English Gram 
Schools, by one of their School-fellows. 

** Let every foreign tongue alone 
Till you can spell and read your own '' 
With equal justice, sense and truth. 
So says the guide and friend of youth : 
For ignorant in that, 'tis plain. 
Your boast of literature is vain ; 
But make your own your first concern. 
All others you may quickly learn : 
And thus with minds prepar'd and free. 
Their beauties taste, their idioms see. 

Pedants may flout and keep a pother 
About this language, and the other. 
And swear that none can write or speak 
Who have not Latin learn 'd and Greek : 

* He of all judgement is deprived 

* Who knows not whence a word's derived 

* And every Briton willy nilly, 

* Must dig good English out of Lilly : 
These are vague notions foster'd long 
Crude in their birth, in practice wrong ; 
Like many more of ancient date. 
Wisely reformed or obsolete. 

Thousands 'tis true the course have run. 
Which reason would have bid them shun : 
'Tis common sense and good in law. 
To furnish brick we should have straw. 
But by the mystic code of schools 
There's neither straw allowed nor tooU ; 
And years of pain, and learning's stock. 
Begin and end in Hie, hacc, hoc / 
What charms are there, in sense or <;ound 
Of such intrinsic merit found. 
That not thro' prejudice to err. 
Terms of our own we m.iyn't prefer? 
And just as well the purpose fit. 
With Oxford writing, — he, she, it ? 
Or do they more in Church or State 
Improve discourse, or point debate ? 

Poor boys in training, it appears, 
Condemn'd to waste their tender years 
On exercises which conduce 
To little or no real use, 
Seem to perpetuate Britain's doom. 
To groan beneath the yoke of Rome. 
Rome that abandon 'd us in need 
Still o'er our judgment takes the lead ; 
We scout her eagles with disdain 
The fasces still usurp domain ; 
Still, of court influence tho' bereft. 
In schools the badge of slavery's left. 
And interest still, or aflectation, 
Warps the free spirit of the nation ; 
Tho' richer prospects grace our view 
Than ever Greek or Roman knew, — 
All nmst be through the classics led, 
Before the horn-book well they've read ; 
A more oppressive task in fact 
Than (Egypt's tyrant could exact 
Which genius in the cradle cramps. 
And all her generous efforts damps ; 
But in your native language skill'd 
You on a sure foundation build ; 
The edifice will rise sublime, 
In perfect order, place, and time. 
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There, and Iheic only should commence 

The path to knowledge, wii and sense. 

For iheie Ihe young ingenious mind. 

The road lo excellence will find. 

And in ihc flowery walks of science. 

May bid disgraceful birch defiance ; 

Bui who, a novice Ihere, aspires, 

Musi work his way through Ihomsand briars. 

And when the craggy steeps are past. 

May skulk a useless drone at last ; 

Nay, though he gel A. 1). at College, 

Be siopi of his degree in knowledge. 

Then cultivate your native soil. 

The harvest will repay )-our loiJ ; 

And be il every parent's care. 

To plant the seeds of goodness there. 



*.* The petty ambition o! pretending to supnioT sldll. in 
other languages, seems pleasantly and aptly ridiculed in Ihe 
following anecdote ; — 

One of our modem modishly-hred ladies, boasting of hei 
proficiency in the FRENCH tongue, asserted she understood and 
spoke it belter than she did English ; and for the truth, 
appealed to a French bdy in company. The adroit ParisisQ 
very candidly and sensibly replied, " I am not, my dear 
"madam, sufficiently acquainted with the English language 
" to determine ; but 1 should be ashamed and sorry to say, 
" 1 spoke any language half so u-ell as my own ! " 




John Milton, 

Born 1608. Died in BunhiU Fields, London, XovemUr 8, 1674. 



>^AROl5lES of Milton's Poems are 
neither numerous, nor particularly 
aiiiusmg; the best known, and most 
j^jTvn'^ '" »,"<'»>'>><=<ily "The Splen- 
did Shilling," written (in blank virse) 
about 1700, by John Phihps. A biography of this 
author is included in Dr. Johnson's " Lives of the 
Poets." He was born at Bamptonin Oxfordshire, 
on Deceniber 30, 1676. Being of a delicate con- 
BUtution his chief amusement was reading, and 
as Milton was his favorite author, he chose hi, 
style for a parody, whilst he found i subjec" n the 
character of an impecunious college fr end, who 
knew not how to keep a shilling i„ v:, r^T.f 
..The Splendid Shilling" has ofe great to 
rare in such works, it i, a burlesoue in v k' 
nobody i. ridiculed John 3"' '"»'>'* 
Februarys, .708, and i„ buried in H. f °I1 
Cathedral. There is a tablet to his ° ^" "" 
Poet- . Corner, Westminster Abbey, which "h^oK 



in high flown Latin phrases, his achievements in 
poetry. Of these the principal were " Blenheim," 
and " Cider," the latter being founded upon the 
model of Virgil's Gtorgici. 

The following is an exact reprint of a very eariy 
edition of 

THE 

SPLENDID SHILLING. 

IN 

Imitation of Milton. 



5»; Htavnly Mti/i, 

Things umtlttmpled ytl in Frosi or Biymt, 
A Shilling, Brttchts. and Chimim'i din 

HAppy the Mbd, who void of Cares and Strife, 
In Silken or in Leathern Parfo retains 
A Splendid Shilling : he nor bears with pain 
New Oyfters cry'd, nor fighs for cheerful Ale ; 



But wilh his Friends, when nightly Mifis ante. 

To Jniptr's. or Magpyi, or Tcwn-Half repairs; 

Where mindful of Ihe Nymph, whose wanton Eye, 

Transfix'd his Soul, and kindled Amorous flames. 

Chloi or PhiUis ; he each Circling Glass 

Wilbeth her Health, and Joy, and etjual Love, 

Mean while he Smoaks.and Laughs at Merry Tale. 

Or Pun ambiguous, or Conandnim quaint. 

But I whom griping Penury furrounds, 

And Hunger, fure Attendant upon Want. 

Wilh fcanly Offals, and fmall add Tifl 

(Wretched Repast^ my meagre Corps sustain : 

Then Solitary walk, or doze at home 

la Garret vile, and with a warming puff 

Regale chill'd Fingers, or from Tube as black 

As Winter's Chimney, or well-polif h'd Jell, 

Exhale MuitduHgHi, Ill-perfuming Smoak. 

Not blacker Tube, nor of afhorler Size 

Smoaks Cambro-Brilain (vers'd in Pedigree, 

Sprung from Cadwaladir and Arthur, ancient Kings, 

Full famous in Romanllck lale) when he 

O'te many a craggy Hill, and fmitlefs Cliff, 

Upon a Cargo of fam'd Ceflrmn Cheese, 

High over-^iadowing rides, wilh a delign 

To vend his Wares, or at the Arvonitn Mart, 

Or Maridunum, or the ancient Town 

Highl Morgaunamii, or where t'aga's Stream 

Encircles AricoHium, fmithful Soil, 

Whence flow Nectareous Wines, that well may vye 

With Mafic. Seliai, or Renown'd Falcm. 

Thus while my joylefs Hours I lingring spend. 

With Looks demure, and lilent pace a Ovnn, 

Horrible Monfter ! hated by Gods and Men, 

To my aerial Citadel ascends ; 

Wilh Vocal Heel thrice Thund'ring at my Gates, 

With hideous Accent thrice he calls ; 1 know 

The Voice ill boding, and ihe solemn Sound ; 

What should I do, or whither turn ? ama^'d 

Confounded, to the daik recess I Ay 

Of Woodhole ; ftreight my brifilinB Hairs erect 

My Tongue forgets her Faculty of Speech, 

So horrible he seems ; his faded Brow 

Entrench'd with many a Frown, and conic Beard, 

And fpreading Band admir'd by Modern Saint 

Difaftrous acts forebode ; in his Right hand 

Long Scrolls of Paper folemnly be waves, 

With Characters and Figures dire infcribed 

Grievous to mortal Eye. [ye Gods avert 

Such plagues from righteous men) behind him ftalks 

Another Monfter. not unlike himfelf. 

OfAtpect fullen. by Iha Vulgar called 

A CttlckpoU, whofe polluted hands the Gods 

Wilh Force incredible, and Magic Charms 

Erft have indu'd, if he his ample Palm 

Should baply on ill-fated Shoulder lay 

Of Debtor, fb-cighl his Body lo the touch 

Obfequious (as Whilom Knighls were wont) 

To foine enchanted Caftle is convey'd. 

Where Gates imnr^able, and coercive Charms 

In durance vile deloin him, till in form 

Of Money, PaUat fet the Captive free. 

Beware, ye Debtors, when ye walk, beware. 

Be cinnim^ect ; oft with inhdious Ken, 

This Caitilf eyes your flcps aloof, and ofl 

Lies perdue in a Creek or gloomy Cave, 

Prompt to encbanl fomc inadvertent wretch 

Wilh his unhallow'd Touch. So (Foels Gng) 

GnauJJbii lo Domeftick Vermin fworo 

An everlafUng Foe, with watchful eye, 

■ CclcbnUwI Oi/ord Als-licnwH. 



Protending hei (ell claws, to thoughtlcfs Mice 
Sure ruin. So her difembowell'd Web 
The Spider in a Hall or Kilchin fpieads. 
Obvious to vagrant Flies ; fhc fecrct ftand*, J 
Within her woven Cell ; the tltimmirke Pre 
Regardlefs of Ihcir Fate, rufh on the loiU 
Inextricable, nor will ought avail 
Their Arts nor Arms, nor Shapes of lovely Hoe, 
The Wafp infidious, and the buzzing Drone. 
And Butterfly proud of expanded wings 
Difiinct wilh Gold, entangled in her Snar^ 
Ufelefs refiftance make : with eager firides 
She low'ring flies to her expected Spoils ; 
Then with envenom'd Jaws the vital Blood 
Drinks of reluctant Foes, and to her Cave 
Their bulky Corcaffes triumphaDt ■Iro.gs. 



Vetfwadcs Men lo repel benumming Frofls, 

With pleafanl Wines, and crackling blaze of Wood ; 

Me lonely filling, nor Ihe glimmering LJghl 

Of make- weight Candle, nor the joyous talk 

Of lovely friends delights ; diflrefs'd, forlorn, 

Amidft the horrors of the ledioius nigbt. 

Darkling I figh, and feed with difmal Thoughts 

My anxious Mind ; or fometimes mournful Verfe 

Indite, and fmg of Groves and Myrtle Shades, 

Or defperate I^dy near a purling stream. 

Or Lover pendant on a Willow-tree ; 

Mean while I labour with eternal drought. 

And rcftlefs wifh, in vain, my parched T" 

Finds no relief, nor heavy eyes repofe [ 

Bui if a Slumber haply do's invade 

My weary Limbs, my Fancy rtilfawake. 

Longing for Drink, and eager in my Drean^ I 

TipjJes imaginary Pots of Ale. 

Awake. I lind the felled Thirft— 

Still gnawing, and the pleafanl PtukDlom c 

Thui do I live from Pleafurequitte debarr d 
Not taft Ihe Fruits thai the Sun's genial Rajk J 
Mature, John -apple nor the Downy Peach, 
Nor Walnut in rough-furrow'd Coal fecim^ 
Nor Medlar Fruit delicious in decay ; 
Afflictions great, yel greater ftill rem«n. 
My Galligatkitigi that have long wiihflood 
The Winter's Fury, and encroaching FrofU 
By lime subdu'd, (what will not time fubdue ! ) 
A horrid Chafm difclofc, with Orifice 
Wide difcontinuous ; at which the Winds 
EurKS and Au/ltr, and the dreadful force 
Of Bcnas , thai congeals the Cronitn Waves. 
Tumulluous enter wilh dire chilling Blafts, 
Portending Agues. Thus a well-fraught Ship I 
Long faii'd fecure, or through the Eg*»n E>eq^ J 
Or the Ionian, till Crufing neat 
The Lilybtan Shoar. with hideous Cmlh 
On Scylla or Charibilu dangerous Rocks 
She flrikes rebounding, whence the fhatter'd G 
So fierce a Shock unable to withftand, 
Admits the Sea, in at the gaping Side. 
The crouding Waves gufh with impetuous Rage, 
Refifllefs overwhelming ; Horrors feiie 
The Mariners. Death in iheir eyes appe-trs, 
They flare, they lave, they pump, they fwcar, t 
Vain Eflbrts. ftill the battering Waves tufhin 
ImpUcabk, till delug'd by Ihe foam. 
The Ship finks found'ring in the vafi Abjfi. 
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Sir Richard Steele, in "The Tatler," 
pronounced '"The Splendid Shilling" to be the 
inest Burlesque Poem in the English language, and 
Dr. Johnson praised it as an admirable imitation 
" the stately movement of Milton's blank verse, 
trhilst Oliver Goldsmith, in his Criticisms, says 
*' This is reckoned the best parody of Milton in our 
anguage : it has been an hundred times imitated 
without success." 

It is a pity that Dr. .Goldsmith did not more 
particularly describe these imitations, as after much 
searching only about half a dozen have come to 
light, ail of them somewhat old fashioned in subject 
and manner of treatment. 

One of the best, written by Mr. Bramston 
(author of The Man of Taste, The Art of Politics 
etc.) was entitled T/ie Orooked Sixpence, and may 
be found occasionally in old boots of Comic 
Recitations, and Elegant Extracts, Unfortunately 
no " Elegant Extracts " can be taken from it suitable 
for the chaste pages of Parodies, for the poem 
relates to such a topic as might have afforded ex- 
cellent material to Rabelais, or Chaucer, but which 
cannot be alluded to in our more refined times. 

A few years after the publication of The Sjtlendid 
Shilling, a small pamphlet appeared, entitled 
"Wine, a Poem. To which is added, OW Eng- 
land's Ntw Triumph; or, the Battle of Avdkvard, 
A Song." London : Printed and sold by H. Hills 
in Black-frj-ars, near the Water-Side, 1709. No 
author's name is given; the poem certainly 
deserves to be preserved, as an early and interest- 
ing imitation of Milton's blank verse. The song of 
the " Battle of Audenard " is not a parody. 



With Head Incumbent on Expanded Patm, 

Moaping we sit. in silent sorrow drown 'd: 

Whelher inviegling Svinin has trapan'd 

Th' unwarj- Youth, and ty'd tbeCwiian Knot 

Of jangling Wedlock SndissolubU ; 

Worried all Day by loud ZnHlifpts Din. 

And when ihe geDile dew of sleep inclines, 

With slnmb'rons Weight his Eye-lids She inflam'd 

With Uncloyed Last, and Kch Insatiable, 

His stock exhausted, siill yells on (or more ; 

Nor (ail She to exflU him (o the Stars, 

And 6x1 him there among the Branched Crew 

(TimrHj, and Aries, and Cafrkorn,) 

The greatest Monster of the Zodiac ; 

Or for the loss of Anxious Worldly Pelf 

Or Cilia's scornful fligbls. and cold disdain 

Had check'd his Am'rous Same with coy repnlss, 

The worst Events that mortals can befal ; 

By cares depress'd in pensive Hyfoish mood. 

With slowest pace, the tedious minutes Roll, 

Thy charming sight, but much more charming Gust 
New Life incites, and warms our chilly Blood, 
Strait with piert LooIes, we raise our drooping Fronts. 
And pour in chrystal pure, thy purer Juice, 
With cheerful Countenance and steady Hand 
Raise it Lip-high, then fix the spacious Rim 
Th- expecting Month, and now with grateful Tast. 
The ebbing Wine glides swiftly o're the ToDgne, 
The circling Blood with quicker motion flies ; 
Such is thy pow'rtul influence, thon strait 
Dispell'dsl those Clouds that lowring dark eclipa'd 
To whilom Glories of our gladsom Face 
And dimpled Cheeks, and spaikling roiling Eyes, 
Thy cheering Virtues, and tny worth proclaim. 
So Miiti and Eihalalians that arise 
From Hills or streamy Lake, Dusky or Gray 
Prevail, till Pkabus sheds nianiaii ftays. 
And paints their Fleecy Skirls with shin in {( Gold, 
Unable to resist the Foggy Damps 
That veild the Surface of the verdant Fields, 
At the God's penetrating Beams disperse : 
The Earth again in former Beauty smiles. 
In gaudiest Livery drest. all Gay and Clear. 



Nulla plaurt din, me vivin mrmina possuKl 
Qua Scribunlur aqua portaribus, 

Epist ig, Lib. 1 



Hor 



OF Happiness Terrestrial, and the Source 
Whence human Pleasure flow, sing Heavmly Mu! 
Of sparkling juices, of the enliv'ning Grape, 
Whose quickning Taste adds Vigonrto the Soul. 
Whose Sov'raign pow'r revives decaying Nature, 
And thaws the frozen Blood of Hoary Age 
A kindly Warmth difiusing. Youthful flres 
Gild his dim Eyes, and paint with mddy hue 
His Wriizled Visi^e, ghastly wan before : 
Cordial restoratiTc to mortal Mao 
With copious Hand by bounteous Gods be&tow'd, 

Bactkas Divine, aid my advent'rous Song, 
That with no middle flight intends to soar. 
Inspir'd. Sublime on ftgusfDH Wing 
By thee nptrarn, 1 draw MilloHic Air 

When fumy Vapour clog our loaded Brows 
With furrow'd Frowns, when stupid downcast Eyes 
Th' external Symptoms of remorse within. 
Our Grief express, or when in sullen Dumps 



He Storms the Breach, and wins Ihe Beauteous Foft, 

To pay thee Homage, and receive thy Blessings, 
The Briiisk Mariner quits native shore. 
And ventures through the tractless vast Abyss, 
Ploughing the Ocean, whilst Ihs Uphcav'd Oak 
With beaked Prow, Rides tilting o're the Waves ; 
Shockt by Tempestuous jarring Winds she Rolls 
In Dangers Imminent, till she arrives 
At those blest Climes, thou favour's! with tby prese 

Whether, at Lmilanian sultry Coasts, 
Or Lofty Ttmriff, Palma, Ftrro. 
Province or at the Cetlibcrian Shores ; 
With gazing Pleasure and Astonishment 
AlParaditi, (Seat of our ancient sire,) 
He thinks himself arriv'd, the Purple Gtafit 
In largest Clusters Pendant, grace Ihe f'iit« 
Innumcrous, in Fields GroUsqat and Wild 
They with Implicit Curies the Oak entwine, 
And load with Fruit Divine her spreading Boughs; 
Sight moat delidoQS, not an Irkwm Thought, 




Or of left native Isk. or absent Friends, 
Or dearest Wife, or tender sucking Babe, 
His kindly treach'rous mem*ry now presents 
Tbe Jovial God has left no room for Cares. 

Celtstial Liquor, thou that didst inspire 
Mam and FUtccus, and tbe Grician Bard, 
With lofty Numbers, and Heroic slrains 
Unparalell'd, with Eloquence profound, 
And Argnmenls Convincive didst enforce 
Fam'd Tully. and Dimoslhmis Renown'd 
Enniai first fam'd in Latin Song, in vain 
Drew Helkanian Streams. Ungrateful whet 
To Jaded Muse, and oft' wilb vain attempt 
Heroic Acts in Flagging Numbers dull 
With pains essay'd but abject slill and low, 
Hia UnrtcruiUd Muse could never reach 
The mighty Theme, till ham the Purple Font 
Of bright Lrnjcm fire, Her barren drouEht 
He quencb'd, and with inspiring Nect'rous Juice, 
Her drooping spirits cbear'a, aloft Ehe towres 
Bom on stiff Ptnnons, and of Wars alarms, 
And Tropkiis won, in loftiest Numbers sings : 
'Tis thou the Hero's breast to Martial Acts, 
And resolution bold, and ardour brave 
Eidt'st, thou check's! Inglorious lolling ease, 
And sluggish minds with gm'raua 6res mflam'sl, 

Ihoit, that first my quickiied Soul engaged, 
Still with thy Aid assist me, What is dark 
Illumin, What is Inw raise and support 
That to the height of (his great Argument, 
Thy Universal Sway o'er all the World, 

In everlasting Numbers, like tbe Theme 

1 may record, and sing thy matchless Worth. 

Had the O.miion Bard thy Praise rehears'd. 
His Muse had yet relain'd her wonted height ; 
Such as of late oer BUnkeim Field she soir'd 
Atrial, now in Ariconian Bc^s 
She lies Inglorious fluundring like her Theme 
Languid and Faint, and on damp Wing emerg'd 
In acid Juice, in vain altempts ID rise. 

With what sublimes! Joy from noisy Town, 
At Rural Seat. LuatUtus retir'd, 
Fla'cus, nntained by perplening Cares, 
Where the while Fa/'lar. and the lofty Pint 
Join Neighbouring Boughs, sweet Hospitable shade 
Creating from Phabean Kays secure, 
A cool Retreat, with few well chosen Friends 
On flowry Mead Recumbent, spent the Hours 
In Mirth Innocuous, and Alternate Verse I 



Choicest NiclariaH luice Crown'd largest Bowls, 
And over iook'd tbe lid, alluring sight. 
Of fragrant Scent. attracUve. last Divine I 
Whether from Formain Grape depresa'd, Falira 
Or Slim, AUssit, Gaumn, or Sabint. 
Lttbian or C^reuban the chearing Bowl 
Hov'd briskly round, and spur'd their heightened wit 
To sing Mtcana praise their Patron kiud. 

Bnt wt, not as oar Prislrin sires repair 
T' umbragtoHi Grot or Vale, but when the Sun 
Faintly from Western Skies his Raysoblique 
Darts flopping, and to 7'hitis watry Lap 
Hastens in prone Career, with Friends Select 
Swiftly we hie to Devil Young or old 
Jocund and Boon, where at the entrance stands 
A Stripling, who with Scrapes and MumI Cringe. 
Groett a* in winning Speecn, and Accent Bland j 



With lightest bound, and safe utierring step 

He skips before, and nimbly climbs the Stairs 

MeUmpus thus, panting with lollinR Tongue, 

And wagging'a Tail, Gamboles. and frisks before 

His sequel Lord from pensive Walk relurnd. 

Whether in Shady Wood or Pasture Green, 

And waits bis coming at tbe well known Gale 

Nigh to the Stairs ascent, in regal Port 

Sils a STajtstich Dame, whosa looks denoanca 

Command and Sos'nignty. with hacgbty Air, 

And StudUi Mien, in Smic-i'c' lar Throne 

Enclos'd, she deals around her dread Commands; 

Behind her {D»ili<ie S'gkt) in order Rang'd, 

Pile above Pile Christallin Vessels shine ; 

Attendant Slaves with eager stride advance, 

And after Homage paid, haul out aloud 

Words unintelligible, noise confas'd : 

She knows the Jargim Sounds, and strait 

la Characters Mysterious Words obscure; 

More legible are Atgtbrak Signs. 

Or Mystic Figures hy Magiiiaas drawn. 

When they Invoke aid Diabolical. 

Drive hence the Rude and Barb'rotis T 
Of Savage Tkracians. at.d Ctoalian Boors; 
Tbe loud (ktttauTciia Broil's with Lapilh^ 
Sound Harsh, and grating to Lemran God ; 
Chase brutal Ftiuds of B^lian skippers hence, 
(Amid their Cups, whose Innate Tempers shown) 
In clumsy Fist wielding ScymilriaK Knife, 
Who slash each others Eyes, and Blubber'd Fac*. 
Prophaning BdcchanaliHH solemn Rites ; 
Afmicks Harnionius Numbers treiter suit 
His Festivals, from Inslrumonl or Voice, 
Or Gasfcrim's Hand the trembling string 
Should touch, or from the TtucaK Dames 
Or warbling Tmts m:>re soft Melodious Tongue 
Sweet Symphonies should flow, the Dtlian God 
For Airy Bacchus is Associate meet. 

The Stairs Ascent now gain'd our Guide unbars 
The door of Spacious Room, and creeking Chairs 
(To ear offensive) round the Table sets. 
We sit, when thus his Florid Speech .begins t 
Name, Sirs, the WINE that most invite* you, Tas 
Champaign or Burgundy, or Flartna pure. 
Or Hoc Antique, or Lisbon New or Old, 
Bomdtaax. or neat Frinch While, or AJiaint : 
For Bordeani we with Voice Unanimous 
Declare, (such Sympathy's in Boon Oonpetn.) 
He quits the Room Altrl, bul soon returns. 
One hand Capacious glisl'ring Vessels bore 
Resplendant. ih' other with a grasp secure, 
A Bottle (mighty charge) upstaid, full Fraught 
With goodly Wine, H« wilb extended Hand 
Rajs'd High, pours forth the Sanguin frothy Juice. 
O'erspread with Bubbles, dissipated soon : 
We sirait four Arms repair, experienced Chiefs ; 
Now Glasses clash wfth Glasses. (ChanniuK Sound.) 
And Glorious ANNA'S Hcafth the first the beat 
Crowns the full Glass, at Her inspiring Name 
Tbe sprightly Wine Results, and seem to smile. 
With nearty Zeal, and wish unanimous 
The Health we drink, and in her Health our own, 



A Pause ensues, and now with grateful Chat 
W' improve the Interval, and Joyous Mirth 
Engages our rais'd Souls, Pat Repartee, 
Or Witty Joke our airy Senses moves 
To pleasant Laughter, strait tbe Echoing _._ 
Wilh Universal Peals and Shouts rsBounda. 
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The Royal Dane, blest Consort of the blest QUEEN, 
Next Crowns the Rubied Nectar, all whose Bliss 
In ANNA'S plac't with Sympathetic Flame, 
And Mutual Endearments, all her Joys, 
Like the kind Turtles pure untainted Love, 
Center in Him, who shares the grateful Hearts 
Of Loyal Subjects, with his Sovereign QUEEN, 
For by his Prudent Care, united shores 
Were sav'd from Hostile Fleets Invasion dire. 

The Hero Malbro next, whose vast Exploits 
Fame's Clarion sounds, fresh Laurels, Triumphs new 
We wish, like these he won at HocksUVs Field. 

Next Devonshire Illustrious, who from Race 
Of Noblest Patriots sprung, whose Soul's endow*d, 
And is with ev'ry Vertuous gift Adorn'd 
That shon in his most worthy Ancestors, 
For then distinct in sep'rate Breast were seen 
Virtues distinct, but all in him unite. 

Prudent Godolphin, of the Nations weal 
Frugal, but free and gen'rous of his own. 
Next Crowns the Bowl, with Faithful Sunderland, 
And HalifaXf the Muses darling Song, 
In whom Conspicuous, with full Lustre shine 
The surest Judgment, and the brightest Wit, 
Himself Mecanas and a Flaccus too. 
And all the worthies of the British Realm 
In order rang'd succeeded, Healths that ting'd 
The Dulc(t Wine with a more charming Gust. 

Now each their Mistress by whose scorching Eyes 
Fir'd, tost Cosmelia Fair, or Dulcibella, 
Or Silvia Comely Black with jetty Eyes 
Piercing, or Airy Celia sprightly Maid. 
Insensibly thus flow Unnumbered Hours ; 
Glass succeeds Glass, till the Ditcean God 
Shines in our Eyes, and with his Fulgent Rays 
Enlightens cur glad Looks with lovely Die ; 
All Blithe and Jolly that like Arthur's Knights 
Of Rotund Table, Fam'd in Pristin Records, 
Now most we seem'd, such is the Power of "Wine. 

Thus we the winged Hours in harmless Mirth, 
And Toys Unsull'd pass, till Humid Night 
Has half her Race performed, now all abroad 
Is hush'd and silent, nor the Rumbling Noise 
Of Coach or Cart, or Smoaky Link-Boys call 
Is heard ; but Universal Silence Reigns : 
When we in Merry Plight, Airy and Gay, 
Surprized to find the Hour so swiftly flie. 
With hasty knock, or Twang of Pendant Cord 
Alarm the Drowsy Youth from slumb'ring Nod ; 
Startled he flies, and stumbles o'er the Stairs 
Erroneous, and with busie Knuckles plies 
His yet clung Eyelids, and with stagg'ring Reel 
Enters Confus'd, and Mutl'ring asks our Wills ; 
When we with Lib'ral Hand the Score discharge. 
And Homeward each his Course with steady step 
Unerring steer'd of Cares and Coin bereft. 
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A Panegyric on Oxford Ale. 

By a Gentleman of Oxford, 

Mea nee Falernae 

Temperant vite.*?, neque Formiani 

Pocula colles. 

Balm of my cares, sweet solace of my toils. 
Hail Juice benignant ! O'er the costly cups 



Horace. 



Of riot-stirring wine, unwholesome draught. 

Let Pride's loose sons prolong the wasteful night : 

My sober ev'ninglet the tankard bless. 

With toast embrown M, and fragrant nutmeg fraught 

While the rich draught with oft-repeated whififs 

Tobacco mild improves. Divine repast ! 

Where no crude surfeit or intemperate joys 

Of lawless Bacchus reign ; but o'er my soul 

A calm lethean creep?, in drowsy trance 

Each thought subsides, and sweet oblivion wr^)s 

My peaceful brain, as if the leaden rod 

Of magic morpheus o*er mine eyes had shed 

Its opiate influence. W^hat though sore ills 

Oppress, dire want of chill -dispelling coals 

Or cheerful candle (save the make-weight's gleam 

Haply remaining) heart rejoicing ale 

Cheers the sad scene, and every want supplies. 

Meantime, not mindless of the daily task 

Of tutor sage, upon the learned leaves 

Of deep Smiglecius much I meditate, 

While ale inspires, and lends its kindred aid 

The thought-perplexing labour to pursue 

Sweet helicon of logic ! but if friends 

Congenial call me from the toilsome page, 

To pot-house I repair, the sacred, haunt. 

Where ale thy votaries in full resort 

Hold rites nocturnal. In capacious chair 

Of monumental oak and antique mould, 

That long has stood the rage of conqu'ring years 

Inviolate, (nor in more ample chair 

Smokes rosy justice, when th 'important cause. 

Whether of hen-roost, or of mirthful rape, 

In all the majesty of paunch he tries) 

Studious of ease, and provident, I place 

My gladsome limbs ; while in repeated round 

Returns replenish 'd the successive cup, 

And the brisk fire conspires to genial joy : 

While haply, to relieve the ling'nng hours 

In innocent delight, amusive putt 

On smooth joint-stool in emblematic play. 

The vain vicissitudes of fortune shews. 

Nor reckoning, name tremendous, me disturbs 

Nor, call'd for, chills my breast with sudden fear 

While on ihe wonted door, expressive mark, 

The frequent penny stands describ'd to view, 

In snowy characters and graceful row. 

Hail. TicKiKG ! surest guardian of distress 

Beneath thy shelter, penny less I quafi 

The cheerful cup, nor hear with hopeless heart 

New oysters cry'd : Though much the poet's friend, 

Ne'er yet attempted in poetic strain. 

Accept this tribute of poetic praise ! 

Nor proctor thrice with vocal heel alarms 
Our joys secure, nor deigns the lowly roof 
Of pot-house, snug to visit ; wiser he 
The splendid tavern haunts, or coffee house 
Of Tames or Juggins, where the grateful breath 
Of loathed tobacco ne'er diffus'd its balm ; 
But the lewd spendthrift, falsely deem'd polite, 
While steams around the fragrant Indian bowl 
Oft damns the \-ulgar sons of humbler ale : 
In vain — the proctor's voice arrests their joys ; 
Just fate of wanton pride and loose excess ! 

Nor less by day delightful is thy draught, 
All-powerful ale ! whose sorrow-soothing sweet 
Oft I repeat in vacant afternoon. 
When tatter'd stockings crave my mending hand 
Not unexperienc'd ; while the tedious toil 
Slides unregarded. Let the tender swain 



Each morn regale on nerve- relaxing tea. 
Companion meel of languor loving nymph ' 
Be mine each morn wilh eager appetite 
Aad hunger uodissembled. lo repair 
To friendly buliery ; there on smoalting crust 
And foaming alb lo banquet uorestrain'd, 
Material breakfast ! Thus in ancieai days 
Our ancestors robusl, wilh lib'ral cups 
Usher' d the morn, unlike the squeamish sons 
Of modern times : nor ever had the might 
Of Britons brave decay'd, had Ihus (hey fed, 
Wilh British alb improving British worth. 

With ALB irriguous undismay'd I hear 
The frequeul dun ascend my lofty dome 
Importunate ; whether the plaintive voice 
Of laundress shrill awake my startled ear ; 
Or barber spruce with supple look intrude ; 
Or tailor with obsequious bow advance ; 
Or groom invade me wilh defying front 
And stern demeanour, whose emaciate bleeds 
(Whene'er or Phcebus shone wilh kindlier beams. 
Or luckier chance the borrow'd boots supply'd) 
Had panted oft beneath my goring slee! 
la vajn they plead or threat ; all-powerful ale 
EKcises new supplies, and each descends 
Wilh joyless pace, and debt-despairing looks : 
E'en Spacey with indignant brow retires, 
Fierceit of duns I and conquered quits the field. 

Why did the Gods such various blessings pour 
On hapless mortals, from their grateful hands 
So soon the shorl-liv'd bounty to recall ? 
Thus, while improvident of future ill, 
I quaff tbe luscious tankard uncontrourd. 
And thoughtless riot tn unlicensed bliss ; 
Sudden (dire fate of all things eicellent t) 
The un pi lying bursar's cross-affixing hand 
Blasts all my joys, and stops my glad career. 
Nor now the friendly pot-house longer yields 
A sure retreat when nighto'ershades the skies; 
Nor Sheppard, barb'rous matron, longer giviHi 
The wonted trust, and Winter ticks no more. 

Thus Adam, exil'd from the beauteous scene 

Of Edsm griev'd, no more in fragrant bower 

On fruits divine to feast, fresh shade and vale 

No more to visit, or vine-maoiled grot ; 

But, all forlorn, the dreary wilderness 

And unrejoicing solitudes to trace ; 

Thus too the matchless bard, whose lay resounds 

The Splendid Shilling's praise in nightly gloom 

Of lonesome garret, pin'd for cheerful ale ; 

Whose steps in verse Miltonic 1 pursue. 

Mean follower : like him with honest love 

Of ALB divine inspir'd. and love of song. 

But long may bounteous heav'n with watchful care 

Avert his hapless lot ! enough for me, 

That burning with cogenial flame, I dar'd 

His guiding steps a distance to pursue, 

And sing his favourite theme in biudred strains. 

ASONVMOUS, 
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Hapfy the man who in hit pot conlains 
A suet dumptine 1 he noi feel^ the iiaina 
Of going dinncrless, nor griping hunger ; 
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But cheerful blows the fire with mctiy heart. 

Often revolving when the happf minute 

That brings It to bis homely board w3l come. 

Sometimes with longing eyes he gazes hard. 

And views it boiling in the frothy wr»ves ; 

Then, with his fork or spoon applied, he fedi. 

And turns it o'er and o'er. Now time movnilai 

The hourglass, which in yon old comei standf. 

Is ottea view'd ; for now his stomach teen. 

Gnawing with greedy expectation. 

Almost persuades him that tbe $aiids arc ttopfi'i 

Now is his table placed near the fiie^ 

His cloth of dingy hue is spread thereon . 

His large clasp knife from out his pocket 

(A knife which oft has dealt destruction > 

'I'o many a pudding, beef, or wbalc'er else 

Came in its way; for none it spar'd ;) 

llie earthen plate which graces his old shelf. 

(Which late grimalkin, taking ber nightly walks 

in search of prey, by dire luishaji 

Threw down ; bnt, by good care of fortune, 

A piece from out the brim is only broke,) 

Is straight in order plac'd and all's compleaL 

As when the mariner, who, long from home 

Far from his native land, through seas and stotms 

And dangerous oeriU. homeward does retiim ; 

Sudden he sees the wish'd for port appear, 

Joy fills his dancing heart, and now he feeds 

His fancy with the pleasing expectation •- 

Of mirth and joy, and heart delighting scenes. 

Behold the pat has yielded up its store. 

And reeking hot, is placed upon the plate ! 

The three-legg'd stool is drawn, and down he sits. 

Elated with the goodly prospect : sudden 

His knife, well plung'd, dreadful incision makeil 

And fork, aptly applied, his joys compleat. 

Now direful devastation does ensue ; 

And half the delicious morsel is destroy'd 

Ere he can make a paase ; which having d 

He smacks his lips, and liking well the sj 

Proceeds again wilh more deliberation. 

Till of the luscious cales he's made an end. , 

Thus happy he. envying not sumptuous Tea 

Nor courtly entertainments ; bnt well pir - 

Feasts on his homely viands ; far happiei 

He enjoys as full content, without his cares. 

Anonymod 



Ths Coppbr Farthing. 

Happv the boy, who dwells remote from School, 

Whose pocket, or whose rattliDg-bo>, contains 

A Copper Farthing ! He nor grieving hears 

Hot cheese-cakes cried, nor savoury mittton-pjes ; 

But with his play mates, in thedusk of eve. 

To well-known blacksmith's shop, or chnrch-yi 

Where, mindful of the sport that joys hia heart. 
Marbles, or chuck, he instantly begins, 
Wilh uadissembled pleasure in his face, 
To draw the circle, or to pilch the dump : 
While 1, confin'd within the hated walls 
Of school, resounding with a clamorous din. 
By stdl more hated books environ'd, I, , 

With tedious lessons and long task to get. 
My dismal though is employ ;or wield my p 
To mark dire characters on paper white : 
Not blunter pen or stronger character 




Uses the sage, a chiromancer hight, 

Sprung from Egyptian kiog, and swarthy race, 

Ameoophis, or Ptolemy, when he, 

In search of stolen calF, or money lost, 

For wondering plowman does his art employ I 

Or for the wfshd return of sweel-hearl dear, 

Of apron fine, purloin'd from hawthorn hedge. 

For country-maid consults directing stars. 

Gemini, Taurus, orchill Capricorn, 

Thus while my lingering hours I joyless spend. 
With magisterial look, and solemn step. 
Appears my school- master, tremenrjous wight ! 
Dreaded by Iruanl boys ; bow can I 'scape 
The expected punishment for task ungol, 
Aghast I stand, nor fly id covert bench, 
Or comer dark, to hide my hapless head ; 
So great my terror, that is quite bereaves. 



The bushy rod compos'd of 

Torn from the birchen tree, i 

Which to the flesh of idle bo^s portends. 

For the neglected task, a poignant smart ; 

And with him comes another mighty elf, 

Yi'lep'd an usher, ab, terrific name 

To lesser wights [ who, if they hapless place 

In station wrong pronoun or participle, 

Straight, by the magic of his voice, are raja'd 

Id altitude above their lov'd compeers. 

Where (hey, relnctani, various torments bear. 

Till, by their dolorous plaints, that pierce the skies. 

They draw kind Pity, moisl-eyed Roddess, down. 

To heal, with balm of sympathy, their wot. 

Ye urchins, take, ah ! lake peculiar care, 

Or. when ye wot not, much he marks your ways 

And in bis miad revolves disastrous deeds 

Against th' unwary wretch. So story tells, 

That chanticleer, on dunghill's lop elate. 

With haughty step, and watchful eye askance, 

Kach liny prominence ho views, where haply he 

May find conccal'd delicious griib or worm. 

To which his maw insatiate forebodes 

Certain destruction, while, behind or bush, 

Or pale encompassing the farmer's yard. 

Skulks Reynard, fraught with many a crafty wile 

T'ensnare the teather'd race, who, if they stray 

Beyond the precincts of their mother's ken. 

He straight purloins them from her careful wing, 

With his sharp (eeth torments their tender frame. 

And with the crimson gore distaini: their aides. 

Relentless ; nor can all the piercing cries 

Of ducklinj, chick, or turkey, yet uofledg'd. 

His heart obdurate move ; instant be tears 

Each trembling limb, devour? the quivering flesh, 

Nor leaves a remnant of the bloody feast. 

Save a fe'« fluttering feathers scaller'd round 

(That, with (heir varied plumage, whilom deck'd 

The slaughter'd prey), to tell the hapless tale. 

Thus joyless do I spend those hours the Bun 
Illuminates ; and, when the silver mooa 
Her gentle ray dispenses, and invites 
The swains and maids to mix in jovial dance, 
Around the towering may-poles of the green. 
Where each gay plowman does his partner choose 
As love or fate directs ; or o'er the lawn 
The needle thread, or loss the bounding ball : 
All cheerless I. nor dance, nor pleasing sporl. 
Nor social mirth, nor bowl of nappy ale, 
Pailake : bui, on her drooping raven wing. 



Sad Melancholy hovers o'er my bead. 

Pale Envy ranklesdeep within my bre.isl. 

And baneful venom sheds. Grim Horror too 

Attends my thoughts, and fills my gloomy mind 

With tales of gliding sprites, in milk-while shrouds 

Array'd, and rattling chains, and yelling ghosts 

Irascible I or Fancy, mimic queen, 

To swift imagination's eye presents 

A group of liny elves, in circlicg dance. 

Or luscious feast employ'd ; such elves as danc'd 

When Oberon did fair "Titania wed ; 

While I, in wishes impotent and vain. 

For Liberty, dear object of my hopes, 

The tedious moments spend ; or it, perchance. 

Morpheus invok'd, my heavy eye-lids close, 

Dear Liberty still haunts my sleeping ihought.s. 

And ID a short-hv'd dream those joys I taste. 

Which waking are denied ; and beat the hoop 

With dextrous hand, or run with feet as swift 

As leather'd arrow flies from archer's bow : 

Till, from my slumber wak'd, too soon 1 find 

It was illusion all, and mockery vain. 

Thus, comfortless, appall'd. forlorn, I pass 

The lardy houra, nor of those viands taste. 

Which are on olher boys full oft bestow'd 

In plenteous manner, by the liberal hand 

Of friend indulgent ; apple-pye. or tarl 

Or Irembliag cusiard of delicious goili. 

Or frothy syllabub in copious bowl. 

Hard fale for me I Yet harder still betides 

Me. hapless )-oiith 1 My faithful tup, that oft 

Has cheer'd my drooping spirits, and reviv'd 

My saddening thoughts, when o'er the j 

smooth 

It spins, and sleeps, and to its master's hand 
Does ample justice, now, alas ! become 
To all the rude inclemencies of weather. 
To time and destiny's relenlles* doom 
A miserable victim, quite decay'd 
With many services, and cleft throughout 
All useless lies ; ah I sight of saddest woe 
To wretched me ! of every hope bereft. 
Of every gleam of comfort. So the wrelch. 
Who near or .Etna or Vesuvius, dwells. 
Beholds the sulphurous flames, the molten roclcs. 
And feels the ground trembling beneath his feet ; 
Till with a horrid yawn it opens wide 
Beic-re his eyes, all glaring with afl'right ; 
Swallows his cultur'd vines, his gardens, bouse. 
With all his soul held dear.bis lovely wife, 
And praltliog babes, the hopes of years to come ; 
All, all ore lost, in rain -terrible t 

ByHi>iiPiis!i[!furuiEwli<>illedlutliey«ir 1750. i 
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E happy he, v 



I, UriUtnt Pucr. Hnr. 

. s, whose hours the cheering smiles 

Of freedom bless ; who wantons unconttould 
Where Ease invites, or Pleasure's syren voice ; 
Him the stem tyrant with his iron scourge 
Annoys not. nor the dire oppressive waighl 
Of galling chain ; but. when the blushing raoro 
Purples the East, with eager transport wild 
O'er hill, o'er valley, on bis panting steed 
Ho bound? exulting, as in full career 
With horns, and hounds, and thund'ring sbouls, he 

The flying stag ; or when the dusky shades 

Of eve, advancing, veil the darkeu'd sky, 

To neighbouring tavern, blithsome, he resorts 

With boon companion, where Ihey drown their cares 

In sprightly bumpers, and Ike mantling bowl. 

Far otherwise within these darksome walls, 

Whose gales, with rows of triple steel securd. 

And many a bolt, prohibit all egress, 

I spend my joyless days ; ere dawn appears, 

Rons'd from my peaceful slumbers by the sound 

Of awe-inspiring bell, whose every stroke 

Chills my heart-blood, all trembling. I descend 

from dreary garret, round whose ancient roof, 

Gaping with hideous chinks, the whisiling blast 

Perpetual raves, and fiercC'descending rains 

Discharge their fury— dire, lethargic dews 

Oppress my drowsy sense ; still fancy leems 

With fond ideal joys, and. fir'd with what 

Or poets sing, or fabled tale records, 

Presents iransporliag visions ; goblets crown'd 

With juice of nectar, or the food divine 

Of rich ambrosia, templing to the sight t 

While, iu the shade of some embowering grove, 

1 lie reclin*d, or through Elysian plains 

Enraptur'd stray ; where every pUnt and flower 

Send forth an odorons smell, and all the air 

With songs of love and melody resounds. 

Meanwhile benumbing cold invades my joints, 

As with slow faltering footsteps I resort 

To where, of antique mold, a lofty dome 

Rears its tremendous from ; here all at once 

From thousand different tongues a mighty hum 

Assaults my ear ; loud as the distant roar 

Of tumbling lorrenia . or as in some mart 

Of public note, for traffic far renown'd. 

Where Jew with Grecian, Turk with African, 

Assembled, in one general peal unite 

Of dreadful jargon.— Straight on wooden bench 

I take my seat, and con with studious care 

Th' appointed tasks j o'er many a puiding page 

Poring intent, and sags Athenian bard, 

With dialect, and mood, and tense perplei'd ; 

And conjngaiions varied without end. 

Wbeo lo I with haughty stride (in sue like him 

Who erst, extended on the burning lake, 

Lay Hoating many a rood) his sullen brow. 

With lowering frowns and fearful glooms o'ercasl. 

Enters the pedagogue ; terrific sight I 

An ample ninefold peruke, spread immense. 

Luxuriant waving down bis shoulders plays ■ 

His right-hand fiercely grasps an oaken siafli 

His left a bunch of timber twigs sustains. 



Call'd by the vulgar birch. Tartarean root. 

Whose rankling paints, in blackest poison dip^ 

Inflict a mortal piin ; and, wbere tbey tight, 

A ghastly furrow leave. — A solemn pause oasaet: 

As when, of old, the monarch of the floods. 

'Midst rriging hurricanes and battling wares. 

Shaking the dreadful trident, rear'd aloft 

His awful brow.— Sudden the ftirious wiads 

Were liunh'd in peace, the billows ceas'd their lage: 

Or when (if mighty themes like tbess allow 

An humble metaphor) the iportive race 

Of nibbling heroes, benton wanton play. 

Beneath the shelter of some well-slor'd bam. 

In many an airy circle wheel around ; 

Some eve, perchance, in private nook conceal d, 

Beholds Grimalkin ; instant they disperse. 

In headlong Bight, each lo his secret cell ; 

It haply he may 'scape impending fate. 

Thus ceas*d the general clamour; all reroaiu 

In silent terror wrapt, and thought profound. 

Meanwhile, the pedagogue throughont tfae done 
His fiery eye<ball£, like Iwo blazing stars, 
Porlentous rolls, on some unthinking wretch 
To shed their baleful influence ; whilst his roioe. 
Like thnnder. or Ihe cannon's sudden burst. 
Three times is heard, and ihrice the roo^ resoiud [ 
A sudden paleness gathers in my face; 
Through all my limbs a stiffening horror spcead^ 
Cold as the dews of death ; nor heed my eyes 
Their wonted function, but in slnpid gate 
Ken the fell monster ; from my trembliog hanib 
The time-worn volume drops ; oh, dire prenge 
Of instant woe ! for now the mighty sound, 
Pregnant with dismal tidings, once again 
Strikes my astonished ears : transfiu'd with aw«. 
And senseless fur a time, I stand ; but soon 
By friendly jog or naighbonring whisper rous'd. 
Obey the dire injunction ; straight I loose 
Depending brogues, and mount Ihe lofly throns 
Indignant, or the black obhque ascend 
Of sorrowful compeer; nor long delays 
The monarch, from bis palace stalking down, 
With visage all iuQam'd; his sable robe 
Sweeping in lengthening folds along (be giuand : 
He shakes his sceptre, and th' impending scourge 
Brandishes high ; nor tears nor slirieks avail ; 
But with impelnous fury it descends, 
Imprinling hnmd wounds with Ealal flow 
Of blood attended, and convulsive pangs. 

Curst be the wretch, for ever doom'd to h 
Infernal whippings ; he, whose savage hands^" 
First grasp'd these barbarous weapons, biller cause 
Of foul disgrace, and many a dolorous groan. 
To hapless school-boy! — Could it not suffice 
I groaned and toii'd beneath the merciless weiAhl 
By stem relentless tyranny impos'd; 
But scourges too. and cudgels, were resorv'd 
To goad m^ harrow'd sides : this wretched life 
Loading with heavier ills I a life eipos'd 
To all Ihe woes of hunger, toil, distress i 
Cui oiffrovii every genial source of blisi; 
From every bland amusement, wont lo sooth 
The youihful breast ; except when father Timj, 
In joyful change, rolls round the festive hour. 
Thai gives this meagre, pining figure back 
To parent fondness, and its native roof j 1 
Fir'd with Ihe thought, then, then, my t^wenna ih 
Rises su|>erior to Its toad, and spurns 
Its proud oppressors ; frantic with delight, ^^^ 
My fancy riots in successive scenes ^^^| 
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Of bliss and pleasures ; plans and schemes are laid 
How best tbe fleeting momenls to improve. 
Nor lose one portion of so rare a boon. 

Scarce one sbort moon enjoy'd ; {oh I transient state 

Of sublunary bliss I ) by bitter cbange, 

And other scenes succeeded, what fierce pangs 

Then rack m; soul ] what ceaseless floods of grief 

Rush down my cheeks, while strong convulsive throbs 

keave all ay frame, and cboak the power of speech ! 

Forlorn I sigh, nor heed tbe gentle voice 

Of friend or stranger, who, with soothing words 

And slender gift, would fain beguile my woes : 

In vain ; for what can aught avail to sooth 

Such raging an^ish f Oft with sudden glance 

Before my eyes in all its horror glares 

That well-known form, and oft I seem to hear 

The thundering scourge — ah me I e'en now I fi^l 

Its deadly venom, raging as tbe paogs 

That tore Alcides, when the burning vest 

Prey'd on b-s wasted sides, — At length retum'd 

Within these haled walls, again I mourn 

A sullen prisoner, till thewish'd approach 

Of joyous holiday or festive play 

Releases me : ah ! freedom that mnsi end 

With thee, declining Sol I All hail, ye sires 

For sanctity renown'd, whose glorious names, 

In large conspicuous characters pourtray'd. 

Adorn the annual chronologic page 

Of Wing or Partridge ; oft, when sore opprest 

With dire c»lamiiies, the glad return 

OEyour triumphant festivals hath cheer'd 

My drooping soul. Nor he thy name forgot, 

Illustrious George : for nuch to thee I owe 

Of heart-felt raplnre, as with loyal zeal 

Glowing, I pile the cracklmg bonfire btgb, 

Or huri the mounting rocket through the air. 

Or fiery wblziiog serpent ; thus thy name 

Shall stilt he honour'd, as through future years 

The circling Seasons roll their festive round. 

Sometimes, by dira compulsive hunger press'd, 

I spring the neighbouring lence, and scale tbe trunk 

Of apple-tree ; or wide, o'er fiowery lawns. 

By hedge or thicket, bend my hasty steps, 

Intent, with secret ambusb, to surprise, 

The straw-built nest, and unsuspecting brood 

Of thrush or bull-finch ; oft with watchful ken 

Eyeing the backward lawns, lest hostile glance 

Observe my footsteps, while each rustling leaf, 

Stirr'd by tbe gentle gale, alarms my fears : 

Then, parched beneath the burning heals of nooa, 

I plunge into the limpid stream, that laves 

The silent vale ; or, on its grassy banks, 

Beneath some oak's majestic shade recline. 

Envying the vagrant fishes, as they pass. 

Their boon of freedom ; till the distant sound 

Of tolling curfew warns me to depart, 

"" ' it-pow'r I groan, oppress'd 
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se than slavery ; yet my free-bom . . 

e warmth forgets not, nor will brook 

ir taunt, from proud insulting peer; 

103S to the field the doughty foe 
„ ;omba;. 'midst th' impartial tbrcog, 
i nere to decide our fate : oft loo, inllam'd 
With mutual rage, two rival armies meet 
Of youthful warriors : kindling at tbe sight. 
My soul Is filled with vast heroic thoughts. 
Trusting, in mariial glory, to surpass 
Roman or Grecian chief; instant, with shouts, 
Tbe mingling squadrons join the horrid fray ; 
No need of cannon, or tbe muiderous steel. 



Wide wasting natt 

Fragments of rock 

Obscure the day ; nor less the brawny arm, 

Or knotted club, avail ; high in tbe midst 

Are seen the mighty chiefs, through hosts of foes 

Mowing their way ; and now, with tenfold rago 

Tbe combat bums, full many a sanguine stream 

Dislaias the field, and many a veteran brave 

Lies prostrate ; loud triumphant shouts ascend 

By turns from either host ; each claims tbe palm 

Of glorious conquest: nor till night's dun shades 

Involve tbe sky. the doubtful conflict ends. 

Thus, when rebellion shook the thrones of heaven. 

And all th' eternal powers in battle met. 

High o'er (be rest, with vast gigantic strides, 

Tbe god-like leaders, on th' embattled plain. 

Came towering, breathing forth revenge and fate : 

Nor less terrific joined the inlerior bosla 

Of an gel -warriors, when encountering hills 

Tore the rent concave — flashing with the blaie 

Of fiery arms, and lightnings, not of Jove ; 

All heaven resounded, and the aslonisb'd deep 

Of chaos bellow'd with the monstrous roar. 



In 1880 the Editor of The World ofTered two 
prizes for the best poems in the style of Milton's 
Paradiie Lott, Book II,, on "The Opeoing of 

Parliament." The following were the successful 
compositions ; — 

First Prizc. 

Thus pondering bow they best might frame reply, 

Unto their Sovereign's speech, mute rind perplexed 

Sat all the Peers, awaiting who'appeared 

To second, or oppose, or undertake 

'The [jenlous attempt, till Onslow, raised 

Alike by merit and tbe Premier's choice 

To that bad eminence, in glib-sel speech 

Began: " Since silent all, great powers, ye wail 

Counsel and guidance, I myself have framed 

A loyal Address of dutiful assent. 

Declaring confidence in Ibis our Stale 

And Ibose whose prudence guides it, — fit reply I '' 

He spoke, and from the other side uprose 

Granville, in act most graceful and humane 

Of all who fell from oilice. breathing forth 

Haired implacable, and straight denounced 

Revenge, and dissolution dangerous 

To less than Peers. Louder applause was heard 

As Granville ended, and his sentence pleased. 

Counselling revolt, which, when tbe Premier saw, 

Lord Beaconsfield, Ihaa whom of all the powers. 

Save Ihe Lord Chancellor, none higher sat, 

Wilh grave aspect he rose. High on his front 

Tbe curl of Vivian clung, though thinned with years, 

Majestic still in ruin ; and with knee 

Somewhat advanced, as if perchance (o show 

Its mystic circlet, thus imperious spoke : 

'' Peers of Ihe Empire, still ye look to me. 

Your chief, for still to me the popular vole 

Inclines, here lo continue, and build up here 

A growing Empire, so with Freedom joined ; 

Receive my words, nor heed inferior tongues. 

False to their Sovereign and to our Stale, 

Counselling ignoble ease and peaceful slolh. 

Not peace. SVell have ye judged of old, and. «JAk 
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Ye shall jud^e well, discerning to avoid. 

By me advised, shameful dismemberment 

Of this great realm.** He ceased, and straight the 

powers 
Their session ended, voted the Address, 
Momentous issue of prolonged debate. 

THE BABY. 

(Mr. John Foote, Kensington.) 



Second Prize, 

High on a throne of Royal state which well 

Beseemed the rule of Britain, and of Ind, 

In sable vested, save for lustrous star 

And circlet bright of gleaming gem and gold, 

Victoria proudly sat by lineage raised 

To that fair eminence, and by desert 

Thus high enthroned in her people's hearts. 

Meanwhile the Black- Kod usher by command 

Acquaints the Commons, who. their summons called 

From Government and Opposition ranks, 

Came trooping to the bar, and thronged the floor. 

Behold a wonder ! They, who in their place 

Were pompous in their port as any peer, 

Now nght and jostle for a standing-room ; 

Their self-importance breathless and collapsed 

As iT^sop's fabled frog. But far above. 

And at their own convenience, like their wont, 

The noble lords— dukes, earls, and smaller fry — 

In otium mm dignitaie sat, 

Quaint demi-gods, in crimson robes and hats 

Shiny and tall. After short silence then. 

The MS. tendered, Cairns the Royal thoughts 

And Beaccnsfield*s concoctions thus disclosed : 

• My Lords and Gentlemen, once more well met. 

Or classically, '• Here we are again ! " 

The firmest friendship knits us to all Powers 

(Save tiffs with holy Russia and the Turk, 

Which every week or so must needs occur). 

Triumphant o'er the Afghans are our arms ; 

For since no downfall in its grip can hold 

All-conquering England, though repulsed awhile, 

I hold it victory. Despite our loss 

In Zululand, and Chelmsford's blundering, 

Imperium et Liberia s will appear 

More glorious to the Jingoes than no war, 

With what beside in Parliament or field 

Hath been involved in failure. To this, then, 

Our policy of old we now return — 

How best we can contrive, by force or guile. 

To filch our neighbours' lands, and keep our own.* 

Brian Boru. 

(Mr. H Hamilton, Holloway.) 

The World, February i8, 1880. 
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"Prae Existence, a Poem in imitation of 
Milton.'' London : Printed for John Clark, at the 
Bible and Crown in the Old Change, near St. 
Paul's, 1 7 14. This work was published anony- 
mously, but it had a long Publisher's Preface, 
signed J.B., under which initials it may be traced 
in the catalogue of the British Museum Library 



(Press Mark 11,631, b.b.b. 39). The Preface 
states that the structure of the Poem is founded on 
the opinion ^' That all human, souls had an existence 
antecedent to the Mosaic Creatiouy*' and is intended 
as an account of the events that occurred in the 
interval between the battle of Michael and Lttci/er, 
and the creation of the World. 

In Book I. Paradise Lost, Milton thus alludes to 
Lucifer's discomfiture : — 

** Nine times the space that measures Day and Night 
To mortal men, he with his horrid crew, 
Lay vanquished, rolling in the fiery gulf,'* 

and the Author of "Prae Existence^' commences 
his poem with the Archangels sounding a retreat 
from the pursuit of the Rebel Angels condemned 
to Hell, and the closing of Hell Gates. 

With such a text it may be easily imagined that 
the Poem is not of a very light or cheerful descrip- 
tion. It opens thus ominously : — 

Now had th' Archangel Trumpet, raised sublime 
Above the walls of Heav*n, begun to sound ; 
All .4Lther took the Blast, and Hell beneath 
Sjjoke with Celestial Noise ; th' Almighty Host 
Hot with pursuit, and reaking with the Blood 
Of guilty Cherubs smcar'd in sulphurous Dust, 
Pause at the known command of sounding Gold ; 
And first they close the wide Tartarian Gates^ 
Th' impenetrable Folds on Brazen Hinge 
Rowl creaking horrible ; the Din beneath 
Overcomes the Roar of Flames, and deafens Hell. 



The remainder of the Poem is too heavy to be 
quoted, but the curious in such matters may easily 
refer to it in the British Museum Library. 



■:o:- 



In Isaac D'lsraeli's Curiosities of Literature there 
is a chapter entitled ** Critical Sagacity and Happy 
Conjecture;" or, Bentley's Milton. Dr. Bentley 
had, by his injudicious corrections and prosaic 
interpolations, much disfigured his edition of 
Paradise Lost, and D'lsraeli, in his article exposes 
Dr. Bentley's errors and want of taste. 



(( 



-Bentley, long to wrangling schools confined. 



And but by books acquainted with mankind — 
To Milton lending sense, to Horace wit, 
He makes them write, what never poet writ'' 



0^imm 



** Salmagundi : a miscellaneous combination of 
original Poetry ; consisting of Illusions of Fancy, 
Amatory, Elegiac, Lyrical, Epigrammatical, and 
other Palateablc Ingredients. Third Edition, 
London. E. Hodson, Bell Yard, Temple Bar, 



JOHN MILTON 



1795." This volume was written by the Rev. 
George Huddersford, M.A., Vicar of Loxley, 
Wanvick shire, who died November 10, 1S09. It 
contains the two following poems in imitation of 
L' Allegro, and II Fenttrofo. 



Hence, Thou Fur-elod Winler, fly ; 
Sire of shivering Poverty ! 
Svho, as thou cieep'ai with chilblains lame 
To the crowded charcoal flame. 
With chBitering leeth ■nd ague cold, 
Scarce thy shaking sides coiiit hold 
While thou draw'sl the deep cough out : 
God of Football's noisj- loul. 
Tumult loud and boist'rous play, 
The dangerous slide, the snow-ball fray. 

But come, thou genial Sod of Spring, 
Whitsuntide 1 and with thee bring 
Ciicket, nimble boy and light. 
In slii^iers red and drawers white. 
Who o'cT the nicely- mcosur'd land 
Ranges around his comely band, 
Alert to intercept each blow. 
Each motion of the waiy Foe. 

Or patient take thy quiet stand, 
The angle tTcmhling in thy hand. 
And moik, with penetrative eye. 
Kissing the wave the rrequcul fly, 
Where the trout with eager spring 
Forms the many-circled ring. 
And, leaping from the silver tlde^ 
Turns to the sun hh speckled sid& 

Or lead where Health or Naiad fair 
Wilh rosy cheek and dripping hair. 
From the sultry noon-tide beam, 
Dives in Itcbin'a crystal stream. 

Thy votaries, ranged in order due, 
To-iiiorrow's wish' d- for dnwn shall view, 
Greeting the radiant Star of Light 
With Matin Hymn anil caily kite : 
E'en now, these hallow'd haunts among. 
To thee we raise the choral song • 
And swell with echoing minslrelsy 
Tile strain of joy and Uberty, 

If pleasures such as these await 
Thy genial reign, with heart elate 
For Thee I throw my gown aside, 
And hail ihy coming. WniTSUNTrnR. 



Hence, Summer, indolently laid 
To sleep beneath the cooling shade 1 
Panting quick with sultry heat, 
Thirst and faint Fatigue retreat 1 



Come, Chuistmas, father Thou of Mirlh, 
Patron of the festive hearth. 
Around whose social ev'ning flame 
The jovial song, the winter game. 
The chase renewed in merry tale. 
The season's carols never fail. 
Who. Iho' winler chill the skies 
Cans! catch the glow of eiercise. 
Following swift the foolball's course ; 
Or with unresisted force. 
Where Frost arrests the harden'd tide, 
ShoDtbg along the mind slide. 

Who, ere the misty mom is grey. 
To some high covert harlt'st away ; 
While Sport, on lofly courwt borne. 
In coiKert winds his echoing horn 
With the deeply thund'ring hounds. 
Whose clangour wild, and joyfnl soonds. 
While echo swells the doubling cry, 
Shake the woods with harmony. 
How does my Ci^er bosom glow 
To give the well-known Tallv-Ho ! 
Or show, with cap inverted, where 
Stole away the cautious haie I 

Or if the IJasl of Winter keen 
Spangles o'er the silvery green, 
Bo.it ed hieh thou lov'st to ue«d 
Marking through the sedgy mead, 
Where the cree|Hng moor-hen lies. 
Or snipes with sudden twittering rine. 
Or joy'st the early walk to take 
Where, through the pheasant-haunted brake, 
Oft as the well-aim d gun resounds. 
The eager dating (paniel Ixiunds. 

For thee of liuck my breeches tight. 
Clanging whip and rowels bright. 
The hunter's cap my brows to guard. 
And suit of sportive green's prepar'd : 
For since these delights are thine, 
CHRlst'UAB wilh thy bands 1 jmn. 



I 



In 1776 another parody on Milton's L'AUtgro 
was published, entitled "The Garrulous Man," a 
poem addressed to Mr. and Mrs. Milter, Bath j 
but this the Editor has not succeeded in finding. 



L'Allegro ; OR Fun, a Pakody. 



caps, uid books unjoUy, 




Off, blubbering Melancholy I 
Of the bhie devils and book-learning bom, 
In dusiy schools forlori 
Amongst black-gowns. 
Hunt out some cullege ^■-u. 
Where muuing quiiies mutter mooki 
And the old proctor dreams 1 
There, in thy sroutiy walls, o'emin m 
As ragged as thy smock. 
With rusty, fuslv fellows ever dwelL 
But come, thou baggage fat and free. 
By gentles called Festivity, 
And by us rolling kiddies, F»n, 
Wh.)m Mother Shipton, one by one. 



4 

I 



^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ PARODIES ^^^^^^^H 


With two Wapping wenches more, 


Which the splay-foot Rachad dresses ; ^^M 
And then in haste the shop she leaves, ^^^M 


To skipping Harlcquino bore : 


Or whelher, ax some deeper say. 


And with the boy the bellows heaves ; ^^^M 


Jack Pudding on a hoUday 


Or if 'tis late, and shop is shut, ^^^M 


Along with Jenny Diver romping. 


Scrubs at the pump her face from smul, ^^^H 


As he met her once a pampbg. 


Sometimes, all for sightsagog. ^^H 




To t'other end of the town I Jog. ^^H 




When St. James's betls riog round, ^^H 




And Ihc royal fiddles soand, ^^^^| 


Hip t here, jade, and bring nilh thee 


And young and old dance down the tune, ^^^^| 


Jokes and soi^ering jollity. 


In honour of the forth of June ; ^^^| 


Chrislmaa gambols, waggish tricks, 


Till candles fail and eyes arc sore, ^^^| 


Winks, wry faces, hcks and kicks. 


Then home we hie to talk it o'er, ^^^1 


Such as fall from Moby's knuckles, 


With stories told of many a Heat. ^^^M 


And love to Uveaboul her buckles ; 


How Lidy Swab the sweetmeats eat ; ^^^| 




She was pinch'd and something worse:, ^^^| 


And Horselaugh hugging both his doxies ; 


And she was fobb'd and lost her parse. ^^M 


Come, and kick it as you go, 


Tell how the drudging Welljee sweat, ^^H 


On the slumping horapipe-toe : 


To bake his custards duly set, ^^H 


And in thy right hand haul with thee 


When in one night, ere clock went seven, ^^H 
His 'prentice-lad had robb'd the oven ^^H 


The MounlniH brim French liberty. 


And ifl give puffing due, 


Of more than twenty hands had put in ; ^^^| 


Fun, admit me of thy crew. 


Then lies him down, a little glutton, ^^^1 


To pig with her, and pie with thee. 
In everiasting frolicks free : 


Stretch'd lumbering 'fore the fire, thev teUi^,^^! 


And bakes the custards in his belly ; ^^^H 


To hear the sweep begin his beat, 


Then crop-sick down the stairs be Qingi ^^^H 


And squalling slaillc the dull street. 


Before his master's belt yet rings, ^^H 


From his watch-box in the alley 


Thus done the tales, to bed lhe>- creep ^^^1 


TiU the watch at Bin doth saUy ; 


By hoofs and wheels soon luU'd to sleepL ^^M 


Then to go, in sjMte of sleep, 

And at the window cry, " Sweep 1 sweep 1 " 




But the city takes me then, ^^^| 


Through the street-door, or the area. 


And the hums of busy men, ^^^1 


Or, in the country, through the dairy ; 
While the dustman, wilhliis din, 


Where throngs of train-band captains bold ^^^| 


In time of peace fierce meetings hold, ^^H 


Bawls and rings to be let in, 


With stores of stock-jobbers, whose lies ^^H 


And at the fore, or the back-door. 


Work change of stocks and bankruptcies ; ^^H 


Slowly plods his jades before. 


Where bulls and bears alike contend ^^H 


Oft hearing the sow-geldet's horn 


To get the cash they dare not speud. ^^^M 


Harshly rouse the snoring morn. 
From the side of a huge square. 


Then let aldermen appear, ^^^1 


In scarlet robes, with chandelier, J^^^^t 


Through the long street grunting far. 


And city feasts and gluttony, ^^^^H 


Sometimes walking I'll be seen 
Right against Old Bedlam^aic. 


With lialls upon the lord mayor's day ; ^^H 




Sleeping or waking, all November. t^^^^| 


Where the mock king b^ns his state, 




Crown'd with straw, and rob'd with rags. 


Then to the play-houses anon, ^^H 


Cover' d o'er with jags and tags, 


If Quick or Bannister be one ; ^^^^1 
Or drollest Parsons, child of Druiy, ^^_^^^^B 


While the keeper near at hand 


Bullies those who ieare their stand ; 


Bawls out his damns with comic fo^^^^^^H 


And milk-maid'» screams go through your ears. 


And ever, i^inst hum-drum carea^-'I^^^^^^^H 


And grinders sharpen rusly sheers. 


Sing me some of Dibdin's airs, ^^^^^^^^H 


And every crier squalls his cry 


Married to his own queer wit, -^^^^^^^^^^H 


Under each window be goes by. 


Such as my shakmg sides may splil, ^^^^^^H 




In notes, with many a jolly bout, ^^^H 


Straight mine eye halh caught new gambols. 


Near Beaufort Buildings oft roar'd out, ^^M 


While round and round this town it tamblea ; 


With Waggmg curls and smirk so caonlnK ^^^1 


Sloppy streets and fo^y day. 
Where the blundering folks do stray I 


His rig on many a booby rum^io^ ^^^^| 


Exposing all the ways and plilizes ^^^H 


Pavements, on whose slippery flags 


Of " wags, and oddities and quiizes," ^^H 


Swearing coach-men drive their nags ; * 


That Shuter's self might heave bis head ^^M 


Barbers jostled -gainst your side, 


From drunken snooies, on a bed ^^H 


Narrow streets, and gutters wide. 


Oi pot-house benches sprawl'd, and hear ^^^1 
Such laughing songs as won the cat ^^^M 




Gnib-slTeel garrets now it see*. 


or all Ihe town, his slip to Covet, ^^M 
Whene'er he met 'em half-seas over. ^^^H 


To the muse open and the brcew;. 


Where perhaps some scribbler hungers, 






Freaks like these if thou canst gJTe, ^^^ 


Hard by. d tinker's furnace smokes. 


Fun. with thee I wish to live. 


From bciwijit two pastry-cooks. 
Where dingy Dick and Peggy, met, 




ANOKlTMOi:!. 


Are at their scurvy dinner set, 




Of cow-heel, and such celUr messes. 


J 



JOHN MILTON. 



The Hare Hunter. 



Lo I, who erst, at break of day. 
To Nelston Wiggs ■ betook my »-ay, 
Alarming all the country round 
With barbarous shoul and yelping hound ; 
And miiny a fox in vain pursued 
To Birdon Hillf or Button Wood ; 
And ofl relurncd in evening dark 
With empty hands from Horsely Park ; t 
And thought myself a clewer lad, 
WhUe all the neighbours thought me mad ; 
Now condescend with nicest caie 
To hant the hedge-row for a hare, 
Heoce, Fox-hunting I thou liend forlomi 
Of Uproar wild and Tumult bom : 
No more expect me on the hill. 
Obedient to thy summons shrill. 
Where lole with joy I saw thee stand, 
The whip new corded in thine hand. 
In boots thy legs entrenched strong. 
Thy heels well arm'd with rowels long, 
The cap close fitted to thy head, 
The blue plush coat, the wo,i5icoBt ted ; 
Thy person trim, succinct, and light 
Breechee'd high in buckskin tight ; 
Mounted un a courser fleet. 
With ardent eyes and pawing feel ; 
Hence, with thy tall Inil-curTing hound, 
Of tongue so shrill and cars so round, 

No more I listen to the noise 
Of " «ind him, r<^es," and " lo him boys," 
The '' touch." the "drag," and " lillihoe," 
And ''gone away," and " there they go j" 
And how we earth'd him at Crick Chase, 
Or lost him at some cursed place ; 
From all such ills that did attend us. 
Henceforth, good Jupiter, defend us I 

But come, thou genius of " Loo Whoore," 
Sober, steadfast, and demure, 
Ciad in a coat of clumsy size. 
Of double drab or knotted frieze, 
O'er which is drawn the warm surtout 
With flourish'd girdle bound about ; 
Thy vacant forehead broad and fat, 
Shadow'd beneath thetound-ctopp'd hat. 
Sweet power of Thistle-whipping, hail I 
Whom in asolitary vale 
To prone-eyed Dulness long of yore 
The moping nymph Tantarra bore. 
Come, but keep your wonted state 
On a horse of sluj^sh gait ; 
Voar looks commencing with the ground. 
Where the close-crouching hare is found ; 
And as across the lands you creep. 
Forget yourself and fall asleep 
Till the dull steed shall break your nap. 
Stumbling through the accustom'd gap. 
And first (he waddling beagle bring. 
That looks as just escaped the string, 
With sneaking tail and heavy head. 
Such as by neighbour Dash are bred ; 
And join sharp Cold with Ache severe, 
And PatieDce, that can bear lo hear 



The pack with melancholy tone 
Around the scented hillock moan. 
And with such discord as Ihey keep, 
Tempi pitying travellers lo weep. 

Me, Genius, shall thou often find 
On some hill side beneath the wind. 
On fallows rcmgb oi stubbles dry. 
Where the lone leveret loves to lie, 
While such mean merriment invites. 
Doing thy sadly-pleasing rites. 
Oft, on a plat of rising ground, 
I see the fat pack puzzUng round. 
Where the game went long before. 
Sounding sad with sullen roar; 
With slow-paced heed, and tedious cunning 
Through all her arlfiil mazes running. 
Untwisting every knotty wile 
Both of the double and the foil ; 
In notes with many a winding bout 
Of drowsy murmurings long-dmwn out, 
Besvailing their dull master's folly. 
Most pitiful, most melancholy, 
But chicflv let the Southern's tongue 
Drag its deep dismal tone along, 
In bellowings loud, and utterance hoarse. 
Such as its mournful way ma^ force 
"Through all my hearing's cavities, 
And bring the tears into my eyes. 

But let my due sight never fait, 
Where beaten palhsdivide the vale, 
With anxious skill and cunning care. 
To prick the footsteps of the hare. 
While I cheer the beagle's toil, 
With"hoo the way," and "hark the foil I" 
And when at last old age and gout 
Prevent my longer going out, 
O may I from my easy chair 
The wonders of my youth derlare. 
Extol at large myself and steed. 
And talk of hounds of my old breed. 
Till I become Ihrou^ neif;hbouring shhres 
The oracle of country squures. 
These pleasures. Hare Hunting, impart. 
And I am thine with all my heart 

EhgaHl Exiiacii from Hit Brilish Poll!, 1824- 



A Farafkrau 0} L'AIUgro. 

Hen-CE, loath'd vulgarity. 
Of Ignorance and native Dullness bred. 

In low unwholesome shed, 
'Mongst thieves and drabs, and street sweeps, 
asking charily : 

Find some suburban haunt, 
Where the spruce 'prentice treats his flashy mate. 

And smoking cits debate : 
Or at a dowdy rout, or ticket ball, 

Giv'n at Freemason's hall. 
With tawdry clothes and liveries ever flaunt. 

But come, thou nymph of slender waist, 

Known early by the naiv:c of Taste. 
And now denominated Fashion, 
Whom erst, by no imbi,(ful puiiof 
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Pleasure's fair nymph, on Britain's shore, 
To radiant ey'd Apollo bore ; 
Or Hermes (so the grave dispute is) 
The frolic god of chemist beauties, 
Found Lady Someone in the dark 

As once they met at Park, 

There, on a couch of damask blue. 

And squabs, and cushions, damask too, 

Fiird her with thee, thou white-armM fair, 

So delicate and de ton air. 

Haste thee, nymph, and bring with thee 

Steed, and light hung Tilbury, 

Undiscoverable rouge, 

Polish'd boots, and neckcloth huge, 

(Such as might deck a Dandy's cheek. 

And draw the gazers for a week. ) 

Mackintosh's racy phrase, 

And wit, that peerless Ward might praise. 

Come, and let your steps be bent 

"With a lively measurement. 

And bring the proper airs and graces, 

That make their way in certain places : 

And, if I give thee honour due 

Fashion, enroll me with the few. 

With Spencer, Sidney Smith, and thee, 

In a select society : 

To ride when many a lady fair, in 

Her morning veil begins her airing. 

And with the nurse and children stow'd. 

Drives down the Park, or Chelsea Road : 

Then to stop in spite of sorrow. 

And through the window bid good morrow 

Of vis-a-vis, or barouchette. 

Or half-open landaulet : 

While little Burke, with lively din, 

Scatters his stock of trifles thin. 

And at the Bridge, or Grosvenor Gate, 

Briskly bids his horses wait ; 

Oft listening how the Catalani 

Rouses at night the applauding many, 

In some opera of Mozart, 

Winning the eye, the ear, the heart. 

Then in the round room not unseen,* 

Attending dames of noble mien. 

Right to the door in Market Lane, 

Where chairmen range their jostling train, 

And footmen stand with torch alight. 

In their thousand liveries dight. 

While the doorkeeper on the stairs. 

Bawls for the Marchionesses' chairs, 

And young dragoons enjoy the crowd, 

And dowagers inveigh aloud. 

And lovers write a hasty scrawl. 

Upon the ticket of a shawl. 

Straight mine eye hath caught new pleasures, 
As the circling crowd it measures ; 
Virgins old with tresses gray. 
That in corkscrew curls do stray ; 
Ladies, on whose softer breast. 
Gallants receive a hope of rest ; 
Little feet with sandals tied. 
Shallow heads and shoulders wide ; 
Necks and throats of lovely form, 
Bosom'd high in tippet warm, 
W^here some beauty spreads her snare. 
The envy of surrounding fair. 



* The ante-room at the Opera, where the audience aasemble, and 
Hjjrt, and catch cold, uoder tne pretence of waiting for their carriages , 



Hard by, the Op'ra being past, 
To some small supper let me haste, 
Where ladies, wits, and poets met. 
Are at their various banquet set. 
Of fifty little tempting messes. 
Which the neat-handed Gunter dresses : 
And there with satisfaction see 
The pullet and the early pea. 
Or, if the sultry dog-star reign. 
The melon, ice, and cool champagne. 
Sometimes, to a late delight 
Argyll advertisements invite, 
Where the wreathed waltz goes round, 
Or English tunes more briskly sound, 
To twice a hundred feet or more, 
Dancing on the chalky floor : 
And wise mama, well pleased to see 
Her daughter paired with high degree^ 
Stays till the daylight glares amain : 
Then in the carriage home again. 
With stories told, of many a bow, 
And civil speech from so-and-so. 
She was asked to dance, she said. 
But scarcely down the middle led. 
Because his Lordship only thought, 
How soonest to find out a spot. 
Where, seated by her side, unheard. 
He whisp)ered many a pretty word. 
Such as no poet could excel 1 
Then, having paid his court so well. 
Most manifestly meaning marriage. 
He fetch'd the shawls and call'd the carriage. 
Handed her from the crowded door. 
And watched till she was seen no more. 

Thus done the tales, the fluttring fair 

Go up to bed, and curl their hair. 

Country houses please me too. 

And the jocund Christmr s crew, 

Where chiefs of adverse politics 

Awhile in social circle mix, 

And tenants come, whose country franchise 

Connects them with the higher branches. 

Since all the great alike contend 

For votes, on which they all depend. 

Let affability be there. 

With cordial hand and friendly air. 

And private play and glittering fSte, 

To make the rustic gentry prate, — 

Such joys aslfill young ladies' heads. 

Who judge from books of masquerades. 

Then will I to St. Stephen's stray. 
If aught be moved by Castlereaghf 
Or matchless Canning mean to roU, 
His thunders o'er the subject soul. 

And sometimes, to divert my cares. 
Give me some flirt, with joyous airs, 
Married a girl, a widow now, 
Such as will hear each playful vow, 
Too young to lay upon the shelf : 
Meaning— as little as myself : — 
Still speaking, singing, walking, running; 
With wanton heed and giddy cunning. 
With a good mien to testify 
Her converse with good company. 
That Chesterfield might lift his eyes 
From the dark Tartarus where he lies. 
Beholding in her air and gait. 



lOHN MILTON, 
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Graces that almost cx>mpeiisatc 

The blunders cf his awkward sr.s 
And half the harm his b»k has dome 

These delights if thou cans: give. 
Fashion, with thee I wish t:> live. 

tiAumous Par^iUs. (John Miller, London, 1S14-) 



Or, it !nay be. a: the feasts* end, 
Sosoe seek bosses to the Wesi End, 

So3ie with frcwns and s:-:i:e "sriih smiles, 
I>eVaLiing bow they'll i^^mg their miles, 
Ev n as, throTigh life, it d.-^ih prevail. 
That some do buss iu — s:'me do raiL 



These extnwris .ire tr^ken 



from 



a long poem 



". J. 



Ode 

By an Amateur, an ardent admirer of 

Milton, 

On the Centennial Birthday of Bums. 



Hekce, chroniclers of Time, 

Makers of almanacs and strange predictions. 

Held by the wise as fictions ; 

BegcMie, and wallow in the river's slime. 

To calculate the tides ; 

Or be your bed in bedlamitic cell. 
Where moon-calves best may dwell. 
To note her phases and her quarters dprk. 
That lovers well may mark. 

What silvery hour for meeting best provides. 
But here youi art is wanted not. 
This day — the ne'er-to-be-forgot 
Makes an Era of its own ; 
And the dark Cimmerian throne 
Of Erebus and Nox, no more 
Encumbers Lethe's barren shore, 
In cha'ms of silence to oppress 
The victims of forgetfulness. 



III. 

In centennial cycle we. 

With pomp, and feast, and revelry, 

Multitudinously meet. 

Natal day of Bard to greet. 

Fauns and Drj-ads, Sylph and Fairy, 

Hail this epoch centenarj-. 

See on yonder mountain top 

Caledonia plays Scotch-hop 

With swimming eye and mazy gait, 

(By " Mountain dew" inebriate) 

Summons every loyal chiel 

To reel the dance and dance the reel ; 

While centuries come, and centuries go 

" On the light fantastic toe." 



contained in Hi vol lihyr/us^ in honour of Burm ; 
collected and edited bv Ben Tro\'ato. Published 
by Rouiledge, Wames and Routledge, London, in 
1S59. This little volume contains parodies of 
Father Prout ; Thomas CampbeU ; Longfellow ; 
Hood ; Tennyson ; Barry Cornwall ; Macaulay ; 
Pope, and Thackeray. It is now known that it 
was written by Samuel Lover, the novelist, it wiD, 
however, add little to his fame either as a poet, or 
a humourist 



it 



xn. 

Such our day ! — from morning's light 
Till what time the angular flight 
Of the bat suggests that we 
Zig-zag home as well as he. 
Thus the mazy path we'll go 
Still on the fantastic toe. 
Though the lightness all hath fled 
From the foot into the head. 
After festal elevation. 
Each descends to's proper station 
Where the locomotive's snorting 
And the careful guard escorting • 



Recreation Rhymes 
By the Author of " The Idylls of the Rink." 

FOOTFALI- 

Bv J • ♦ N :»!•••♦ N. 

Hencf-, hateful idleness, 
Thou thing accursed, of parents dread begot. 

And with thy selfish lot 
Betake thee where my eyes shall see thee less ; 
For. sprung from such a race. 

Ennui thy mother, and thy father Vice. 

Thou ne\'cr couldst be nice. 
B^one, where I no more shall see thy face. 
Come, goddess of another sort, 
YclepM by men and mortals. Sport ! 
Come, offspring of a noble pair. 
Thy mother Leisure, sweet and fidr. 

And Health thy Father, stout and strong. 

Come, 'tis of thee I make my song. 

First let me pray the tuneful Nine 

To aid me with a ray olivine. 

To guide me as I sweep the string. 

And leach me rightly how to sing ; 

For, stx>th, no classic bard, I deem. 

Could ever find a nobler theme ; 

Kay, garbeil in language rich and terse. 

And marricxl to immortal verse. 
With fair^* figure^ richly dight. 
How can it fail to give delight ? 

It is a wintry hohilay. 

When young and old cv>me out to play ; 

The air is crisp, the day is bright. 

In s<xnh it is a gv>xlly sight 

As to the ir>siing place they hie. 

Right merrily the lime gi>?s by. 

With sjvTiive quip, and pungent jHin, 

With hearty laugh, and joyvMis fun. 

Then, hasting to a spi>l remote, 

Each r^layer d.-»fl:s his outer coat. 

And shows nimself in vesture tnm. 

Which closely fits each lissome limb ; 
Then to the ground speeds with a ^ill. 
To pio\ e his pro\^*css and hi& ^VSSL. 
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PARODIES. 



The rival chiefs, a worthy pair, 
Now toss the coin high in air. 
And he whom fortune doth befriend 
Makes choice of goal to guard and fend ; 
The while his foe *mid joyous cry 
First drives the aery ball on high. 

Now listen to the merry din, 
And see the much-loved sport begin. 
The ball swift travels through the air, 
Now here, now there, and everywhere^ 
Now sailing on with lofty bound. 
Now creeping slowly o'er the ground. 
The players now, an eager crew. 
The well encash ball pursue. 
Rush on and kick it as they go, 
With the light but well-shod toe. 
Now see a youth fly o*er the ground, 
And deftly catch it on the bound ; 
Tight in his grasp he holds his prize, 
To evade the foe as on he flies. 
Then loud is heard the welcome cry 
**A scrummage, to the rescue hie ! '* 
And, with a roar of wild delight, 
Rush all to '* scrummage,'' strangely hight. 
And now indeed a wondrous scene 
Is acted on the village green ; 
For all who play, save three or four. 
Rush madly on, at least a score 
Of heads and shoulders quickly meet, 
And twice as many eager feet 
Now many a toe meets many a shin 
And leaves its mark on manly skin, 
And elbows, seeking cosy cribs. 
Find lodgment in opposing ribs ; 
And all seem to yon blue-eyed lass 
A seething, surging, kicking mass. 

And now, while still they push and shout, 
The well-kicked ball creeps slowly out 
A nimble-footed youth espies 
And after it like lightning flies, 
And, ere his foes see through the trick, 
Essays a deftly-aim^d kick. 
"Home,'* cries the keeper of the goal. 
Too late from scrummage rush the shoal. 
The ball skims o*er the opposing hosts. 
And gently drops between the posts. 

Now change they sides, and soon again 
The ball is speeding o*er the plain. 
While after it each eager wight 
Scampers in transports of delight. 
Until at length he respite seeks. 
With wearied limbs but rosy cheeks. 
His mud-bespattered garments shows 
How oft on Earth he*s laid him low ; 
But still this brings him no remorie. 
He feels the hot blood through hm course, 
And knows that in his much-loved game, 
He's found both pleasure, health, and Dame. 

Pastime, September 7, 1883. 
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An Epitaph. 
On the admirable Dramatic Poet, WiUiam Shakispmrg; 

What needs my Shakespeare for his honoar'd bones» 

The labour of an age in pilM stones ? 

Or that his hallowed relics should be hid 

Under a starry pointing pyramid ? 

Dear son of memory, great heir of fame, 

What needs't thou such weak witness of thy name? 

Thou, in our wonder and astonishment. 

Hast built thyself a livelong monument 

For whilst, to the shame of slow-endeavouring art. 

The easy numbers flow ; and that each heart 

Hath, from the leaves of thy unvalued book. 

Those Delphic lines with deep impression took. 

Then thou, our fancy of itself bereaving, 

Dost make us marble with too much conceiving; 

And, so sepulchred, in such pomp dost lie. 

That Kings, for such a tomb, would wbh to die. 

John Milton 



AN EPITAPH (CONSIDERABLY) AFTER MILTON. 

On that admirable^ but lately maligned DramaUc Post, iksiivin 

Williams. 

" What needs my Shakspeare for his honoured bones,'' 

The veneration of Smith, Brown, and Tones ? 

Or that his hallowed genius should be hid 

From dunces by pedantic Form bestrid ? 

** Dear son of memory, great heir of fiune,** 

What matter if Ponsard asperse thy name ? 

That is no wonder, no astonishment : 

All are not pedants on the Continent 

For whilst 1 eutonic poetry and art 

Esteem thy numbers, and the German heart 

Prizes the leaves of thine unvalued bool^ 

What, if thou by a booby art mistook ? 

Thou, a dull coxcomb of his rules bereaving. 

Hast stupified him by too much conceiving. 

Calling thee obsolete bonhomme ! — ^the fly 

Has buzzed about thy glory — let him die. 

This parody appeared in Punch, December 27 
1856, and another, very much resembling it ap 
peared in the same paper in 1863 :— 

Mr. Milton modernised. 

What needs my Shakespeare for his honoured bones, 
The sovereigns of Brown, Robinson and Jones ? 
Or that his hallowed relics should be hid 
Under a Hepworth-Dixon pjrramid ? 
Dear son of memory — great heir of fame. 
Why all these little names tacked to thy name ? 
Thou may*st feel wonder and astonishment 
At all this row about thy monument. 
While to the shame of our dramatic art. 
Thy plays of our stage banouet make no part. 
Methinks, tVere well, blushing, to bring to book. 
Praises so Empty, though so big they look, 
And with our stage ungraced of thy conceiving. 
Own ourselves arrant humbugs, self-deceiving ; 
Meanwhile do thou in quiet Stratford lie, 
Heedless of all this buzzing of small fry. 



JOHN MILTON. 
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A Reading Man. 

" One whose mind is devoted to nothing else but 
the study of Mathematics; one who, though 
naturally, perhaps, of a peacable, quiet temper, 
I and disposition, so congenial to study, yet whose 
highest ambition is to be accounted the greatest 
Wrangler in the university ! *' 

HcDce, loathed Mathematics ! 

Of lecturer and blackest tutor bom, 

In lecture-room forlorn, 
Mongst horrid quizzes, bloods, and bucks unholy ; 

Find out some uncouth cell, 
Where pallid study spreads his midnight wings, 

And dismal ditties sings ; 
There, midst unhallow'd souls, with sapless brain, 

Compose thy sober tram, 
And in the mind of Reading Quizzes dwell 

From Gradus ad Cantabrigiam, by a Brace of Cantabs, 
London, John Hearne, 1824. 

A Seaside Sonnet. 
After Milton-Oysters, 

How jaunty the jelly-fish frolic and roar, 
How wildly the winkles express their delight. 
Though Robinson Crusoe would frown in affright. 

On the footprints, by ocean all foam fizzled o'er. 

Of an amber-shod maiden who looks to the Nore, 
And heeds not her havoc — for heaving in sight 
Is a barque, and on board her beloved, — but " tight '* 

As never was British beloved before. ' 

Alas 1 for that maiden awaiting her mate — 
She knew not the ways of the sons of the wave, 

When she bade him go ride at a rollicking rate 
0*er the billow that bounds; and she knows not her brave 

Hath struggled with ' * swipes " and sea sickness and fate. 
Till gone with his " grub " is the joy that she gave. 
Judy, September 8, 1880, 




JOHN DRYDEN'S EPIGRAM ON MILTON 

Three Poets, in three distant ages bom, 
Greece, Italy, and England, did adorn : 
The First in loftiness of thought surpassed ; 
The Next in majesty ; in both the Last. 
The force of Nature could no farther go : 
To make a third, she joined the former two. 



The following parody is taken from " The 
Caricature History of the Four Georges," p. 219 
where a full account will be found of the charac- 
ters referred to in it : 

Three great wise men in the same era bom 
Britannia's happy island did adorn. ' 

Henley in cure of souls displayed his skiU 
Rock shone in physic, and in both John Hill • 
The force of nature could no farther go ' 

To make a third she join*d the other two 



"Orator" Henley, and Rock, a noted quack 
doctor, were well known men, Dr. John Hill was 
a surgeon, a botanist, an unprincipled satirical 
writer, an actor, and finally a dramatic author, in 
which latter character his want of success caused 
Garrick to remark : — 

" For physic and farces, his equal there scarce is : 
His fatces are physic, his physic a farce is." 

Hill was knighted through the favour of Lord Bute, 
and died in 1775. 

On page 156, Parodies, the Shakespearian for- 
geries of W. H. Ireland were referred to, they 
gave rise to many bitter caricatures and satires. 
Amongst others appeared the following parody, 
by some ascribed to William Mason, by others to 
Steevens. 

" Four forgers*, bom in one prolific age, 
Much critical acumen did engage : 
The first was soon by Doughty Douglas scar*d, 
Tho* Johnson would have screcnM him had he dar'd. 
The next had all the cunning of a Scot, 
The third, invention, genius — nay. what not ? 
Fraud now exhausted, only could dispense 
To her fourth Son their threefold impudence." 

It is said that Ireland was so enraged at this 
publication that he broke the shop windows where 
it was exposed for sale. 

In the days of Daniel O'Connell beards were not 
usually worn, and in the House of Commons, Col. 
Sibthorp, M.P. for Lincoln, was the only member 
who wore one. O'Connell, wishing to retort to 
some attacks made on him by Colonel Sibthorp, 
Col. Verner, M.P. for Armagh County, and Col. 
Gore, M.P. for Sligo county, composed the follow- 
ing parody : — 

•* Three colonels in three distant counties bom, 
Armagh, Sligo, and Lincoln did adorn ; 
The first in direct bigotry surpassed, 
The next in impudence, in both the last. 
The force of nature could no farther go, 
To beard the third she shaved the other two.*' 

This version is taken from " Notes and Queries " 
of February 24, 1883, but the Athenaeum, in 
quoting the lines, said they referred to Cols. Verner, 
Percival, and Sibthorp, thus omitting Col. Gore ; 
whilst another paper named three totally 
different constituencies : 

** Three members, in three distant counties bom, 
Cork, Clare, and Tipperary did adom : 
The first in strength of impudence surpassed ; 
The next in lying ; and in both the last. 
The force of Nature could no further go- 
To beard the third, she shaved the former two. 
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* Lauder, ICacpherson, ChAtUrton, and W. H. Ireland. 



A Pen-sive Thought. 

Three Pens for three esscnlial iTtiues famed, 

The Fickmck, Owl, and iVaverliy were named, 

The fitst in flexibility surpassed. 

In ease the next, in elegance the last. 

These pomls, united with attractions new, 

Have yielded other boons, the Flutan and Hindoo. 

Advirtiiment. 



The Memorial Funds. 

(Mr. PuHch'i Contribulhn.) 

Hbmans. Hallam. Hogg. 

Three H's, in three different countries born. 
Hihemia. Albion, Caledon adorn. 
The first in gentlest Poesy surpassed, 
The next in Justice, Humour claims the Inst. 
Send tribute to ihe Name most dear lo you, 
But, reader, don't neglect the other two. 
PuKck, April 7, i86a 



The Editor of Truth selected Dryden's Epigram 
za the model for a parody competition, and the 
replies were published in that paper on March 27, 
1884. They were very numerous, the following 
have been selected from amongst them, as being 
the best parodies, on the most interesting topics : — 

Three brightest blessings of this Ibirsly race, 

(Whence sprung and when I don't propose to trace) ; 

Pale brandy, potent spirit of the night. 

Brisk soda, welcome when the mom is liright ; 

To make the third combine the other two, 

The force of Nature can no further go. 



TuutB wishes granted to a jolly tar, 

Who cast, and west, and south had travelled for. 

First, "grog enough to float a fleet f The next 

Was, " all the baccy in the world 1 " Petplext, 

Imagination could no further go ; 

" More grog and baccy I " was the final throw. 

Gi;isEA Pi 



Three Generals in three diflerent counties born, 
England, Madras, Suakin did adorn. 
The first in science and success surpassed ; 
The next in timely dash ; in all Ihe tost 
Ttie force of nature could no further go. 
To fnme* the third she joined Ihe otbei [wo. 

Captain Rock. 

Athenian quidnuncs when they wished to fill 
Their ears wilh gossip hastened to Mars' llil] ; 
Whilst Romans (ever destitute of humour) 
Denounced it as the lying tongues of Rumour. 
Wiser ihan either, modem wit, forsooth, 
Sells it for sixpence, and proclaims il TRUTH. 

I.ONG Lane, 



Three coxcombs in three recent ages bom, 
France, Cambria, and England did adorn ; 
The first for cut and fif was Kashiun's glass 
The next in mould of forni+ none could sorpasi ; 
Then Nature, travailioK, with cunning tool. 
Joined Form and FushiotC in the tbi^ a fooL 

Obsuiv 

Three champion bats in distant counties ban, 
Kent, Nottingham, and Gloucester did adon; 
The first in strong defen&rve drives surpassed, 
The next in grand leg-hits, in both the UsL 
Old England's genius could no further go ; 
Australia boasts the champiion batsmaii oow. 

HEsm 

Three insects fell amid fair sa miner's joy, 

England and other countries do annoy ; 

The first is fcU, alas I not seen nar he^ ; 

The next seen, heard, and felt ; but oh I the tbWI 

Ferocious nature could no fieicer grow. 

Joined midge and gnat lo make the mosquito. 

MotSECII 

Three nations' emblems in one posy twined — 
Shamrock and thistle with the rose combined '. 
One humour hath, one shrewdness for her dowtr; 
The third with bath endowed, plus wealth and pa*4 
E'en Nature's self, will own herself outdone 
When (happy exploit !) all ate blent in one t 

The WHtTi LM 



THKt 



n this 



nineteenth cenluCT ban 
Have racked our brains with ethics night anil moiaf 
One tunes his harp to sound in many ears ;** 
The next knows all, yet knows not what he feats. tt 
Exhausted nature felt her forces sink — 
To make a third she found the " Missing Link. "3 



Three young men in distant cities bom. 
Did I'aris, London, and New York adorn , 
The lirst, a beau, in manners far surpassed 
The dandy next, in dress outdid the last 
The force of nature could no further go. 
To make a Masher joined the other two. 

Dbdx Nigai 






POLITICAL. 

Three party leaders — Gladstone, Stafford North- 
Cole, and for third the leader of the ' ' fourth ; ' ' 
The first in majesty of speech surpassed. 
The next in courtesy, in nil the last 
Exhousted nature could no further go, 
She'd spent her powers on the other two. 



■ Tyndidl, PhoDologle 



1 DiTHln, Bduwlvftit. 



*«~-tfcj 
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Three members as three trusty Jingoes sworn. 
Eye, Bridport town, and Woodstock did adorn ; 
The Brst in rabidness of talk surpassed, 
The next in idiocy, in both the last. 
The force of Madness could no further go- 
To make a third she joined the other two. 

Aram IS. 



Three leaders *mong the Opposition stand, 
Two with a ** dual control ** do guide that band. 
The first, a haughty lord with fire doth speak, 
The next, less eloquent, is mild and meek. 
For long the Tories could no better show, 
But now the last* will oust the other two. 

Alfred. 



Three Statesmen in our happy island dwell, 
S. N. and C. — their names I may not tell. 
The first a nobleman of high degree ; 
The next a commoner ; each chief would be. 
The force of folly could no higher go 
Than that the third should try to be it too. 

Dryasdust. 



Three statesmen from three difPrent hamlets sent. 

Eye, Woodstock, Bridport, fitly represent ; 

The first excels in universail lore. 

The next in impudence, the last a bore. 

The force of nature nothing more could do, 

*Twould have been merciful to make but two. 

Nedyrd. 



Three statesmen wish to lead the Tory crowd ; 
The first's a gartered Marquis, thundering loud, 
His temper fiery as the days in June ; 
Then comes a courteous, mild, old pantaloon ; 
The third's too saucy, and too full of cheek. 
Name thy successor — shade of Dizzy speak ! 

W. A. P. 



Three Statesmen with three different "fads,*' were 

born, 
Two still our blood-stained Cabinet adorn ; 
The first in felling trees and men surpassed, 
The next in frothy speech. Caucus the last 
Britannia's patience can no further go. 
For Will, and Jack, are **not a patch '* on Joe ! 

J. McGrigor Allan, 

Three statesmen in the age now waning bom, 
France, Germany, and England did adorn ; 
The first in wit and eloquence surpassed, 
The next in statesmanship, in all the last ; 
For Nature in her gifts had been so free. 
To make a third she had to join the three. 

H. Marsh Green. 

Three Statesmen, by three rival parties sent 
North Devon, Cork, Midlothian, represent • * 
The first on apathy his censure cast, ' 

The next on energy— on both the last. 
Now hot, now cold, in doubt Dame Nature ran 
And mixed the two to form the Grand Old Man. 

Brum Rogers. 



Bandolph ChurchilL 



Three Irishmen on England's downfall bent, 
Cork, Monaghan, and Cavan represent ; 
The first delights in treasonable word, 
The next in spitefulness, in both the third ; 
Though first and second as big traitors figure^ 
Nature has made the last and least a Biggar. 

Indicus. 



Three statesmen now the Tory party head- 
Salisbury and Stafford, Randolph, too, 'tis said. 
The first in weak verbosity surpassed. 
The next in nothing, in untruths the last 
Nature was ** stumped,*' for join them as she can. 
Out of the three she'll never make a man. 

Action Front. 



Three statesmen in one lucky cycle bom, 
Bucks, Lothian, and Woodstock did adorn ; 
The first in epigram and schemes surpassed, 
The next in home affairs, in both the last. 
The force of nature could no fiirther go. 
To make a third she joined the other two. 



TXMON. 



Three members, at three different moments bom, 
The British House of Commons now adorn ; 
The first in "impudence '* none can surpass. 
The next would rob us of a ** friendly glass ; " 
The third, to many known as ** faithless Jo,*' 
Is " Biggar ** far than both the other two. 

Guelder Rose. 



Three leaders, in the nineteenth century bora. 

The Tories of the present time adorn. 

For flouts and sneers Lord Salisbury's not surpassed ; 

But Stafford's slow and cautious to the last 

The force of nature could no further go — 

To Churchill make she joined the other two. 

Mercury Maker. 



Three Tories in two neighbouring Chambers placed. 
Lords, Commons, and a " Four-in-hand " team graced ; 
The fost in fire of eloquence surpassed, 
The next in doggedness, in both the last ;• 
But bigger bodies nature could not grow — 
To make the third she dwarfed the other two. 

F. A. Sw. 



Three parties did our Parliament adorn, 

Whigs, Paraellites, and Tories (bigots bora !) 

The first verbose exuberance ne*er lack'd, 

The next, when noisy» by the third were sack'd ; 

The force of nature could yet further go. 

And made a "Fourth," frail, frivolous, and few. 

Beautiful Sam. 



Sir Wilfrid Lawson. 

Three noodles in two distant countries bom, 
Iberia and England did adom ; 
In one Quixote the Don — consummate ass ! 
In t'other—Colonel Sibthorpe did surpass ; 
The force of folly c juld no further go, 
To make a third, she join'd the other two. 



Grace. 



Lord R. Churchill. 




Three players in the tip of Genius born, 
France, Italy, and Englaod each adorti. 
The titst in brilliancy of style surpassed ; 
Theneit in dignity — in power the list. 
Dramatic Art, when pressed to further go. 
To make an " Irving " joioed the other f 



DRAMATIC. 
Irving, Bancroft, ANti Tooi^. 
"Three actors on three London stages play, 
Who, by their art, wile many hours away ; 
The first in tragedy is unsurpassed j 
The next in comedy ; in farce the last 
Tlio' Nature works by neither line not rule. 
Whene'er at flay she needs must have a Toe 



Thrse actors on three different stages known — 
Toole, Sullivan, and Irving thus are shown. 
The first in comedy, his " forte " was cast i 
The next in tragedy ; in both the last j 
And captious critics, here and o'er the main, 
Admire, condemn, then praise him up again. 



i 



Three manners, the glory of out ag^ 
Delight the patrons of the British stagaT 
High art to scenic glory Irving marries. 
Extravaganza finds her home with Muiis. 
Whilst Wilson Barrett — enterprisir\g man — 
Combinesthem both, and gives us Cl&udian. 



Three lovely women grace the modem stage, 
A perfect face and form make one* the rage ; 
And one,f depicting passions strong or sweet. 
Brings thousands breathless, spell bound to her leet. 
Nature, by stint, to mar perfection loth. 
Upon the InstJ has showered the charms of both. 




MattheAv Arnold, 

(Born at Laleham, near Staines, December 24, 



In 1879 the Editor of The World coramenced a 
series of Prize Parody Competitions, the sixth of 
which had for its subject " Mr. Charles Warner 
in Drink," and the poem chosen as the model was 
Matthew Arnold's Sonnet on George Cniikshank's 
picture, "The Bottle." 

The first and second prizes were awarded to 
v.A.CA. and Fess-Guij;s, and two other parodies 
were also printed. 

Matthew Arnold's original sonnet is here given, 
followed by the parodies, which appeared in 
Th« World, August ao, 1879. 



To George Cruikshank, 
:in seeing, in the Country, his Picture of "The Bottle," 
Artist, whose hand, with horror winged hath torn 
From the tank life of towns this leaf \ and flung 
The prodigy of full-blown crime among 
Valleys and men to middle fortune bom. 
Not innocent, indeed, yet not forlorn — 
Say, what shall calm us, when such guests intrude^ 
Like comets on the heavenly solitude } 
Shall bteaihleisElades, cheered by shy Dian'sfaoni, 
Cold-bubbUngsprings.orcavcs! Not so ! TheionI 
Breasts her nwugilefa; and, urged too fiercriy, («** ; 
■ Why tremble i True, the nobleness of uun 
May be by man effaced ; man can control 
To pain, to death, the bent of his own days. 
Know thou the worst I So much, not more, heM*. 



MATTHEW ARNOLD. 
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First Prize. 

Actor, whose horror-moving power hath been 
The wonder of the town this many a night— 
A realistic prodigy, delight 
Of those who from the upper galleries lean, 
Eager to watch that dread delirium scene, — 
Say, what exciting thing's similitude 
Upon our startled stage will next intrude, 
And make us breathless ? Dion's fair Colleen, 
Half-drowning in the cave ? Not so ; the gods 
Now loudly clamour for some fiercer play 
More horrors ! True, the drama's noble plan 
May be by such defaced ; but what's the odds? 
Let pain and death be mimicked, if they pay : 
Degrade us more not even Zola can ! 

(V. AMCOTTS.) V.A.C.A. 



Second Prize. 

Actor, whose art, with horror clothed, hath torn 
From rank Parisian life this leaf, and flung 
This portraiture of loathsome curse among 

Women and men in calmer Britain born. 

Not guiltless of excess, yet not quite lorn 

Of decent instincts, — what shall calm us, say. 
When ghastly sights like these brood o'er our way ? 

Shall Corn(rt;/7/^'5 hackneyed chimes, or jokes well worn 

From Pinafore ? Not so ! Each reasoning soul 
Speaks for itself, and, fiercely shuddering, says, 
• Why nauseate us thus ? The drama's plan 

May be to paint vice black ; but, O, control 

Of pain and death these sickening displays ! 

Can they do good ? We know that harm they can. * 

Fkss-Gules. 
(GoYMOUR Cuthbert., a.r.i.b.a.) 



Artist in acting, who hast seized a part 

From the black dens of Paris for your own, 
Wherein the perfect work of drink is shown 
To eager lookers shivering at heart — 
Some drunken, none too brutalised to start, — 
Can subtlest skill excuse the hideous tale. 
And fine perception calm the inner wail, 
In breathless watching of victorious art 
And well-trained imitation ? Nay, the soul 

Is wroth at last, and, strained too greatly, cries, 
' Record it not ! Man that was made so fair 
Can sink below all apedom, till control 

Of self is lost, and soul and lx)dy dies ; 
But mimicry of this we will not bear.' 

Nocturne. 



Actor, whose art, like a fell grapnel, drags 

Down on the bottom of the stream of crime, 
Sinks and returns, i)roducing every time 

Some shape deform of misery and rags. 

Steeped in pollution, overgrown with flags. 

Weeds of debauchery, — let a drunkard's cries 
Grate on oui ears no longer ! Must our eyes 

Gaze on his death pang? Hast no other gags 

To move thy hearers' laughter but his speech ? 
Stirs else no toothpick in their languid lips ? 

Else will no crutch be lifted to applaud ? 

Have they such souls no milder sight can teach, 
Save glorious manhood's absolute eclipse ? 

How foul is vice, how much to be abhorred ! 

Caraway. 



Tracy Turnerelli's Golden Wreath. 

On page 188, Parodies^ 2l history was given of 
the wreath which was offered to Lord Beaconsfield 
by Mr. Tracy Turnerelli, and some parodies of 
Skakespeare, and of Ben Jonson, descriptive of the 
circumstances which induced Lord Beaconsfield to 
refuse the offer. 

The Editor of The World selected the topic for 
a parody competition, entitled " Mr. Tracy^ Tur- 
nerelli in the Provinces," the model proposed for 
imitation being Mr. Matthew Arnold's beautiful 
poem, " The Forsaken Merman," and the composi- 
tions were limited to forty lines. 

A short extract is given below from the original 
poem : — 

The Forsaken Merman. 

Come, dear children, let us away ; 

Down and away below ! 
Now my brothers call from the day, 
Now the great winds shoreward blow, 
Now the salt tides seaward flow ; 
Now the wild white horses play, 
Champ and chafe and toss in the spray. 

Children dear, let us away ! 

This way, this way ! 

Call her once before you go- 
Call once yet ! 

In a voice that she will know : 
* Margaret ! Margaret I * 

Children's voices should be dear, 

(Call once more) to a mother's ear ; 

Children's voices, wild with pain — 

Surely she will come again ! 

Call her once and come away ; 

This way, this way ! 

Mother dear, we cannot stay ! 

The wild white horses foam and fret ! 
Margaret ! Margaret ! 

Come, dear children, come away down ; 

Call no more ! 

One last look at the white-wallM town, 

And the little grey church on the windy shore ; 

Then come down ! 

She will not come though you call all day ; 

Come away, come away ! 



But children, at midnight, 
When soft the winds blow, 
When clear falls the moonlight. 
When spring-tides are low ; 
When sweet airs come seaward 
From heaths starr'd with broom, 
And high rocks throw mildly 
On the blanch'd sands a gloom ; 
Up the still, glistening beaches, 
Up the creeks we will hie, 
Over banks of bright seaweed 
The ebb-tide leaves dry. 
W^e will gaze, from the sand hills. 
At the white, sleeping town ; 
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At the church on the hill-side — 
And then come back down. 

Singing : "There dwells a loved one, 

But cruel is she ! 

She left lonely for ever 

The kings of the sea.'' 

Matthew Arnold. 

The first and second prizes were awarded to 
the two following parodies, which appeared in 
The World, September 24, 1879 • — 

First Prize. 
Rejected Addresses, by Tracy Turnerelli. 

Come, dear Dizry, nor say me nay — 

Come, ere I go distraught ; 
Take the garland of golden bay, 

Take what the people's pennies bought. 

Take what the goldsmith richly wrought. 
Must I carry the gift away 
Into the shires to make it pay ? 
Dizzy dear, ah, why not say, 

This way, this way ? 

I call again with a conscience clear 

(Tis no sin) — 
Call aloud till the deaf might hear ~ 

Benjamin ! Benjamin ! 
Flattering voices should be dear 
(One call more) to statesman's ear ; 
Flattering voices fired by zeal 
For the statesman's weal. 

Benjamin ! Benjamin ! 

Can it be true he means that nay ? 

(One call more ere I go away.) 

Once he was poor as poor as could be. 

And he wore no Garter below his knee ; 

He worked his way to the top of the tree. 

For the Earl is clever and scholarly. 

He swayed, like others, from side to side, 

And was apt at taking the turn of tide. 

Then came Berlin and the Jingoes' King 

Wed * Peace with Honour,' like gold the ring ; 

And now the Prime Minister says me nay 

To my honeyed words and my wreath of bay. 

Dizzy dear, why say me nay ? 

(One call more. ) 
He will not come, though I call all day — 

Shut is the door. 
I go, I leave him, I call no more ; 
I call no more, yet my heart is sore ; 
The loved one rejects me — 

How cruel is he ! 
He leaves us for ever — 
The wreath and T. T. 



(Mrs. Winsloe.) 



Observer. 



Second Prize. 
TuR N er elli log. 

Come, my people, let us go hence. 

Bearing the wreath of gold ; 
Back to the towns that gave sums immense. 

Back with a tale that must be told ; 
Back with a wreath that mayn't be solcC 



E'en to defray the vast expense 
Of raising fifty thousand pence. 
Come, my people, let us go hence. 
Away, away I 

Call him once more by his name 

Pleadingly, 
By the name best known to fame — 

Disraeli, Disraeli. 
That name surely should be dear 
To the commoner grown a peer^— 
Dizzy (call him once again) I 
Try to rouse some olden strain ; 
Only once, and then away. 

We will not stay. 
Disraeli, do you quite forget 
The people's crown for the coronet ? 

Away, away I 

Golden leaves, that golden turn 
When autumn's glories begin to bum, 

Will turn dull brown and fade away. 
But the wreath that in my hands I hold 
Was copper first, and turned to gold. 

And shall be gold for aye. 
People dear, is it but three years 
Since he went to join the Peers ? 
Once he sat where I would be. 
Where still meets the august confraternity 
Of the Commons in conclave free ; 
But his dreams were ever of gilded halls. 
And he sighed for a crown with eight golden balls, 
Though his race mostly hang o'er their doors but three. 



(Miss M. C. Kilburn.) 



Vritra, 



•:o: 



The Wreath. • 

(The figure of the wreath lies before us, as we writer in aU 
its fair outlines. The rose, the shamrock, and the thistle 
are blended in it in sign of the nationalities of the donors. 
The circle of the wreath is of laurel leaves.) 

The Times, June 28, 1879. 

O Tracy, twine no wreath for me, 
Or twine it of some other tree ! 
Dust from a dusty Olive's sprays 
Has dimmed the lustre of those days. 
I would my laurels were forgot — 
O Turnerelli, twine them not I 

The thistle, shamrock — leave me those ; 
There's sense in them — and, yes, the rose ; 
'Twill symbolise — its thorns at least — 
Our future pathway in the East ; 
The shamrock, too, recals to thought 
The ** false Gibraltar " we have bought ; 
And I would spare the thistle's loss 
To those who cheered at Charing Cross^ — 
These I can stand, but laurel, no ; 
The laurel's hardly apropos ; 
So Tracy, if that wreath's for me. 
Pray twine it of some other tree I 

The if arid, July 2, 1879. 
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Further Parodies 



OF 



William Shakespeare, 



o;- 



MACBETH. 

M. Alexis Soyer's Soup for the Poor. 

Since the ingenious gastronomic regenerator of the 
Retorm Club issued his receipt for his cheap soup, every 
man has become his own cook, in his anxiety to produce 
a specimen of the popular potage. Discussions, also, have 
arisen upon the cost, as stated by the inventor, and 
opinions of every kind have been launched at it, princi- 
pally, however, by those who expected to make mock 
turtle at three-half-pence a quart, out of nothing, and were 
disappK)inted therein. Its manufacture has suggested the 
following scene : — 

ScBNB.— 7%^ Kitchen of the Reform Club, In the middU a 

Copper boiling. 

Enter M. Soybr and two Cooks. 

Soyer. — Thrice the Palace clock hath chim'd. 

2nd Cook, — Thrice : and members all have dined. 

yd CooA.— Ireland cries: 'tis time — tistime! 

Soyer, — Round about the copper go. 

In the cheap ingredients throw. 
Dripping that in gallipot 
Days and nights has been forgot ; 
Boneless beef in square bits cut. 
In two-gallon saucepan put. 

./4W.— Don't mind trouble, were it double, 
Stir the copper till it bubble. 

Soy,^ Fifteen leaves of celery top ; 
In with turnip peelings pop. 
Green of two leeks on them hurl ; 
Half a pound of barley pearl ; 
Common flour next halt a pound, 
In eight quarts of water drown' d. 
Whitest salt and sugar brown ; 
That will make the soup go down. 
Then a penny charge for fuel. 
And for Sixpence make the gruel. 

• 

AU.'^Ki a trifling cost of trouble. 

You may make the copper bubble. 

Soy, — Give it to the poor as food 

And 'twill be found cheap and good. 

Air — M. Soyer. 

From "La Sonnambula." 

Still so gently onions peeling, 

The smell will bring out the feeling, 

Spite of all their sneers revealing. 

That the beef— that the beef is wholesome still. 

Though mock turtle soup may charm thee, 
And mulligatawny warm thee. 
Sure my soup will never harm thee : 
If It feed not— if it feed not— it will fill. 

2nd Cook, — By the licking of my thumbs. 

Something weighty this way comes. 
Open locks, whoever knocks. 



Enter John Bull. 

John. — How now you knowing gastronomic wags, 
What is*t you brew ? 

All. — A soup without a name. 

John. — I conjure you by that which you profess 

(Howe'er you came to know it), answer me. 
Though you tie up the winds in pudding bags, 
And into soufflees whip the yesty waves — 
Compound and swallow all creation up^ 
Even till repletion sicken, answer me 
To what I ask you. 

Soy, — Parlex, 

2nd Cook, — Ask. 

yd Cook. — Cut on. 

Soy. — Say would'st thou rather hear it firom oar 
mouths. 
Or from our platters ? 

yokn. — Let me see the carte, 

nunder.* The Apparition of a Boar's Head rises, 

App. — ^John Bull John Bull I beware an Irish stew | 
Corn riots dread 1 dismiss me. That will do. 

[Descends, 

John. — ^Thanks for the caution. Much obliged I feel. 
The corn-laws altogether I'll repeal. 

Thunder. The Apparition of a Turkey, trussed, with a carrot 

in its hand, rises^ 

John.— What's this, 

That, like the scutcheon of the Prussian King, 
Holds in its claw a vegetable sceptre 
And chain of sausage-meat ? 

^//.— Hish I hold your row. 

jipp, — Make lots of metal. John, and take no care 

Who spends, who wastes, or who conspires to 

share. 
John Bull shall never bankrupt be, until 
Great Hornsey Wood shall come to Primrose 

Hill, [Descends. 

John. — Had I three mouths I'd eat thee. It can't be. 
Had it been Alderman Wood and Rowland 

Hill, 
They might have met ; but trees can't cut their 

sticks, 
Nor Chalk Farm walk its chalk from Prim- 
rose Hill. 
Yet. tell me one thing more. Shall famine ever 
Reign in this kingdom 

Soy,— Show I 

2nd Cook.-^ Show 1 1 

yd Cook, — Show! !! 

Eight C>oks appear. The two last being Captain Cook and 

Mr, T. P. Cooke. 

Soy — Whilst these great Cooks — the present and the 
past. 
Who, althou$rh many, will not spoil the broth — 
Vdtei, who died for fish that came too late ; 
Carime. who cooked Napoleon's goose ; and Ud$ 
Whom, if you'd known you'd have respected 

much. 
Facetious Mrs. Glass, who recommends 



* Stage direction. The thunder is produced by rolling » turnip in 

» fish kettle. 
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That you should catch your hare ere you do 

cook it. 
And Francatdli ; who hath done a book 
As well as 1 ; and Doctor Kitchiner, 
Oracular professor of his art. 
And Captain Cook, who found out foreign roots, 
(Though not by nature, yet a Cook by name;. 
And T. P. Cooke, who says " Avast ! belay ! " 
Whilst in the sailor's locker there's a shot 
No swab shall starve whilst these great cooks 

exist 
(Or others like them) Famine ne*er shall reign, 

[They disappear. 

JoAn.— Where are they ? Gone ! No matter ; I'm at 

rest, 
Though cat*racts may destroy potatoes' eyes — 
Though years may come and bring no ears of 

corn — 
Though meat may rise as high as Green's 

balloon — 
Still, whilst our brave cooks can make all ends 

meat, 
No famine e'er shall harm us. 

Chorus from *' Macbeth,*' *♦ We Fry by Nights 
The Man in the Moon, Vol I. 



^(^' 



Why, what the deuce is that before my nose ? 

It's like a dagger now I see it close : 

And, rat it too, the handle tum'd this way I 

But come, I'll have a grip, cost what it may. 

By Jove, I've missed it ! yet I see it still, 

It's cursed odd — but find it out I will. 

'*Thou fearful, fatal vision, tell me why, 

*• You thus elude me — is it *all my eye ? ' 

*' Or art thou coin'd in this thick skull of mine, 

*' A phantom from the fumes of heat and wine ? 

Death, fire, and furies ! why I see thee here 

In form as plain and palpable. I swear, 

As this I'm drawing ; — on thy blade and dudgeon 

Are gouts of blood ; — but, mark me ! I'm no 

gudgeon I 
It's all a lie ! — I'll not be humbugg'd thus, — 
'Tis this curs'd business puts me in a fuss 1 



»• 



The Gownsman, Cambridge, 1830. 
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Shakespeare's Ghost on the New Apocalypse. 

The Three Witches {as represented by three eminent 

dignitaries,) 

Scene I. 

Where shall we three meet again ? 
In br-th-l, hall, or sacred fane ? — 

Ere our hurly-burly* s done, 
Pestilence by us begun 
Spread from east to set of sun ! — 
\\ here the place ? — 

The road to h — 1 ! 
Let us go at it pall-mall ! — 
I come. Salvation ! — 

T-mps-n calls I — 

Anon 1 
Fair is foul, and foul is fair ; 
Wallow in the drains and filthy air ! 



Scene II. 

Round about the office go, 
In the poisonous savours throw I 
Anecdote of rankest taste. 
Far too saleable to waste. 
Sweltered venom, creeping got, 
Boil those first i' the T-mps-n pot ! 
Double, double, stench and trouble, 
I'ot boil, and poison bubble ! 

Fragment of some juicy lie, 
Stew and flourish by and by ; 
Dash of philanthropic twist. 
Tongue of sentimentalist. 
Breath of skunk and adder's sting. 
Feathers of the Church's wing. 
Winkings of the powers that be. 
Palate of the debauchee, 
For a chance of deadly trouble. 
Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 
Gushings of hysteric craze, 
Prayers of saints of latter days, 
Latest rags of virgin veil. 
Little coins of blackest mail. 
War-cry of blaspheming throats, 
Politician's bid for votes. 
Army stock and rubble stones, 
Christy banjo, Christyan bones. 
Platform ranter's purchased shriek. 
Blushes robbed from woman's cheek. 
Blasted charm of household joj's. 
Ruined souls of girls and boys. 
Birthright of mind-poisoned babe 
To the profit of a drab. 
Make the gruel thick and slab. 
Add the shield of State paternal 
For the ingredients of our journal ! 

Double, double, stench and trouble. 
Pot boil, and poison bubble I 

The World, August 26, 1885. 

The agitation to which this Parody calls attention may 
have been initiated with all sincerity and purity of motives, 
but it has directly encouraged the hawking about of some of 
the most abominable publications which have ever yet been 
publicly exposed for sale. 

To protect ** fallen " women is, no doubt, a most laud- 
able and philanthropic object, but it should be possible to do 
this without either annoying other members of the com- 
munity, or outraging public decency. Some of the best 
streets of London were recently rendered impassable to 
modest women by the foul-mouthed ruffians who exposed these 
filthy publications for sale, and touted their wares in language 
more vile and repulsive than even the publications they 
disposed of dared to venture on. 
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" All the World's a Stage." 

On the 27 August, 1885, Truth contained no 
less than twenty parodies of the well known 
speech commencing— "all the World's a Stage, 
and all the men and women merely players." 

The following are the most interesting, the one 
signed Orchis, (by Mr. T. B. Doveton,) being, on 
the whole, a closer parody than any of the others:^ — 

Dinner-parties. 

Dinner is a stage 



With knives and forks the company are players ; 
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Courses have exits and swift entrances ; 

And each guest, in his time, plays many parts, 

His acts being seven epochs. At first the soup 

Steaming and seething in the grand tureen. 

Then comes the whiting tasty, or the sahnon 

With shining silver scales, sleeping serene 

Upon the lordly dish ; and then the venison. 

Done to a turn, and worthy of a ballad, 

As any lady*s eyebrow. Then the pasties 

Full of rich fruits, and not too much of lard, 

Jellies delicious, wholesome and quickly eaten, 

Melting — a great desideratum — 

Even in the diner's mouth — and then the stilton 

In fair round form, and with a napkin bound, 

With rind full thick, and taste extremely strong, 

Full of strange mites, and microscopic things ; 

So each guest plays his part. The sixth course shifts 

Into the rare luxurious dessert. 

With sherry on this side, and port on that ; 

A vintage good, well saved, a world too old 

To be much drunk ; the host's loud manly voice 

Turning at length quite husky, cherished pip>es 

And weeds with coffee come. Last scene of all 

That ends this dinner's faithful history. 

Is simple maundering and sheer oblivion. 

Sans sense, sans eyes, sans speech, sans every thing. 

Orchis. 



(Jack soliloquizes.) All go off alike, 

And all the wines and dishes seldom alter ; 

They have their exits and their entrances. 

And each guest in his turn tastes many things. 

His share being seven courses. At first the turtle, 

Seething with richness in the bright tureen ; 

And then the princely turbot, with the lemon 

And shrimp or oyster sauce, making it glide 

Most palatably down ; and then the entries. 

Smelling divinely in their shallow basins 

Made of the shining metal ; then a turkey. 

Full of forcemeats and roasted to a turn. 

Swimming in gravy garnished, thick with sausage. 

Raising the tide of expectation 

Even in the bishop's mouth ; and then the pudding 

In grand round belly, and with holly crown'd ; 

With eyes intent we watch each slice that's cut, 

Full of good things and spicy substances ; 

And so we take a part. The sixth course drifts 

Into the plain and usual dessert. 

With walnuts 'neath one's nose, and port each side ; 

Our evening clothes were made on purpose wide 

To hold such stuff. And now some manly voice, 

Turning towards politics and meerschaum-pipes, 

Makes ladies leave the room. Last course of all 

That ends this dinner-party history 

Is coffee, cognac, weeds, and utter bliss, 

Sans flirts, sans prudes, sans wife, sans womankind. 

Crystal Falacb. 



-All the world's away. 



And all the men and women on the tramp ; 
They have their tourist tickets and bank credits, 
And each man grumbling with his bullion parts 
To keep his household moving. First, the infant 
Squalling and struggling in the nurse's arms, 
And then the schoolboy with his rod and basket. 
Changing from place to place, at large on bail 
Most willingly from school. And then the matron 
Scolding like a fishwife, with a woful look 



Upon the piles of baggage ; then the cabby. 

Full of strange oaths standing on guard, 

Daring the porters, sudden and quick in quarrel, 

Clamouring for double his remuneration 

Even in the tariff's face ; and then the bobby. 

In regulation tunic strapped and belted. 

With eyes severe and an imperial strut. 

Quoting the law, refers to modern instances. 

And so he plays his part. Then the ** gov'nor," drest 

In shooting jacket and check pantaloons. 

With spectacles on nose, jeered at, defied. 

Elbowed and buffeted on every side. 

On a trunk sinking, lifts his voice no more. 

Wipes his moist brow, and, as he fills his pipe, 

Whistles despairingly. Last scene of all 

That ends poor paterfamilias's history. 

Is the home-coming, and more chivying 

{Sans douU) en route — ennuied, wrong everything. 

Prima DoN{rA. 



-Parliament's a stage. 



And honourable members merely players ; 

They have their prompters, cues, and call-bo]rs too, 

And some men while they sit play many parts, 

Their acts being seven stages. At first the novice, 

TrembUng and blushing while he's introduced. 

And then the grumbling sportsman leaving moors 

Or salmon-streams behind, creeping like snail 

Unwillingly to vote. Then the enthusiast. 

Spouting like sperm-whale, with a wistful eye 

Fixed on his leader's hat. Then a debater, 

Full of false facts and smart in repartee. 

Careless of courtesy^ rash and quick in general. 

Seeking the bubble reputation 

By an unbridled tongue. And then the Minister, 

In pleasant sinecure, with good salary lined, 

With eyes severe and beard of formsd cut. 

Full of wise saws and feeble platitudes ; 

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts 

Into a sleek and useless peer o' the realm, 

With coronet on brow and ermine robes. 

His earlier wit, though dulled, a world to bright 

For his new sphere, and his once manly voice 

Turning again towards childish accents, drones 

And falters in his words. Last scene of all 

That ends the strange eventful history 

Is second childishness and mere oblivion, 

Sans power, sans fame, sans friends, sans everything. 

Bart. 



All Parliament's a stage, 

The Lords mere supers, and the Commons players. 

Coming and going on and off the scenes ; 

And each one plays a different character 

In seven phases. First the canvasser, 

Bowing and scraping, free with purse and alms ; 

Then fie young candidate, with laboured speech 

And blushing face, weak-kneed and pale, 

Creeps to the platform. Then the strong member, 

Like lover with his mistress, wins the mob 

With honied words. Then the great orator. 

Full of unmeaning phrases, hard to beard. 

Zealous in argument, fierce in retort, 

Seeking a wordy reputation 

E'en in high councils. Then the Minister, 

Sleek with good living, with rich income primed. 

Austere with knitted brow, and courtly gard. 

Full wise in laws and ancient precedents, 



And Eo displiLys high arl. The siKlh phaie shiAs 

Into the scarlet-robed and gartered Peer, 

A speclacle in pose, touched with the pride 

Of titled stale from all the world to hide 

His youthfal pranks ; his lale commanding voice. 

Toned down to softesl accents, mildly speaks 

In gentle pleadings. The lost phase of all 

Is the poor part of intellect decayed 

In second childhood of extreme old age ; 

Sad sight t sad hearing ; sad (he end of all I 

Old Loo. 

All the night's a stage. 

And all the singers on it merely cats ; 

The; have their solos and their choniaea. 

And one cat in the night sings many tunes, 

Her songs being seven tortures. At first a purring. 

Mewing and scratching at Ihe kitchen door. 

Then a whining ecufile with a neiehboiii'a torn 

About an ancient bone, bleached in the mud. 

Each claiming shares : and then the love duel. 

Burning with passion, rising to my window, 

In hideous cadences ; then the war song 

Betwixt Iwo nvals to Miss Muffel's favour 

Starts up, eloquent with hisses and mad 

Careering up and down the area stairs 

Even to my very door ; and then the tabby. 

In sleek fat form, with good grey coal of fur, 

With twinkling eyes and well- trimmed whiskers. 

Lifts her voice in wild, unluncful melody. 

And so she sinps her parL The sijclh song falls 

To the lean and half-slarvcd lortoiscshell, 

AH (cratched on nose and woimded side. 

Her youthful freshness faded years loo soon, 

And gone for aye. but her strong feline voice. 

With hideous likeness to infanlile howls, 

Still screeches in the night. L.a5l scene of all 

That ends this awful, maddening night. 

Is one last howl — then day breaks in upon us. 

Sans sleep, sans rest, sans peace, sans breakfast. 

Zen AS Dykes. 

All the day's a plague. 

And all (he people merely peace* disturbers. 
They have their cxi 



And each one plays his own discordant part 
Till Ihe brain madly rages. At first the sweep. 
Screeching and shouting loud his wild alarm ; 
Tlien (hat morning nuisance, wi(h his basket 
And (inkling [nu(hn~bell, shouting "all 'at " 
When all his store is cooL And then the beggar. 
Singing, like saw-mill, a hymn or a tender ballad 
Smugly, yet winking his eyebrow. Then the " Army,'' 
Causing wild oaths as, dad in monstrous garb. 
With drum and comet, gaily they preach or quarrel, 
Selling the soldier's designation, 
But facing no cannon's moulh, And then th' Italian, 
His poor pinched belly seldom with square-meal lined. 
With coal-black eye and hair that should be cut. 
And oipui belching nigger melodies. 
And 10 he plays his part. The next plague springs 
Prom German deep trombone and wild bassoon, 
From Bute, from clarionet, and ophecleide. 
Teutonic youths, ill-taught, with English airs 
Playing imuige pranks, who, from the lowest bass 



To close the days tormenting history. 
The prayer for death, and sweet oblivion 
OfsweqM, of bands, of Booth, of everything. 

NoUAD. 



All the world's a 9tabl«. 

And all its denizens are tnerely horses ; 

They have their hardships and their pleasatq 

And one horse in his time sees maoy changes. 

His life beinesevon ages, Al 6rst, ihcft>»l. 

Frisking and skipping in the breeder's yard ; 

Then the "whinnying'' colt, with curb and reia. 

And smack of whip, paciDg. like scfaoolboy. 

Unwillingly in (rammels. And then the n(!a, 

Flying like lightning for the cop or plate 

Given by the Jockey Club. Then ibe btintef. 

Full of high keep, and coat as sleek as silk. 

Perfect in shape, and protid of pedigree. 

Gaining a wide-spread repulatioa 

For twing ' inat the death." Add then to maikauhi 

In spendid show indignantly is barness'd. 

By critics scanned al formal '* meet " ; lien mfi ' 

To tb' instant point of tnodem eitpedilion; 

And so he runs his stage. ■■ Sold tip." he shifts 

Into the shafts of jaunty hansom cab. 

With fare inside, and driver perch'd aloft ; 

His early vigour gone, a shower of blons 

Are raia'd on his shrunk back ; his wind is bid 

And he has tarnod a " piper " and oftimes 

Loudly whistles in his sound. The neal pba* odt 

His cruel and unpitied destiny : 

To Knacker's yard for slaughter he is led. 

Sans eyes, sans hoofs, mere carcase — fit for dap. 

All the world's a field. 

And all the men and women cricket-players. 

They have their innings and their fielding out. 

And one man in his (irae plays naany gain«% 

His life being seven matches. First, til* iutu^ 

Mowing and poking at his nurse's slows ; 

And then the school-boy, boundless in 'TriHtin^ 

Bui green in judging lengths, slogging like fio^ 

And bowled by yorkers ; then the undie^radi 

Smoking strange weeds, and blaier'd like tiM Tt^lt, 

Heedless of honours, puppet of every fauey. 

Seeking a college reputation 

Even in the schools despite ; and then the lon^ 

Shying like Frenchman, with a woeful halHt, 

Of dropping all his catches ; then the husbwd. 

With waist expanding, to short runi indinai^ 

With eyes correct, and coat of formal cut. 

Full of old joys, and new incumbratlces. 

And so he meets his match. The sixth is pUjsd 

By the stiff pater with his growing lads. 

With spectacles on nose, and bat in hand ; 

They trundle at the slumps a world too fast 

For his sore shins ; yet his big, manly heart. 

Turning again toward youthful pleasure, glom 

And revels al each ball Last match of all. 

Which ends the sturdy ctickclet's career. 

Is played in his ann-chait at second handj 

Sans bat, sana ball, sans stumps, sans evayth^K 



AtL the world's a feast. 

And all the men and women merely gourmands t 

Few have iheir thif, they mostly pot-luck shar^ 
Hut all guests in their turn try many flali, 
The courses being seven, Al first the Soup, 
UnsaLisfactocy, greasy, and cold ; 
Then Fish, whose shining face is seen too loo^ 
Proclaims his advent ere he comes in sight. 
Entries as twins appear t you chooM ofone. 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 
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To wish your choice had fallen on the other. 

Mutton disguised with mint to pass for lamb, 

Taking his dubious imposture 

Into our plates, but not beyond our palates, 

A bird comes next — a bird that crowed too long ; 

Crestfallen warrior, done to death and tough ; 

And so we sit and eat, while cheap champagne 

Goes round with tedious jokes, both flat and stale. 

At length the scene is changed — the Sweets appear ; 

Misshapen, quiv'ring jellies, doughy tarts, 

The fruit but scant, the paste too thick by far. 

(Pale cieam accompanies, whose "turn " is come,) 

Dessert — a prematurely-shrivelled pine, 

Tom from its tropic soil in early youth ; 

Dried fruits, and nuts that, cracking, leave but dust 

The end of this unpalatable dinner 

Is coffee weak and full of grounds*; and so 

Our last hope flies, our time is come, We go 

With teeth, with eyes, with taste, unsatisfied. 

Chum-Chum. 



A State Church is a stage. 

Its well-paid priests and bishops often players ; 

They have their stipends and emoluments. 

And each man, if he plays his part with skill. 

May gain preferment At first the student, 

Reading or larking at his Alma Mater ; 

And then the genteel curate, with chasuble, 

And early morning prayers, with Oxford twang. 

Invincible at croquet. Then the incumbent. 

Preaching like furnace, with a shilling pamphlet. 

On some new-fashioned high-go. Then the rector. 

Full of strange whims, robed like a queer old baib, 

Sudden and quick to seize the next preferment. 

Seeking the bubble reputation 

£*en in a canon's stall. And then the bishop. 

In fair lawn sleeves and with a purse well lined ; 

His youthful friends now get the formal cut, 

Full of anxiety to keep things pleasant ; 

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts 

Into the grand and courtly Archbishop ; 

A spectacle he grows of pride and pomp. 

And thinks the Church well saved, and world beside, 

By his tall talk ; with namby-pamby voice. 

Pointing again to Becket and to Laud, 

Like whom he would be found. Last scene of all 

That best will cure this curious history. 

Is Disestablishment and Disendowment, 

Sans worldly power, sans many an evil thing. 

A. Meeram. 



All the land's a booth, 

And all the men and women merely voters. 
They have their franchise and their ballot-box. 
And one man in his time gives many votes. 
He votes for seven parties. The first, a Whig, 
Frightened and cautious in the Liberal ranks ; 
And then the so-called Liberal, with his promises, 
And sheep-like party-gait, creeping like snail 
Towards long-sought reform. Then the Home Ruler 
Roaring for freedom, with a piteous tale 
Told of his country's misery. Then a Radical 
Full of reform and moving with the time. 
Scenting abuses, sudden and quick to right 'em. 
Seeking the people's happiness 

Even at the lordling's cost. And then the Independent 
With smooth-tongued speech, and pocket well lined, 
With views severe and stuck-up formal mien, 
Full of advice and smug hypocrisy. 



And so he serves his turn. The sixth vote's given 

Unto the mighty Tor>' landowner, 

With a fine porly nose, and gout beside. 

His ancient views — grown old — an age too late 

For this sharp world ; and his high handed mode 

Turn 'gainst him all but sycophants, who'll pipe 

And whistle at his bid. Last vote of all. 

To end this string of partisans, is given 

To worthless " Turncoats," mere title hunters. 

Sans pride, sans shame, sans soul, sans principle. 

W, Vau English. 



All the world's insane, 

And all the men and women fools of fancy ; 

They have their whims and monomanias. 

And each man in his life hath many moods, 

His lot being seven crazes. And first the infant. 

Squealing and squalling for the distant moon : 

And then the schoolboy, with his breaking voice 

And cheap cigar, acquiring other lore 

Than what is taught at school. And then the lover 

With Richmond dinners, "fizz,'' and lobster salad. 

To win Aspasia's favour. Then the soldier. 

Full of himself, and glorious on parade. 

Solemn and warlike in another's quarrel, 

Seeking to gain a killing reputation 

E'en from the sex's mouth. And then the justice, 

One of the great infallible unpaid. 

With books of law intact and leaves uncut, 

Gath'ring wise utt'rance from the whisp'ring clerk. 

And so displays his art. The sixth craze shifts 

Into the fogy of the Tory club. 

With well-dress'd jasey and with glass in eye, 

The march of progress spreading far too wide 

For his near views ; or, haply, seen by choice 

In some snug hostelry with port and pipe, 

Where Tory talk abounds. Worst craze of all. 

That seems the strangest in its mystery, 

Is the ascetic zeal miscalled religion — 

Saint This, Saint That, Saint T'other — ^Any one. 

B. H. D. 



All the world's a ship, 

And all the men and women merely sailors ; 

They have their exits and their entrances. 

And each one in his ship plays many parts, 

The number being seven stages. First, the cabin boy, 

Groaning and puking in the stewards' arms ; 

And then the midshipman, with his cutlass 

And shining, genial face, going, in doubt. 

Unwillingly on board. And then the boatswain, 

Swearing, by all that's hot, he'll use his rope's end 

Upon some laggard's shoulders. Then the lieutenant, 

Full of strange hopes and visions like the bard, 

Eager for honour, longing for war and quarrel. 

Seeking the bubble, merited advancement. 

E'en in an iron clad. And then the captain. 

In handsome uniform, with honour worn. 

With bright, clear eyes, and mouth that's often shut. 

Full of old yams and deeds that tell of duty. 

Then comes the proud and boastful admiral. 

With spectacle on nose and sword by side, 

His well-saved uniform a world to wide 

For his shrunk form, and his big, manly voice 

Turning again to peevish feebleness. 

And so he struts his part. Last stage of all, 

That ends this strange and restless history, 

Comes the ex-admiral, prey to oblivion. 

Sans fame, sans wealth, sans hope, sans everything. 

Tib. 






The world's a fashion-plile, 

And alt the men and women tailors' dummie: 

Who note the march of lime by changing ctolhes, 

A masher on(c, aman'i a masher always 

No matter nhal his agf is. A( lirst 

In a lace gown ogling his ancient nuise ; 

And then the public schoolboy, with his collar 

Broad and snow-white, who gives his mind to lies, 

And has no love for icbool-books. Then the daady 

Bored at eighteen, but hovering around 

The sacred lamp of burlesque. Then the guardsmnn, 

Thin-waisted, tall, and with well-waxed moustache, 

Driver of drags and tandems, quick at polo. 

Gaining a dreadful reputation. 

Nightly at crowded halls, Then the swell middle-aged. 

With (ait white waistcoat of bow-window shape. 

With shiny boots and well trimmed close-cut beard, 

Full of himself, and tales of his own feats. 

And how he play'd his part. The sixth age shews 

The lean and shaky, wicked, gay old boy, 

With gold pin and cane, with hat worn on one side ; 

His padded coat and tight strapped pantaloons 

Hide his shrunk form, and his swa^ring tone 

Changed to a grumbling whine thai everything 

Is worse than it once was. While the la^t scene 

Is tottered ihtoueh by an old doting swell, 

Who herds with boys, and tries to cheat death with 

False teeth, false hair, false calves, false everything, 

ROUNDAHOtTT. 

Mbasuiie for Measure. 
A Parody of the speech of Claudia in the first sceae of 
the third act, commencing : — 
" Ay. but to die, :ind go we know not where ; 
To lie in cold obstruction and to tot ; 
This sensible warm motion to become a kneaded clod." 
Ays, but to love, and not be loved again. 
To nurse a hopelcBS passinn, and lo pine. 
This body strong and healthy to become 
A walking mummy — and tbe once cheerful mind 
To feel keen torturing doubts, or to despair 
And moping sit in melancholy mood. 
To feel tbe gusts of love and wild desire. 
And know friends, fortune, person, all combine 
Toblasi our hopes— or to feel tortures keener still, 
To see a rival snatch away tbe prize , 
Heavens I 'tis too horrible — the keenest pangs 
That e'er the body felt, stone or rheumatic. 
Amputated limb, nay. even gout itself 
Is perfect case compared with hopeless love. 
From PwMsbyEdwardRtMhton. London— T. Ostell, 1806, 



" As Yoc Like it," at Sthatfordon-Avom. 

The following Parody appeared in Gaiety. 

August 39, 1885, in reference to Miss Mary 

Anderson's performance of the part of Jioialind, 

in the Shakespeare Memorial Theatre, Stratford- 

OD-AVOO. 

If your heart for joy hath pined. 
Go and seek out Rosalind. 
In W.S.a town youll find 
Mary A. u Rosalind , 



In " tights'" most gracefully destsned 
Will appear f^r Rossi in d. 
Metbinks a damsel ta your miod 
Will be Marys Rosalind. 
We hope she will not be coaligDed 
When she playeth Rosalind. 
But that critics will be kind 
To that fair Yankee's Rosalind. 



^mvum 



YOUNO Enc 



s Version or Hamlet's Sauutn. 



To SMOKB, or not to smoke, that is the question : 

Whether a mild cigar aasiits digestion ; 

Or. whether it begets a Icind of quaintoess. 

Which some would say was nothing but a £aiata«M 

To smoke — to drink and then lo go to bad ; 

To find a pillow for an aching head ; 

To snore— perchance to dream I aiid half jroar sense 

With visionary demons or nightmare ; 

To wake, in perspiration nicely dished. 

'Tis a consummation hardly to be wished ; 

For who would bear the kicks, cufTs, and abuse 

OF this base world, when he might cook his K0i>9e 

Upon bis toasting fork ? Or who would care 

For half the motley groups which at him stare^ 

Some morning early, stucii before tbe bench. 

When soda-water would bis fever quench, 

But that a little thing within doth call ? 

Thus porter doth make rum 'uns of as all I 

And thus our resolution to keep sober 

Is drown'd and soon forgot in good October. 

But bash I my 'Pbelia comes, the pretty dear ! 

Ob I think of me love — when you fetch your beer. 

AjroKviioin, 



FUETHER PaBODII 

Bret Harte. 

That Greenwich M.P. 

Which I wish to declwe. 

And my story is sad. 
That for dealings unfair. 

And for ways that are bad. 
The Greenwich M.P, is pecoliat— 

Which the same is a terrible " Rad." 
■Twas an October day. 

But a week or two back. 
When the mob yelled " Hurray " 

On the heath that is Black, 
As they gazed from afar upon WlLLtAM, J 

And harked lo hli voluble clack. 



BRET HARTE. 



US 



Which this W. G., 

You will all understand, 
Is the Greenwich M.P., 

And his promise is bland ; 
But then, over his sinister shoulder, 

He points with the thumb of his hand. 

So free from all guile, 

From intent to deceive, 
He seemM all the while, 

You could hardly believe 
How, when talking to people of Greenwich, 

He chuckled and laughed in his sleeve. 

He was greatly concerned 
For the Greenwichers' weal, 

And he twisted and turnM 
With his words like an eel — 

Praised himself, and the Radical party ; 
It little — himself a great deal 

Which is why I declare. 

And my feelings are sad. 
That for dealings unfair. 

And for ways that are bad. 
The Greenwich M. P. is peculiar — . 

Which that same is a stone that is glad. 

Jfudy, November 22, 1871, 

The Heathen M.P. 

Which I wish to remark, 

And my language is plain, 
That for words that are dark 

And for tricks that are vain 
The Heathen M. P. is peculiar. 
Which the same I would wish to explain. 



BenD- 



was his name, 



And I shall not deny 
That who went by the same 

Was exceedingly sly ; 
But his smile it was pensive and child-like, 
As I often remarked to Bill^ ; 

It was April the third. 
And quite soft were the skies ; 

Let it not be inferred 
That Ben D was likewise ; 

Yet he played it that day upon William 

In a way too adroit to be wise. 

Which we had a debate, 
And Ben D took a part, 

After begging to state 
That it came from his heart ; 

But he smiled as he stood by the table 

With a smile that was hollow and tart 

Now his speech it was stocked 

In a wav that I grieve, 
(And my feelings were shocked 

As you cannot believe,) 
It was stuffed full of stories and crammers, 
And the same with intent to deceive. 

But the points that were made 
By that Heathen Ben D , 

And the fibs he essayed 
Were quite frightflil to see, 

TiU at last he came out with a Grammar 

That was known to be such unto G 



G looked to the skies, 

(Which was sad for to see,) 
And he rose up likewise, 

And said, ** Darling Ben D— — , 
" This is false what you say about Russia I " 
And he went for that Heathen M. P. 

In the scene that ensued 

William took a large part. 
For the way he*d been Jewed 

Had gone straight to his heart. 

Like the fibs that Ben D— had been telling 

In the speech that had come " from his heart.'* 

In which speech, which was long, 

He had twenty-four packs, 
Which was commg it strong 

As departing from facts ; 
And they found in that speech, which was rant. 
What is frequent in speeches — that's cant? 

Which is why I remark, 

And my language is plain. 
That for words that are dark 

And for tricks that are vain 
The Heathen M. P. is peculiar, 
And the same I am free to maintain. 



Benjamin D- 



His Little Dinnsk, 1876, 



fVm 



The Political Heathen Chinee. 

Ben Diz was his name. 

And it were vain to deny 
In respect of the same 

What the name might imply : 
For his nose had a hook that meant mischief 

But the hook was a fool to his eye. 

"Heads I win, tails you lose,'* 

Was the ** lie ** of his game. 
Turks, Afghans, Zulus — 

No matter who came — 
It was ** beggar my neighbour ** all round. 

Which all neighbours got treatment the same. 

Which he euchred the Turk — 

For he played from a hand 
Of "reserves,** that did lurk 

Underneath his wristband ; 
And an island he quietly nobbled. 

With a smile diplomatic and bland. 

Bits of Beacotisfiild, or a new Series of Disraeli's CMositUi 
of Literature, 

(Abel Hejrwood and Son, Manchester.) 



•:o;- 



On Chang, the Chinese Giant, 

Which I beg you won*t doubt. 

As you listen to me, 
A man longer drawn out 

You*re not likely to see 
Than this very remarkable giant. 

Which same was a heathen Chinee* 
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Mister Chang was his namc^ 

All alive I O, alive I 
From Fychow he came 

In eighteen- sixty-five, 
On the shillings of sight-loving public 

For some time to gleefully thrive. 

It was August, eighteen. 

That he first came to town, 
And by thousands was seen. 

And won highest renown; 
But so lofty was he, and so haughty. 

On all of his friends he looked down. 

When invited to sup 

He'd not touch flesh of cows. 
And he turned his nose up 

At an English carouse, 
For he swallowed at dinner and breakfast 

But bird's-nests and little bow-wows. 

But he fretted and fumed 

As the shillings got few. 
And his features assumed 

A cerulean hue. 
And he looked Uke a piece of blue china 

Of a size that you don't often view. 



Judy, August 20, 1879. 



On Brbt Hartb. 
(After Jim.") 

Say there, then. 
Some of you men 

Might read Bret Harte, 
Not p'raps all through 
But one or two. 

Just a part ? 

Try first that one 

Heathen Chinee, 
Then just for fun 

Take two or three 
More from his works — 
Rhyme all in jerks 
Where firequently 
Strange language lurks. 

Humbug ? not much 
That ain't his style, 

Rather a touch 
Of pathos, the while 
Sympathy true. 

Take Bret Harte's Jim, 
Sure you know him. 
Says •• D — n your eyes," 
Frequently tries 
In manner most strange 
Both a scamp to appear 
And an angel that sheer 
Has dropped from the skies. 

Style f 
Some times Bret Harte 

Yes, that is he 1 
Dickens in Camp— - 
Wan Lee the scamp. 

Stick in your brain 

Live there as plain 

As highest art 



You can't say Good-bja 
Not if you try 

Eh? 
What's that you aay ? 
Yon try to forget hun 
When once you've met 

No ? Yes 1 Ail well ; 
There the^ will stay 
All thro' Ufe's day 
And Never depart I 
Thanks to Bret Harte. 



J. W. G. W. 




FUETHEE PaKODIES 



ON 



H. W. Longfellow. 



•:o:- 



A Christmas Psalm of Lifb. 

Tbll me not, thou soul that slumbersi 
Christmas :s an empty dream ; 

When these comic double numben 
With the flash of humour gleam. 

Life is earnest, life is real, 
In our Fleet Street and the Strand ; 

Many an honest heart and leal 
Shall be moved by laughter's wand. 

" Sweet enjoyment and no damper '* — 

Motto fit for every grade, 
[If my friends send me a hamper. 

Let them mark it " Carriage paid.*'] 

Hearts which long with hope were beeting 
Now shall flock to Drury Lane^ 

There to give a friendly greeting 
To the clown and " pants *' again. 

So in other fields of glory 
Comes the genial feud and strife^ 

Each man. be he Whig or Tory, 
Finding happiness in liiie. 

Lives like Slopbr's should remind us 
Life can still be made sublime, 

Scattering all the trash behind us, 
Pointing to a better time. 

Sloper's QkHitmas Number, 1884. 



A Psalm for tbb Tradb. 

Tbll us not in doleful numbers 
Trade is done for evermore, 

That supply, demand ootnombeni 
And the drummer's days aie o'er. 



H. W. LONGFELLOW. 



Trade is real — trade is active, 
Better times again we'll see ; 

To remain stagnation's captive^ 
Is against all history. 

Time is long — bill maturing 
Must be paid without delay ; 

Such the only way insuring 
Better trade at early day. 

Shun this reckless competition, 
Look beyond the moment's gain. 

Learn that honest coalition 
Is far better in the main. 

Stop this scheme of future dating, 
Ere it has become too late ; 

Act at once and cease all prating — 
Leave consignments to their fate. 

Lives of others all remind us, 
If our dealing's just and fair. 

That a better time will find us 
Getting all our honest share. 



American Exchange, 



A Phase of Life. 
{77ie Yankee Merchant to his book-keeper.) 

Tbll me not in rows of numbers, 

Of his assets as they seem. 
That if I would loan i.ooo 

He could bridge the turbid stream. 

Debts are real, debts are earnest. 
No transferring makes them less ; 

"Dust " thou borrow, "dust" returnest 
Still as great thy sore distress. 

Trust no more the men who owe me. 
Let the debts just due be paid; 

Act. act promptly in collectmg, 
Ere the last faint hope shall fade. 

Failures of great men remind us 
How they bought their goods on time, 

And departing left behind them 
For each dollar's debt a dime. 

Seeing which perhaps another 

Almost ready to collapse. 
Takes a lesson from his orother — 

Leaves behind a few old traps. 

Let us then be up and doing, 
With a cheek quite undismayed, 

Ever>' debtor close pursuing 
Till his bills have all been paid. 



American Paper. 



A Psalm of Lifb. 
{As exhibited in Christmas Annuals,) 

Tell me not, O Soul that slumbers, 
" Life is placid, Life is pale I '* 

'Tis not so in Christmas Numbers ; 
There quite other views prevail. 



Life is Foaming, Life is Frantic, 
Here the dagger, there the bowl ; 

" Stick at nothing that's romantic I " 
Says my Printer to my Soul. 

Not to live as boys and girls would 
Is our men's and maidens' way ; 

But to act as if in Earlswood 
You might find them any day. 

Write of fire, and flood, and battle. 
Write of Earls that gaily sin. 

Write of Governesses — that'll 
Bring the sweet subscribers in ! 

Lives of Great Highwaymen show it, 
How to make our tales sublime ; 

Bother sense and grammar. Go it- 
Give us something new in Crime 

Crimes that ne'er, perchance, another, 
As he reached his volume's end, 

Dreamed of — give us these my brother. 
Something fresh in guilt, my friend ! 

Let us then be up and raving, 
Rave of ghosts, and sin, and fate ; 

These the gentle reader's craving, 
And he does not like to wait I 



Punch, January lo. 1885. 



•;o;- 



Bbwarb ! 

I KNOW a youth who can flirt and flatter, 

Take care 1 
He loves with the ladies to gossip and chatter. 

Beware 1 Beware 

Trust him not 
He is fooling thee 1 

He has a voice of varying tone 

Take care 1 
It echoes many beside thine own. 

Beware, &c. 

He has a hand that is soft and white, 

Take care I 
It pressed another than thine last night. 

Beware, &c. 

His letters are glowing with love I ween, 

Take care 1 
One half that he writes he does not mean, 

Beware, Sec, 

He talks of truth and of deep devotion, 

Take care 1 
Of loving truly he has no notion, 

Beware. &c. 

Your heart he will gain with his dangerons wiles, 

Take care ! 
Of his whispered words, of his sighs, of his smiles. 
Beware! Beware! 
Trust him not. 
He is fooling thee I 

Anonymous. 
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The Barber Fiend. 

I KNOW a barber who in town doth dwell— 

Take care ! — 
He has a lot of things to sell 
For hair ; forb^ ! 

Buy them not. 
Though he counsel thee. 

For he will charge thee four-and-six 

(Take care !) 
For a bottle of wash, worth less than nix, 
Beware, beware ! 

Of his pomade pot, 
*Tis a fallacy. 

And when thou goest to get a "crop," 

Don't swear, 
If he say thy hair is thin atop, 
Somewhere, somewhere ; 

Believe him not, 
He is fright'ning thee, 

And if to take thee by thy nose 

He dare, 
Whilst sitting, in ungraceful pose^ 
On chair, on chair ; 

Resent it not. 
He is shaving thee. 

And he has dyes of every hue ; 

Take care 
Lest russet locks be turned to blue. 
Or fair, or fair — 

To some hue not 
Such as pleases thee. 

He has bear's grease in pots for thee 

(A snare). 
If on thy face no whiskers be, 
Don't care, don't care ; 

Hog*s lard will not 
Make a man of thee. 

Judy, November 22, 1871 



'.'O'- 



Female Commercial "Travellers.'* 

I KNOW a maiden with a bag. 

Take care ! 
She carries samples in a drag, 

Beware ! beware ! 

O Draper fond, 
She is fooling thee 1 

She has the true "Commercial" styles 

Take care I 
To which she addeth woman's guile, 

Beware I beware 1 

O Grocer goose. 
She is plucking thee ) 

And she has quite a flood of talk. 

Take care ! 
She sells as cheese what's only chalk, 

Beware ! beware 1 

O Dealer daft. 
She's deceiving thee t 
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Her eyes are really wondrous bUck, 

Take care ! 
They make a shiver run down your back» 

Beware ! beware ! 

O Shopman soft. 
She is ogling thee 1 

She sells you a silk of " perfect 

Take care I 
At it your customers will swear. 

Beware ! beware 1 

Tnist her not, 
This Travelling She 1 

Punch, February, 1885. 



Song of the Oyster Land. 
By a Longing S^eUow. 

*' Oysters are abnormally dear in the New York nuoiDet 
DaUy Ntws, 

Into the Ojrster Land 1 
Ah 1 who shall lead us thither f 
Our hopes from the New World now pale and wither, 
There is no joy in Cheapside and the Strand. 
Who'll lead us with a friendly hand. 
Thither, oh thither, 
Into the Oyster Lauid ? 

Into the OjTster Land I 
To 3rou, ye nameless regions 
Of Native worth. Delicious daily visioni 
Of some Ostrealia, beautiful and bland. 
Where at the bar a man might stand. 

Gulping cheap bivuve beauties 
Down, in the Oyster Land. 

O Land ! O Land I 
No longer hopeful joy stirs 
Within my bosom. Rubbish, tinned and potted. 
Mocks one, by no bright heraJd now doth stand. 
To lead us, with a liberal hand. 
Into the land of the cheap good Oyster^ 
Into the Oyster Land 1 

Punch, October 21, 1882. 



The Bubble and the Bullxt. 

(A sweet thing in Morals, not even remotdir 
Longfellow's " Arrow and Song.'') 

I BLEW a bubble into the air, 
And bright and high it floated there ; 
Till all who gazed both near and fiff. 
Declared the bubble was a star. 



I shot a bullet into the air, 
Worth twenty bubbles bright and fair ; 
But the bullet's flight was all in vain. 
It only fell to the earth again. 



Learn hence, in catching the nubile 

Bullets are difiicult things to fly ; 

So bubble on bubble upward send 

And keep your lead for theheart of afirlend I 

WUXIAM 



H. W. LONGFELLOW. 
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The Roman Prelate, 

(From a Medizeval Legend.) 

After Longfellow's Norman Baron, 

In his chamber grand and fitting, 
Was the Roman Prelate sitting, 
By his side St. Philip Neri 

Stood, the window looking thro' 
When a strange, unpleasant feeling. 
O'er the Cardinal came stealing 
While, as if by wand of fairy. 
All things alter'd to his view. 

Vanished street, and dome, and steeple, 

Vanished crowds of priests and people, 

Lo, instead, a place of torture 

(Which politeness would not name). 

There he saw the souls tormented, 
Suffer all the pangs invented 
By the old Arch-fiendish Scorcher, 
He whose element is flame. 

Writhing in and out among them, 
Snakes and demons bit and stung them. 
Never ceased, the victims, therefore, 

Ne'er from anguish could be free, 
In their midst a seat most splendid, 
Seem'd for some great Prince intended. 
Asked the Prelate—** What's that chair for ?" 
Quoth St. Philip—" 'tis for thee." 

Then the Cardinal, in terror. 
Thought upon his life of error, 
Ask'd the Saint on what condition 

Heaven his soul would deign to spare, 
** 'Tis, relinquish worldly pleasure, 
Love of sway and greed of treasure, 
Banish envy and ambition, 
Satan else will seat you there ! 
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Then the Cardinal repenting. 
Soon the holy Saint, relenting. 
Gave him pardon, warning, blessing. 
Preaching, too, (without a text), 
Vanish'd then the Prelate's panic, 
Vanish' d then that scene Satanic, 
Never more his soul distressing 
In this world— or in the next I 

Walter Parke. 

The Bath and Cheltenham Gazette^ June 25, 1878. 
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The City Blackleg. 

Under the railway arch there see, 
The villain Smith he stands ; 
That Smith a puny man is he, 
With small and skinny hands ; 
And the muscles of his bony arms 
Are like elastic bands. 

His hair you see's by no means long, 

His face is lean and wan ; 

His brow ne'er yet was wet with sweat, 

He lives as best he can ; 

To owe he holds is no diisgrace. 

For he owes to ev'ry man. 



He tries to tempt that countryman 

(Flinging a pair o' dice). 

But having fleeced him once before, 

Upon his back he lies ; 

And with his skinny hand he wipes 

A pair of blackened eyes. 

Swindling — skedaddling — ^borrowing 
Onward through life he goes ; 
No morning sees him taken in, 
No evening sees him lose ; 
Somebody tempted, some one " done. 
Earns him a night's repose. 



Judy, September 4. 1867. 



Nudity. 

{Set to the Tune of an Old Ditty.) 

[** A British Matron " addressed an indignant letter to the 
Times, anent the nudities which are now exhibited at our 
annuaJ picture shows.] 

Before a study of the nude 

The British Matron stands, 
A vivid blush is on her cheek, 

She raises both her hands, 
And for that hussy all undraped 

A petticoat demands. 

Her air is shocked, her face is long, 

Her mission is to ban ; 
Her brow is set in lines of fret, 

As may be seen by man. 
And oft while gazing she exclaims, 

" I wonder painters can \ 

Sneak in. sneak out, brush-wielding wights, 

Tread softly and talk low. 
Take note of Mrs, Grundy's scowl. 

Observe her wrathful glow ; 
She don't approve of f reckless daubs 

And that she'd have you know ! 

The Matron's wishing even now 

She'd never sought your door, 
Since here are pictures on the line, 

Some ten, if not a score, 
That make her almost long to sink 

Unnoticed through the floor. 

Crimson, indignant, horrified, 

On through the room she goes ; 
Each glance to left augments her pain, 

Each glance to right but shows 
Some one who's classic, some one stripped 

Of decency and clo'es ! 

Thanks, thanks to thee, our British M., 

For the lesson thou hast taught. 
Not to these Academic halls 

Must nudities be brought ; 
In France the artist comes it strong, 

But here he " didn't ought." 

Funny Folks, June 6, 1885, 
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F'lowers. 

Spake full well, in language quaint and olden, 

One who dwelleth by'the castled Rhine, 

When he called the flowers so blue and golden, 

Stars that in earth s firmament do shine. 
• • • 

Longfellow 
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Flowers (of Rotten-row). 

Spakb full well in language most descriptive, 

One who walked by the Serpentine, 
When he called these ladies fair, deceptive, 

Beauties lost in crinoline. 

Monstrous are those petticoats inflated, 

Altering the syrens' figures quite, 
While the swells who unto them are mated 

Are eclipsed from the beholders' sight. 

Wondrous fashions, manifold as wondrous. 

Modern genius cuts its cloth into, 
From the head-dress to the sandals under us. 

From the ** tile'' unto the walking shoe. 

And the costume-connoisseur, observant, 

Sees alike in male or female dress. 
More than is by wearer, him or her, meant, 

More of folly — but of beauty less : 

Gorgeous neck-ties, glistening in the sunlight. 
Hats e'en whiter than their wearer's hands, 

'* All round " collars made to screw the neck tight. 
Coats " high-church "-like, and suggesting 
••bands." 

Trousers in such •'knee-plush-ultra" fashion. 

Wide above and at the ancles tight, 
As would put the ghost of Stultz into a passion, — 

Thus ye see the swell in all his might ! 

" Hiawatha's author tells us in his verses, 
Men and flowers are very much alike. 

But methinks — although his language trim and 
terse is, 
Hyde-park flowers the simile won't strike. 

Solomon, we know, in all his glory, 
Couldn't to the lily's dress compare ; 

Shall then moderns, less than him in story, 
Likened be unto the flow'rets fair ? 

Nay — to Solomon we'll give the credit 
(This we hope his tailor gave him too,) 

And believe, although no Rabbi said it. 

He ne'er clothed himself as modern Britons do : 

For if like theirs had been his usual covering. 
We cannot help remarking, by-the-bye, 

That old Israel's far-renowned sovereign. 
Little wiser was, dear sir, than you and I. 



TaiVs Magazine, 1858. 
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Most gladly would I have strangled 

The Judge who lately said 
The Londoner never must hope for 

Repose in his little bed. 

How often, oh how ofteo. 
In the nights that have gone by, 

I have tossed on my pillow and wondered 
Why cats seem never to die ! 

How often, oh how often, 

I have wished that some tempest dzear 
Would bear away in its bosom. 

My neighbour's Chanticleer ! 

And when his protest uplifteth 

The mongrel over the way, 
I look about for my pistol. 

And long for the dawn of day. 

And that terrible little Terrier — 

Why cannot its mistress see 
That it has no right to prowl at night 

And bark at the moon and me ? 

When I think that this latest decision 
Of the case-encumbered Judge 

Will help my neighbours to beard me. 
And to dub my threats as ** fudge^ 

I seem to see a procession 
Of ills which must spring from it 

The young man goaded to madness. 
And the old going o£f in a fit. 

And for ever and for ever. 
As long as those Dogs delight 

To bark, and the Cats to bellow. 
And murder sleep in the night. 

The Judge and his latest decision. 
And his cold remarks will show 

That he hears no *• meowing " above him. 
And no " bow-wowing *' below. 

Punch t February 7, 1885. 

There was also a parody on the same original in 
The Sporting TimeSy May 2, 1885, but it was too 
coarse and slangy to bear quoting. 
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Our Sbrbnaders. 

[••The plaintiff," Mr, Justice Mathew decided, in an 
action brought by a literary man to prevent a noise on 
a neighbour's preniises, " contended for a condition ol 
felicity which could never be obtained in London," — 
Daily Paper.'] 

I LAV in my bed at midnight. 
As the dogs were barking the hour. 

And I hurled at their heads, of language 
A maledictory shower ! 

I heard their pestilent voices 

In the garden under me. 
Like a chorus of demons yelling 

ill hideous symphony. 



DiVITIOR. 

The shades of evening deepened fast. 
As, bank-ward, throu^ the City passed 
A man, who in his pocket bore. 
His bank-book, strangely titled o'er — 

Divitior ! 

His brow was wrinkled ; keen his eye 
Flashed on each jostling passer-by, 
And still the strange mysterious word 
From his scarce-conscious Ups were heard-r- 

Divitior ! 

In humble homes he saw the light 
Of happy faces, warm and bright. 
Above, Ambition's cold heights shone ; 
He cried, his eye on these alone, — 

Divitior ! 



H. W. LONGFELLOW. 
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Tempt not a path," the preacher said, 
** Which none who loves his life may tread ; 
The snares and chasms are deep and wide ;" 
But, confident, he loud replied^ 

Divitior ! 

" Stay,*' said Content, "Oh stay, and rest, 
Thy anxious head upon this breast :'* 
A tear one moment dimmed his eye, 
But still he answered, with a sigh — 

Divitior I 

** Beware th* alluring path of greed. 
There's danger in thy headlong speed ;'* 
This was a brother's parting word — 
He cried, the warning scarcely heard — 

Divitior ! 

One morning, as the gossips tell. 
While neigh l)ours, woke by matin bell^ 
Were syllabling their morning prayer, 
A voice shrieked through the startled air — 

Divitior ! 

Exhauste<1, over-wrought, at last 

His spirit from its tent had passed ; 

Still grasping in his hand of ice. 

His bank-book, with the strange device — 

Divitior ! 

There, in the twilight, cold and gray, 
The Mammon Martyr lifeless lay ; 
And from beneath a voice was heard. 
Muttering in scorn the mocking word — 



Tait's Magazine, 1858. 



Divitior ! 
S.W.F. 



Nettle-rash, 
(From St. Bartholomew's.) 

The shades of night were falling fast, 
As through the Doctor's office passed, 
A Boy, who bore upon his face 
The symptoms and decided trace 

Of nettle-rash* 

"You'd better go," the matron said, 
** And rest your head upon your bed ; " 
A tear stood in her bright blue eye, 
As he did question, have then I — 

Got nettle-rash ? 

You'll take two pills, the doctor said, 
And mind you cover up your head — 
111 see he does, the nurse replies, 
I hope you'll cure me, sir, he cries. 

Of nettle-rash. 

There, in the gas light, far from gay. 
Spotted, but beautiful, he lay. 
And from the boys both near and far 
The question fell, like a falling star — 

Hows NETTLE-RASH? 

Anonymous. 



Young Lambs to Sell. 

The Lamplighters were scudding fast, 
As thro' some half-blind alleys passed, 
A man who bore thro' muddy way — 
A Tray with a most strange display, 

" Young lambs to sell." 



His face was seamed, his bleary eye. 
Told tales of tankards, oft drained dry ; 
The words were partly said and sung 
Which fell from his outlandish tongue — 

"Young Lambs to sell." 

The Landlord cried, you'd better stay ; 
The rain will wash your wares away. 
The wind will blow them up sky high. 
But loud and shrill he still did cr>' — 

" Young Lambs to sell ! '' 

" Oh, stay and drink '' the Toper cried ; 
** They'll chalk me up a can inside." 
His ferret eye a twinkle gave. 
But constantly he tipped the stave — 

"Young Lambs to sell." 

"Beware the Peeler's truncheon thick, 
Nor sleep on kiln of baking brick ; 
You are a fool that won't take treat.*' 
A voice replied far up the street 

" Young Lambs to sell." 

D4. upon his nightly round, 
The Merchant in a corner found ; 
Upon his tin legged flock he lay. 
His open mouth still seemed to say, 

"Young Lambs to sell." 

There, in the bull's-eyes shining round. 
Dead-drunk and muddled was he found ; 
And soon the lockups grim inside 
Conlf ined the leary one who cried 

"Young Lambs to sell." 

From The Free-Lance^ Manchester. 



U-Pi-Dee. 

The shades of night were coming down fast, 

U -pi-Dee, U-pi-Day, 
When through a Roman village pass'd 

U -pi-Dee, U-pi-Day. 
A youth who'd had champagne in ice 
They'd marked him with this strange device, 

U-pi-Dee I Day, U-pi-Dee-I-Day. 

His hat was bad his eyes were black 
A short tail'd coat adorned his back. 
And like a cracked Pianner rung 
The accents of this unknown tongue :— 

U-pi-Dee-I-Day, U-pi-Dee-I-Day, 

Try not the pass the old man said 
Does your mother know you're not in bed ? 
He took the old man by the nose, 
And said one word which I suppose 

Was : U-pi-Dee-I-Day, U-pi-Dee-I-Day, 

" O stay !" the maiden cried, said she U-pi-Dee, U-pi-Day. 
We're all just a going to sit down to tea U-pi-Dee, U-pi-Day. 
A wink was in the bright blue eye. 
As he said with a hiccough or a sigh. 

Oh, U-pi-Dce-I-Day, U-pi-Dee-I-Day. 

Remove the flags if you fall pat U-pi-Dee, U-pi-Day, 
I say young man I'll have your hat U-pi-Dee, U-pi-Day, 
This was a cabman's last good night, 
When a voice from somewhere out of sight 

Said. U-pi-Dee-I-Day, U-pi-Dee-I-Day. 
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Now you want a moral to my song, 
To know what is right and what is wrong, 
Don't get champagne upon the brain, 
Or else instead of speaking plain, 

You'll say : U-pi-Dce-I-Day, U-pi-Dee-I-Day. 

Night passed, and in the morning gray, 
He was found fast asleep by Policeman A, 
He asked his name, he turned him round 
In the pocket of his coat a card was found ; 

It was U-pi-Dee-I-Day, U-pi-Dee-I-Day. 

About a quarter past six the next forenoon, 
A man accidentally getting up soon. 
Heard utter*d above mid snow and ice, 
This remarkable song in a very weak voice, 

U-pi-Dee-I-Day, U-pi-Dee-I-Day, 

He's dead, defunct, without any doubt 
The lamp of his life is entirely out, 
In the snow and the ice he now is laying. 
So it aint any use any more to be saying, 

U-pi-Dee-I-Day, U-pi-Dee-I-Day. 

This old fashioned comic song, written by F. C. 
Burnand, was sung in the Burlo-Drama of Julius 
Cnaeser at the Royalty Theatre. The chorus has 
here been somewhat abbreviated, as its wit was not 
in proportion to its length. A parody, having a 
similar refrain, appeared in Volume i. Parodies, 
page loi. 



A Christmas Pantomime. 

" Thb shades of night were falling fast," 
As through the streets uf London passed, 
A youth who trudged through snow and ice, 
Stamped on his heart the fond device, 

Loved Arabella ! 

His coat was rough, his hat was sleek, 
The frost had nipped both nose and cheek $ 
But as he walked he softly sung. 
Those words so often on his tongue, 

Loved Arabella ! 

To Camden Town try not the way, 
The snow has fallen thick to-day: 
This was a comrade's last good-bye. 
But bold he said •* For her I'll try," 

Loved Arabella I 

•• Oh ! buy my chestnuts baked and warm," 
A damsel cried, then touched his arm ; 
A longing look was in his eye, 
But still he answered with a sigh. 

Loved Arabella I 

About the pantomime he'd re^d. 
Of fays and sprites, so onward sped ; 
For to these scenes of festive light 
He'd vowed to lead his lady bright, 

Loved Arabella 1 

The villa reached he saw the light 
Of chandelier and firelight bright, 
While on the blind he traced a shade 
Like that of his long worshipped maid, 

Loved Arabella I 



E'en as he gazed, beside her came 
A hated rival, "Jones " by name : 
One she had sworn no more to meet, 
Nor even bow to in the street. 

False Arabella ! 

Above her head he held a spray — 
A sacred plant, 'twas once, they say. 
Then under this protection base, 
He bent and kissed her blushing face. 

False Arabella ! 

The outside lover shook his fist. 
To choke his rival much he wished, 
For acting such a traitor's part, 
And stealing thus his fair one's heart. 

False Arabella ! 

A moment later he was there. 
Glaring at the detected pair ; 
With words of anger sharp, but few, 
He bade the maid a last adieu, 

False Arabella ! 

Then on he went, for well he knew 
That maxim old, and yet so true — 
"There's always good fish in the sea,*' 
And therefore maids more true than she. 

False Arabella! 

London Society , Christmas Number, 1867. 



Ye Poor Mahdi ! 

Thb shades of night were falling fast 

As Mahdi through £1 Obeid past ; 
He said good-bye to all his wives. 

Which caused a thousand stifling cries — 

Ye poor Mahdi ! 

His brow was sad ; his blessed eyes 
Were gazing steadfast on the skies ; 

And from a weak consumptive chest ; 
There came a voice of piteousness — 

"Ye poor Mahdi!' 

In Cairo's Hall he saw the light ; 

Of Gladstone laws, as dark as night. 
And in the merchants' faces gazed, 

And saw that they too Gladstone praised. 

Ye poor Mahdi ! 

•• Try not this scheme,'' good Randy said ; 

" A scimitar hangs o'er thy head, 
For England hates thee, she's so proud ; " 

But a voice answered, '* I'm quite cowed,*' 

Ye poor Mahdi ! 

" Stay," cried an angry Custom's Clerk. 

•• You pay £s to leave this barqiu ; 
And if you don't, why we shall paste 

On H.M.S. right round your waist '' — 

Ye poor Mahdi 

Beware, ye girls of Kensington, 
Beware that man called •* Number One/' 

Thus warned our friend left Charing Cross 
With nearly all his money lost. 

Ye poor Mahdi I 



H. W. LONGFELLOW. 
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At cirly davn as servant maids 

Were nodding to their soldier slaves. 
A voice ran through the Castle shrill 
• Where's Dr. Gull ? I am so ill." 

Ye poor Mahdi ! 

An Eastern, in a lumber room 
Was found reclining on a stool, 

He raised to Heaven bis bony hands 
And said, " Why crossed I desert sands ? " 

Ye poor Mahdi ! 

There dead and cold the Mahdi lay 

The servants round cried •' Lack-a-day. 
And then in coffin strong and fast 
They placed this son of desert vast. 

Ye poor Mahdi ! 
From The Mahdi* s Diary, 1884. 



The Pursk-Suit. 

[The Echo in a recent article pictures Mr. Maskelyne 
starting off in search of Mr. Irving Bishop to recover the ten 
thousand pounds awarded him by the Jury in the libel suit.] 

A ir — ' * Excelsior, ' * 

The mail train blew its final blast, 
When, dashing frantically past 
The barrier, rushed a breathless man, 
Who muttered ever as he ran — 

**Tcn thousand pounds ! " 

His cheek was flushed, his eyeballs seemed 
To bum like fire, so bright they gleamcil ; 
And as all watched him disappear, 
The echo of a voice rang clear — 

*' Ten thousand ix)unds ! " 

All Euro^x: soon he searched — in vain 

He climbed each mountain, scoured each plain, 

Alas I he found not him he sought. 

And vocal grew the luring thought — 

** Ten thousand pounds ! '* 

*• Off to the east I'll go," he cried : 
" I'll roam the deserts far and wide, 
1*11 search the Sphynx, the rivers swim. 
To get my damages from him — 

**Ten thousand pounds.* 

One day the Mahdi* s army saw 
A man armed with a writ of law. 
And as in terror wild t^cy fled, 
They heard the mystic words he said — 
" Ten thousand pounds.** 

Tradition doubtless will declare 
He's been seen here, there, everywhere ; 
And unborn savages will speak 
Of him who ceases not to seek — 

Ten thousand pounds. 

Funny Folhs, January 31, 1885. 



Like to banners borne by "sui^rs** — 
Why these strains of weird-like music 
Fill the air on Easter Monday ? — 
I should answer, I should tell you, 
** Tis the partisans of Orton — 
(Orton, that much-suffering martyr), 
Headed by their chief, Kenealee, 
Better known as Doctor ** Dewdrops *' — 
He who represents the people 
In the senate of St Stephen. 
Often has he swayed his "gingham ** 
When orating from the platform. 
Oh, the wicked judges fear him. 
And the Press with terror trembles 
When he mightily denounces 
Sundry falsehoods journalistic ! 

See, they stay at Nelson's column 
Waiting for the great contingent : 
Followers of Magna Charta 
From the Eastern plains of Shoieditch, 
From the Western Seven dials. 
From the Southwark Southern suburb. 
From the Northern wilds of Hoxton ! 
Yea, assembled in their thousands 
(Well, we'll say about two thousand). 
Enter they the gates of Hyde-park, 
And Kenealee, from his chariot. 
Speaks to them in silvery accents. 
Lo ! they make a conflagration 
With an execrated journal. 
And the crowd, dispersing slowly. 
Seek the publics close adjacent. 
There to quaft" their pots of porter- 
Porter, their beloved liquor ; 
There to puff their shag-tobacco, 
And, amid the fumes ascending. 
They will prate of him in Dartmoor. 
When the '.irae shall come for quitting, 
They'll depart with gait unsteady. 
Shouting in their native jargon, 
" We the i)eople har of llingland ! '* 



Fdtt, April 26, 1876. 




The Great Demonstration. 

Should you ask me why this hubbub, 
Why this motley-garbed procession. 
Filled with parties somewhat blatant. 
Bearing sundry gaudy banners — 



PAIITAIIQUAnoNG. 

A Lyric after Longfilloii\ 

(The Rev. Henry Pahtaquahong Chase, Hereditary Chief 
of the Ojibway Indians has arrived in England. Vide Press.) 

Should you ask me whence this Chieftain ? — 

Whence this Henry Pahtahquahong ? — 

I should answer, I should tell you — 

From the realms of lake and forest. 

Where the mighty Saskatchewan 

And the Kaministaquoiah 

Drain the haj)py hunting valleys ; 

Where the Mas-ka-gaws and Saultcaux, 

Si'.rcecs, Pay-g.ans, Bloixls, and Black feet, 

Ottoes, Dog-ribs, Crces, and Beavers, 

Hunt the Wapiti and Musquash ; 

From the lakes of Manitoba, 

Winnipeg and Winnipags, 

Pickcogasi and Paquash, 

Doohiaunt, Wcenisk, Wheldyahad, 

Fn)m the shores of Athabasca, 

From the Land of the Ojibways. 

Should you ask me what he Kwks like — 
Wears he feathers aud vcvic^^&svcw^^ 
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Belt of wampum, coat of war-paint, 
Wields he tomahawk and scalp-knife, 
Musket quaint or modern rifle, 
Like to sitting Bull or Big Snake, 
Chingachgook, or Outalassi, 
leather stocking'd Natty Bumppo, 
Hiawatha, Paw-puk-kewis, 
Shaw-wa-nos-soway, whose rival 
Muck-e-tock-c-now (Black Eagle) 
Died thro* wooing sweet Awh-mid-way 
Beautiful as Minnehaha ? — 
I should answer. 1 should tell you — 
Pahtahquahong Chase, the chieftain, 
Wears no feathers nor mocassins, 
Wields no tomahawk nor scalper, 
But a black suit and white choker. 
On his head a silk hroad brimmer. 
In his hand a stick for walking, 
He has turn'd him from the war-path, 
He has buried deep the hatchet, 
Gives us sermons 'stead of war-whoops. 
And the Pale-face is his brother ; 
Welcome then, O Pahtahquahong 
From the realms of Lake and forest, 
From the happy hunting valleys, 
From the land of the Ojibways. 

Walter Parke, 
Bath and Cheltenham Gazette^ March 30, 1881. 



The Song ok CETEWAva 
(With Apoixxjies to the Noble Hiawatha.) 

Far across the big-sea- water — 

Which is sometimes termed the ocean — 

To the lodges of the pale-face 

Comes the gentle Cctewayo. 

(Lady Florence trisyllabic 

Makes the name of her odd hero ; 

But, to suit this bards convenience. 

And his transatlantic measure. 

Pray let him say '* Cct-e-wayo.'*) 

If you ask me " W'hy * the gentle?' '* 

I shall answer, I shall tell you, 

I shall pity you and tell you, 

'Tis because he is a savage. 

Who by force compelled his people 

To become a tribe of cut-throats. 

Furthermore, because our brothers 

He has slaughtered by the hundred. 

Now, however, being captive. 

Very small and mild he singeth — ' 

Talks no more his spears of washing 

In our blood, or eating us up. 

That is why we call him " gentle," 

And a lot of names as pretty, 

(** We '* are Lady Florence Dixie, 

And Natal' s least Christian Bishop, 

Arithmetical Colenso ; 

Also aqueous Sir Wilfred, 

And a varied mob of other 

Dames hysteric of both sexes.) 

So we bring him o'er the ocean — 

Otherwise the big-sea-water — 

Feed him up like any poiker ; 

Lodge him, and the British uni 

Form encourage him to scoff at. 



Soon as a ''distinguished stranger,*' 
He will gaze down on the Commons — 
Gaze upon his friends and patrons — 
While beside him Shepstone Jwiior, 
Meekly nameth each one thusly. 
In a sort of Zulu -English ; 
Yonder sits the aged chieftain, 
Gran-dole-man-o, whom the To-rccs — 
Wicked race, who love their conntry ! — 
Liken to the eel that wriggleth. 
Near him bideth Dil-ki-ldlkee, 
Speaker of the thing which is not^ 
With the mighty Ver-no-narkcr, 
Like some would-be dignified hip— 
Popotamus by your rivers. 
Far away see Carlisle's Willfee — 
Pal o'-yours, my Cetewajro, 
Who's so very fond of water 
That be puts it in his speeches. 
Till be drowns all his ideas. 
And his hearers think he has none." 



Thus, methinks, will Shepstone Junior 

Prattle to the ** dusky Monarch ** 

As he gazeth on the Commons^ 

Or in greasy state ** does " London, 

But if any one should ask me 

Why we've brought this big " He nigger" 

All across the big-sea-water — 

This sounds better far than '* ocean *' — 

Why we've coddled him and dressed him 

In a garb that once was glorious, 

I should answer, I should tell him, 

I should shake my head and tell Mm, 

That I've not the least idea. 

And I fancy no one else has ! 



Evening News, Aug. 4, 1882. 



G. G. 
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The Printers' Hiawatha. 

Should you ask us why this dunning^ 
Why all these complaints and murmurs. 
Murmurs hard about delinquents. 
Who have read the paper weekly. 
Read what they have never paid for. 
Read with pleasure and with profit. 
Read the church affairs and prospects. 
Read the news, both home and foreign, 
Full of wisdom and instruction ; 
Read the table of the markets, 
Carefully corrected weekly — 
Should you ask why all this dunning ; 

From the printer, from the mailer, 
From the kind old paper-maker, 
From the landlord, from the devil. 
From the man who taxes letters 
With the stamp of Uncle Samuei — 
Uncle Sam the rowdies call him — 
From them all there comes a message. 
Message kind, but firmly spoken : 
** Please to pay the bill you owe me 

Sad it is to hear the message, 
When the funds are all exhausted 
When the last greenback has left us 
When the nickles all have vanished, 
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toiling printer, 
paper-maker, 
landlord's tribute, 
clerk and devil, 
faithful mailer, 
Uncle Samuel — 
rowdies call him — 
beef and Bridget, 
faith tul parson. 



Gone to pay the 
Gone to pay the 
Gone to pay the 
Gone to pay the 
Gone to pay the 
Gone to pay old 
Uncle Sam, the 
Gone to pay for 
Gone to pay the 

Sad it is to turn our ledger, 
Turn the leaves of this old ledger. 
Turn and see what sums are due us. 
Due for volumes long since ended, 
Due for years of pleasant reading. 
Due for years of anxious labour. 
Due despite of patient waiting. 
Due despite of constant dunning. 
Due in sums from two to twenty. 

"Would you lift a burden from us ? 
"Would you drive a spectre from you ? 
"Would you have a pleasant slumber ? 
Would you have a quiet conscience ? 
"Would you read a paper paid for ? 
Send us money ! Send us money ! 
Send us money ! Send us money ! 
Send the money that you owe us. 

Printers^ Circular, 

Another amusing Parody of Hiawatha was pub- 
lished in The Bill of the Flay for July ii, 1870. 
It was entitled "La Belle Sauvage" and gave a 
summary of the burlesque history of the Princess 
Pocahontas then being performed at the St. Jameses 
Theatre. It is, unfortunately, out of date now, 
and much too long to be given here. 




FuRTHEK Parodies 



OF 



Thomas Hood. 



■:o:- 



The Overseer's Lament (in Australia.) 

(Adapted from Hood's " Song of the Shirt," to the circum- 
stances of an Overseer in the service of *' Long Clarke^'* a 
wealthy squatter in Victoria. ) 

With breeches thread-bare and worn. 

With juniper running to seed, 
An overseer sat in a stringy-bark hut, 

Smoking his favourite weed. 
Puff ! Puff ! Puff ! 
•• Oh ! "When shall I rise from this state ? " 

And still with a voice of dolorous pitch, 
He sang the song of his fate. 



" Ride ! Ride ! Ride ! 
While the cock is crowing aloof ! 

And ride, ride, ride 
Till the stars shine through the roof ! 

It's oh, to be a super 
Along with some Western swell. 

Where man has never a stiver to save, 
But sometimes gets a spelL 

•• Ride ! Ride ! Ride ! 
Till my boots are rusty and worn ! 

And ride, ride, ride ! 
Till my breeches are tattered and torn ; 

Plain, and gully, and range, 
Range, and gully, and plain, 

Till over the saddle I fall asleep, 
To waken and ride again. 

Oh ! Squatters with beautiful runs I 

Oh ! Squatters with fattening plains 
Not feet alone are you wearing out, 

But you're sowing rheumatic pains ! 
Twitch ! Twitch ! Twitch ! 

I feel it in all my bones, 
Sowing at once with a double stitch, 

Colonial experience and groans. 

•* But why do I talk of rheumatics ? 

That phantom of aching bone ; 
I hardly fear his terrible shape, 

It seems so like my own — 
It seems so like my own. 

Because of the spills I reap. • 
Oh ! that runs should be so dear, 

And overseers so cheap ! 

Ride ! Ride ! Ride ! 

My labour never flags : 
And what are its wages ? Forty a year. 

And these two wretched nags. 
This mutton chop, and this damper queer — 

A stretcher, a 'possum rug, 
And so wretched all that the traveller here 

But seldom shows his mug ! 

" Count ! Count ! Count ! 
The thousands of every flock, 

Count, count, count ! 
Till I've counted my master's stock ; 
Ewes, and wethers, and lambs, 

Lambs, and wethers, and ewes, 
Till the eyes are dazzled, the hurdles smashed, 
And my shins are all in a bruise. 

Snip ! Snip ! Snip ! 
When the shearing season's come, 

And snip, snip, snip I 
But never a keg of rum ! 
Curse, and squabble, and row, 

Row, and squabble, and curse, 
Till my eyes are blackened, my * claret ' drawn. 
As well as my private purse. 

•• Oh ! but to breathe the breath 

Of the Royal Hotel in town ; 
A prime manilla in my mouth. 

Whilst I knock my earnings down ! 
Oh ! but for one short month. 

To spree as I used to spree. 
Before I knew the super's berth, 

In the days when I was free ! 



* Clark's Horses were notorious buck -jumpers. 
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" Oh I but for one short week ! 

A respite, however brief ! 
No blessed leisure for love or lush, 

liut only time for {jrief ! 
A little drinking would ease my mind, 

Hut in its secret lurk 
The Kn»g must stop, for every drop, 

Would hinder station work ! *' 

With breeches threadbare and worn, 

With jumper running to seed. 
An overseer s«at in a stringy-bark hut, 

Smoking his favourite weed. 
Tuff! Tuff! Puff! 

Oh, when shall I rise from this state ? 
And still with a tone like a heart-broken lark — 

Would that its wail would reach Long Clarke — 
He sang the song of his fate. 

Mark Pringle Stoddart. 

Canterbury Rhymes. Christ Church, New Zealand, 

January, 1853. 
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The Song of the Dirt. 

Suggested by Dr, Letheby's Report on the Sanitary State of 

the City, 

** Your attcntinn hon been drawn t^ this pestilential source of 
(ItscaNo, and to the coniicquencc of hea))in(f human beings into con- 
traded locallticH :* and I attain revert to it because of its grreat 
iniiK>rtance, not merely that it perpettiates fever and the allied 
disorders, but beouuRu there Rtalkn Hide by side with this pestilence 
a yet deadlier prcHence. bli^'btinfr the moral existence of a rising 
population , renderinff their hearts Iiopeless, their aetH ruffianly, 
and suatterinf(, while society averts her eye, the rutributive seeds 
of increase for crime, turbulence and disorder." — Set Rtpert qf 
Or, Lethfiby, Medical Officer ^f Health. 



In a rcx)m up a squalid court, 

Where "tramps " sleep three in a bed, 
Where the l)al)y sleeps by the sick man's side. 

And the dying beside the dead ; 
Rich : Rich ! Rich ! 

Your feelings perhaps may l>e hurt, 
That a woman there, to a dolorous pitch, 

Should sing this " Song of the Dirt." 

"Dirt ! Dirt! Dirt » 
From basement up to roof. 

And dirt, dirt, dirt. 
Where sickness stands never aloof. 
It's oh ! to dwell and t(jil 

With the heathen Esquimaux, 
To batten on filth and oil, 

If Christians should live on so ! 

" Dirt ! Dirt ! Dirt ! 
On ceiling wainscot and floor, 

And dirt, dirt, dirt 
On sidepost, lintel and door. 



**'Of the many cases to \ihich I have alluded there are some 
that have commanded my attention by reason of their unusual 
depravity,— cases in which three or four adults of both sexes, with 
many children were lod^in^ in the same room, and often sleeping 
in the same bed. 1 have notes of three or four localities where 48 
men, 73 women, and GO children are living in 34 rooms. They are 
distributed as follows :— 2 men, 2 women, and 3 children in one 
room; 1 man, 2 women, and 3 children; 1 man, 4 women, and 2 
children; 2 men, 3 women, and 1 child; 2 men, 1 woman, and 2 
children ; 1 man, 4 women, and 1 child ; 1 man and 3 women ; 2 
nicn and 3 women ; and so on.— /i«/r Report. 



Stench, and fever, and death* 

Where huddle the young and old, 

Where the beggars brat is rocked to sleep 
By the side of the corpse just cold ! f 

" Oh ! men with thousands a year. 

Oh ! men with mothers and wives. 
Oh ! read that report, and think of our sort. 

Oh ! think of our bestial lives. 
Dirt ! Dirt I Dirt ! 

Can such as we grow good. 
When filth is around us, night and mom. 

In sleep, work, drink and food ? 

<' But why do / talk of dirt. 

Where nothing else is known ? 
I hardly know the foul thing's form. 

It seems so like my own. 
It seems so like my own — 

While three in a bed we sleep. 
Till filth doth grow to the poor man dear, 

While water and soap are cheap. 

Dirt ! Dirt I Dirt I 

We cannot sleep on the flags. 
So together we herd in our fetid dens. 

And fever nurse in our rags, — 
Small-pox, fever, and cough. 

Where the slimy vapour doth reek. 
Where children are bom near the livid corpse. 

That cholera killed last week ? 

Dirt ! Dirt ! Dirt I 
In the cold December night. 

And dirt, dirt, dirt 
When summer days are bright. 
When God*s blessed winds do blow. 
Like a message from bjrgone years. 
From the broad green 6elds at home. 
Till I wash my face with tears I 

•* Oh, for one breath of air, 

Away from this sickening smell. 
Where the only flowers we ever see. 

Are the flowers we cannot sell^ 
Which we hawked in the street all day. 

Till hunger our cheeks doth blench, 
And we bring 'em home to wither and die. 

And fragrance fades into stench ! 

Tait's Magazine, 1858. 

Although both the above Report, and the Pazod 
were written many years ago, they are quite as app 
cable to the condition of the poor in most 
our large Cities now, as they were then. 



The Song of the Student. 

With body weary and worn. 

With eyelids heavy and red, 
A young man sat, and a longing glance 

Was thrown on his lowly bed. 
Grind, grind, grind. 

Till your head is like to break ; 
Work through the livelong night. 

For your honour is at stake. 



i ** About a fortuight sinco, I visited the back room on t 
ground floor of No, b. I found it occupied by 1 man, % womc 
and 2 children, and iu it was the dead body of a poor girl who h) 
died in childbirth a few davs before. The body waa atretched o 
on the bare floor without shroud or tiffin." — IbiJ, 
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Grind, grind, grind, 

Till the brain begins to swim ; 
Grind, grind, grind, 

Till the eyes are heavy and dim. 
Homer, Virgil, Euclid, 

With numerous others, I ween, 
Till over my lessons I fall asleep 

And get them all in a dream. 

O Dominies, "why do you give, 

Such lessons for students to get ? 
* Tis wearing out their precious lives 

By keeping them up so late. 
Grind, gnnd, grind, 

Throughout the livelong night ; 
This harassing cannot be borne, 

For it passes human might. 



Grind — grind — grind, 

In the dull December light ; 
Grind — grind — grind, 

And work with all my might ! 
But oh ! if, while I work, 

The seeds cf death are sown, 
What profit will it be 

If honor's all my own ? 
« • * * 

Oh ! but for one short hour 

To close my weary eyes. 
But visions cross my mind 

Of losing every prize. 
A little sleep would ease my limbs 

And cool my aching head ; 
But I must not think of ease or rest 

When stretched upon my bed. 

With body weary and worn. 

With eyelids heavy and red, 
A young man sat, and a longing glance 

Was thrown on his lowly bed. 
Grind — grind — grind. 

Till your head is like to break ; 
Work throughout the live-long night. 

For your honor is at stake. 

Fin. 

Aberdeen University Magazine, June, 1854. 

(This little Work is now exceedingly scarce.) 



The Song of Exams. 

With eyelids heavy and red, with fingers inky and chilL 
A student sat in his lodgings alone, plying his weary quill — 
Scratch ! scratch ! scratch I 'mid translations, and cribs, and 

crams, 
And still, in a croak no crow could match, he sang this 

• * Song of Exams * ' : — 

** Work ! work ! work ! while the cock is crowing aloof, 
And work 1 work ! work I while the cats serenade on the roof ; 
It's oh ! to be a slave with the most unspeakable Turk, 
Who neither professors nor colleges has, if this is Christian 
work. 

"Work I work ! work I till the head begins to swim ; 
And work ! work ! work ! till the eyes are heavy and dim — 
Mathematics, and logic, and phil. . philosophy, logic and math., 
Till with props, and deductions the brain is crammed, and no 
sensibility hath. 



"Oh! Profs., with w^ell-lined nests! — oh! Profs., with 

incomes good ! 
The solutions of your questions stiff are solutions of brains 

and blood — 
Scratch ! scratch ! scratch ! 'mid translations, and cribs, and 

crams, 
Writing at once, with our heart's best blood, death warrants 

as well as exams. 

** But why do I talk of death ? that phantom of grisly bone ; 
I hardly fear its terrible shape, it seems so like my own ; 
It seems so like my own, because of the way I sweat. 
And oh I this session of endless toil is not nearly ended yet. 

Work ! work ! work ! my labour never flags ; 

And what's it all for ? a mortar board, a gown to be torn in 

rags; 
This shattered health, a head growing bald prematurely, at 

end of my name 
To write M, A., for one brief day, in the papers to win some 

fame. 

" Work ! work ! work ! from weary chime to chime. 
And work ! work ! work ! as prisoners work for crime — 
Philosophy, logic, and math,, mathematics, and logic.and phil.. 
Till the heart is sick, and the brain benumbed, and I have to 
take a pill. 

** Work I work ! work ! in the dull December light ; 

And work ! work ! work ! when the weather is warm and 
bright ; 

While underneath my window * caller baddies ! *' the fish- 
wives screech. 

And, of course, no boots are handy, and the coals are out of 
reach« 

** Oh 1 but to breathe the breath of a glass of barley bree. 
With my heels upon the mantel-piece where no such heels 

should be ; 
For only one short hour to feel as I used to feci 
Before I knew of the awful fag of climbing the Spital hill. 

*• Oh 1 but for one short hour, a respite however brief, 

Just leisure enough to get a nip, and a smoke of the fragrant 

leaf ; 
A little strong language would ease my heart A little 

enough, I think. 
To oblige the recording scribe below to get a fresh bottle of 

ink.»' 

With eyelids heavy and red, with fingers inky and chill, 
A student sat in his lodgings alone, plying his weary quill- 
Scratch 1 scratch ! scratch ! 'mid translations, and cribs, and 

crams ; 
And still in a croak no crow could match 
(Would that the ear of some Prof, it could catch !) 

He sang this ** Song of Exams." 

From Alma Mater, Aberdeen University Magazine, 
February 4, 1885. 

The Song of the Dfink. 

A long poem, with the above title, was written 
by an Irish lady and was widely circulated by the 
Temperance Societies (Banner Leaflets, No. 6), 
especially in Ireland. The two following verses 
(which are the best), will show the general style : — 

With a voice that was hoarse and low, 
Then shrill as the night wind's shriek, 

A woman, weary with want and woe. 
Wan, and worn, and weak, 



Oh. ihai inU) men's hearls it would sink 
This song of anguish, and ruin and wrong, 

She sang this song of the Drink, 
' Gin, and brandy, and rum, 

Rmu, and brand)-, and gin, 
Till the eyes are blind, and tha tongue is dumb, 

And the heart is tolten wiihin. 
O men, with souls to be saved, 

O men, drawing living breath. 
It is not liquor you're pouring out. 

But misery, ruin, and death.'' 



A MAN in a factory far away 

Is polishing burnished steel, 
And stiil, as be works the live-long day. 

He sings the song of the wheel. 

Oh, I make Ihem smooth and I make them bright, 
And many the miles they run. 
As they skim along Ln the dusky night 
Or onward fly in the mnrning light, 
Ere the day is yet begun. 

Much joy there is with lightning speed 

To traverse the gleaming snow. 
Or over the waters a race to lead, 
Bui the joy of a ride on the silent steed 

The wheelman alone may know. 

And slill in the factory far away, 

The man is polishing steel, 
And Slill throughout Ihe livelong day, 
He sings the song of Ihe wheel. 
Bi-ring&tld GanlU. 

Thb Song of tsh Sponge. 
[A distinguished professor of New South Wales has 
discovered that sponges have nerves. Considering, there- 
fore, the importHDCe of nerves, it becomes a question how 
■e justified in subjecting sponges to their present 
■' —Daily Pafir.'] 
WtTB system weary and rack'd. 

With nerves all shattered and sore. 
A sponge lay full of petroleum soap. 

Wishing existence o'er I 
Soap, soap, soap. 
With every squeeze and plunge \ 
1 with a voice half dro« 
g the song of Ihe spong 

O you who '■ tub '' each day I 

Q men. and sisters, and wives ! 
They are not sponges you're squeezing i 

But fellow creatures' lives I 
Squeeze, saueeze, squeeze. 

With each agonising plunge 1 
Squeeang at once, with cruel hand, 

A nerve as well as a sponge I 

O bnt 10 feel the wash 

Of the free, wild wave again I 
With the glorious sea above my head. 

And no hand to give me pain ! 
O but for one short hour 

Of that glad old life of mine i 



With system weary and rack'd. 
With nerves all shattered and sc/k 

A sponge lay full of petroleum soap. 
Wishing existence o'er I 

Soap, soap, soap. 
With every squeeze and plunge ) 

And still with a voice half drowned and faint- 
Would bathers could only hear its plaint I- 

It sang Ihe song of the spangei 



IN Utter Stranger, wr 
Bumped Heads a 
Our heads have met, and, if thine smarts 

Like mine, you hope they won't again. 
Friends who saw the painful scene 

Laughed till laughter grew a pain. 
I only know we bumped (hem once, 

I only know we looked insane : 
Out heads have met [mine seemed in part] 

I hope they'll never meet again. 
Then we fell, but lent a hand 

To raise each other from the wet. 
My head's altcr'd form above 

Prevents my hal from fitting yet. 
Friends no doubt w ' ' ' 



4 



And pardon I 



ggedic 



Remini 



\ "G8IKDKR." 

I, I remember. 
The garret where I ground. 
While slowly on the wheels of time 
The circlinghours went round, 
As rendering Tally's florid page. 
Or Virgil's polished lay, 
I lengthened out the wcaiy night 
To meet the weary day. 
I remember, I remember. 
How hard I strove to shinr. 
But always some superior LIGHT 
Arose eclipsing mine ; 
Another gave a better Phrase, 
Or fairly struck me dumb, 
Bj showing I'd erred in mood and t( 
With QUALis, Quis or Quuii I 



In 



mber, I 



™bei. 




Those versions, three per week. 
Which I did strive, as few have str 
To write in Attic Greek ; 
Yet oft the Doctor by_ mislake, 
Though never by design, 
GaveMler marks to idle rogues. 
Who copied Iheirs from mine. 
I remember, I remember, 
TheX.'sandtheY."s 
O'er which I frequent loilcd in vail 
Till slumber sealed my eyes ; 
The pcnta^ns, the polygons, 
The spheroids and the planes, 
The conjugates and ordinates. 
Which n^tly vexed my braiu. 
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I remember, I remember, 

Linnseus and Jussieu ! — 

I own I never learnt their lists, 

And never mean to do ; 

But still, my College chums would hint 

That my unhonoured name 

Might yet be known to naturalists, 

And rival theirs in fame. 

I remember, I remember. 

My castles in the air ; 

The honours, wealth, and fame, I dreamt 

Would recompense my care — 

** O, these," thought I, ** will flow on me 

In one continued stream ; '* 

But time has ope'd my eyes to see 

The folly of my dream. 

Aberdeen University Magazine, April, 1854. 
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The Age of Sighs. 

One more unfortunate 

Laid on the shelf ; 
Loveless — without a mate. 

All by herself. 
Speak not too tenderly. 

Kiss her with care, 
For awfully vain is she 

Now, as once fair. 

Gaze on her lineaments ! 
Fingers like filaments ! 
Poor hopeless creature. 
Stamped on each feature 

Is grief and despair. 

Look at her there, 

Braiding her hair — 
How she caresses 
The fast thinning tresses, 
Dreaming that some still consider her fair. 

Was she a beauty once ? 

Yet could not ensnare 
Never a stupid dunce 

Into her lair ! 
Had she no sweetheart ? 

Had she no lover ? 
Had she no dearer one 

Still than all other ; 
Nearer and dearer one, 

Coming to bother ! 

Yes, by the dozens 
She counted her cousins, 
Once a young milliner. 
With as much sin in her 
As milliners now possess ; 
Equally fond of dress — 
Craving for show. 

Throwing h«r kisses 

And smiling — the sinner — 
At all the young coxcombs 

Going to dinner. 
Now, never a smile 
Gets she all the lone while 

Where'er she may go. 
Alas ! for the scarcity 
Of masculine pity ? 
Oh I 'tis most pitiful 
Near a whole cityful 

Beau she had none 



The Owlet, 1868. 



Sing we her requiem, 
Never a man to come 
Now to console 
Her desolate soul. 
Hope is all gone ! 
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1885. 
Old Year, unfortunate. 

Fatal in trust ; 
To many disconsolate, 

Fatally bust. 

Ope the Bank carefully. 
Ope, if you dare. 
People's deposits 
Are very scarce there. 
Think of it tearfully, 
Think of it fearfully. 
No watch this Christmas ? 
Last year, I declare, 
A watch I could wear ; 
But now it is naught, 
It is gone, 
It is bought ; 
It is hung at my uncle's 
With gems and carbuncles. 
For the Savings Bank bust, 
Wherein was my trust. 
And it scattered my fortune 
And brought me to crusts. 

Turn the key carefully. 
Swing back the door. 
See the securities 
Lie on the floor. 

At least that's where they should be. 

And that's where they would be, 

If— 

The chiefs speculations had turned out all right. 

And the chiefs peculations had ne'er come to light. 

Why— 

The bonds would lie there on the floor. 
But— 

They lie there no more ! 

Old year ! — eventuate ! 

Fatal in trust. 
To many unfortunate 
Fatally bust. 
Detroit Free Press, 

A few other parodies of Hood's Poems may be 
enumerated, which are not of sufficient interest to 
be reprinted. "The Age" for June 6, 1885, con- 
tained a poem, called, " The Song of the Streets," 
deploring the noises of London. In the Man- 
chester "Free Lance" there was a parody (of 
purely local interest) of " / remember , I rem^ernbery** 
entitled " Manchester Musings;" and a Manchester 
clothier, named Whitham, advertises his goods in 
a handbill containing a very fair parody of "The 
Bridge of Sighs." In The Saturday Review of 
August 29, 1885, there was a political poem, "A 
Case of Conscience," modelled upon " The Dream 
of Eugene Aram." 
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FuETHEB Parodies 

OF THE POEMS OF 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson, 

POET LAUREATE. 

HS^giLTHOUGH several numbers of i'aT-^/iM 
Dg^Ta have already been devoted to this 
^^a^ Author, there still remain many excel- 
lr^r# "il lent burlesques of his writings, which, 
for the sake of the completeness of this collection, 
must be quoted. The popularity of Tennyson's 
poems is in nothing more manifest than in the 
number of Parodies, and imitations, they give rise 
to, and tha numerous collectors of Tennysoniana 
will no doubt be grateful for having these harmless, 
playful skits preserved from oblivion. The order 
observed in the following Parodies is that adopted 
ill recent editions of tho Poet Laureate's works. 



All day within lhos« lonely waJla, 
The maid liept clean lo lei folks in ; 
The lilac blew i' the grare ; Ihe squalls 
Of coop'd up children did b^in ; 
Vet no oae came a room to seek. 
No strangers waited at the door, 
No lodgers viewed the second floor. 
No people asked. " How much a week I ' 
She only said, " It's very dreary, , 
Tbey do not come," she said. 
She said, " 1 am aweary, aweary, i 
And cannot let 3 bed." 
The men who came to mend the roof, 
The tax collector, and the sound 
Which to Ibe weary maid aloof 
The pot-boy made, did all confound 
Her sense, but most she loathed the hi 
When all (he last ap-traios were in 
Without the lodgers, and the din 
Of wheels began to lose its power. 

Then said she, " This is very dreaiKl 
They will not come," sbe said. 
She said, " I am aweary, aweary. 
Why won't they hire my bed ! ' ■ 
The Month, by Aldebt Smits and John Lebcb, 1851. 



MARIANA. 

Mariana oh the Saconn Floor, 
Waitikq for her Lodcebs. 
{AHOther siibjtet far Ihs Fn-Raphaeliles.) 
With polish bright the coflee pois 
Were newly cleaned up, one and all. 
And hooks and pegs were screwed in lots. 
To hold the hats in the entrance hall. 
The drugget was still clean and strange, 
Unhampered was the Bramab latch 
And nnconsumed the congreve match 
Beside Ibe new-set kitchen range. 

She only said, ''The iieason's dreary, 
I thought there would be some.'' 
She sajd, " I am aweary, awsary. 
When will the great rush come ? '' 
Upon the middle of tbe night 
Waking she heard the cabs below ; 
Some gents sang out before 'twas light — 
From SmilhSeld Bars the oxen's low 
Came lo her in a fit of gloom, 
In sleup she dreamt of beds forlorn. 
Till carts and busses woke the mom 
About Ibe lonely furnished room. 

She only said, "It's very dreary, ' 
I Ihoughl ihere would be some. 
She said, " I am aweary, aweary. 
And yet no lodgers coma I '' 
About a stone's throw from the wail. 
A man with blackened features swept. 
And round him, large and small, 
Ill-manner'd boys for mischief crept. 
Hard by an organ's dismal moan 
Play'd worn-oul tunes of nigger airs. 
And mock'd with " Sich a giiim' up stairs/' 
Yel DO one came 10 mount her own. 
She only said, " It's very dreary, 
I thought there would be some," 
She said. " I am aweary, aweary, 
And yet no lodger " 
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Returning marked old Time's dull flight. 
While, as the laggard houre wore on, 
In nightcap, in her wretched room J 

Wailing until her husband come, ■ 

Sat Mary Anne in tears alone. H 

Sheonlysaid: "I'm very weary, T 
He Cometh not," she said ; 

Sbe said — " And if he comelh beery. 
He's sace to punch my head ■ 
Her tears fell all that bitter even. 
As sighing sbe sat there ainne, 
She 'gan to weep at half-past seven. 
And she was weeping there at one. 
Alter the Hitting of Ihe bats. 
She gazed adown the dreary street, 
But nought her aching sigbl did meet. 
Save one policeman and two cats. 

She only said, " My life is dreary. 
He Cometh not," she sud ; 

She said, " And if he cometb beery. I 
He's sure to punch my head t '' 
About Ihe middle of the nighl. 
She heard a key clink in the latch, 
Sbe went In take her spouse a light. 
He cursed her first, and then the matdl 
A wretched life — no hope of change — 
Even in her sleep she is forlorn. 
la tears at night, in tears at mom 
Like her within the " moated grange," 

She only said — " Dear John, I'm weary, 
You break my heart," she said — 

Hehiccuped forth—" Best not come near B 
Or I shall break your head I " 
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About a mile from that sad home 

Our river's sluggish waters creep ; 

She sought that bridge where wretches come. 

To woo oblivion dark and deep, 

Maddened by patient love's despite, 

"With haggard cheek with salt tears wet, 

She stood upon the parapet, 

And glared a last glance on the night. 

Once more she said — •• My life is dreary, 
Oh ! aching heart and restless head. 

Love long has lost all power to cheer me, 
But soon I shall be dead ! " 

A downward plunger-one stifled scream, — 
No more she'll watch, and weep, and sigh. 
She sank beneath the gurgling stream, 
Whose murmers were her lullaby I 
Oh ! think awhile on lives like these : 
Why should the rich alone divorce ? 
Why drive the poor from bad to worse, 
Because of Doctors' Commons fees ? 

For many a Mary Anne's aweary, 

Oh ! widowed wife — oh ! lonely bed ; 

And many a husband reels home beery. 
To punch his poor wife's head ! 

Yet these must live in hate together. 
Because they're poor — they can't aflord 
To snap their galling, golden tether ; 
While you, my lady, and my lord. 
As neatly as you can your clothes. 
Can change your names by process easy. 
Ye pay your tees — and, an it please ye. 
Adieu for aye to taunts and blows. 

The poor wife only sighs : •• I'm weary. 
He cometh not to bed ;— 

Death only can divorce me dreary. 
Oh ! would that I were dead ! " 



TaiVs Magazine, 1858. 
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THE OWL. 



The Owl'd Yarn. 

When the cats were home, and light was come. 

And dew was cold upon the ground. 
Outside a door, with stop bell dumb, 

A whirring wheel has stopped its round. 

A whirring wheel has stopped its round. 
Alone and warming, by rubbmg, his hands, 
A " night-riding wheelist " shivering stands. 

In vain he tries to "click the latch," 
To move the door that bars his way ; 

A lecture from his dad he'll catch ; 
" We rode all night " has had its day ! 
'• We rode all night " has had its day ! 

While he knows that the tale has too often been told. 

He stands there still trying and shivering with cold. 

R. P. Hind, " Harberton," Torquay. 

Wheeling Annual, 1885. 

;o: 

THE BALLAD OF "ORIANA." 



Thrice our empty flagons fall. 
Ten good wassail bowls withal, 

Oh. my gracious ! 
The hours wax long, and then grow small, 

Oh, my gracious ! 

The hours were long that had been short. 

Oh. my gracious ! 
When like babes our homes we sought, 

Oh, my gracious I 
Was I led by rage or sport. 
To offer fight for level quart ? 

Oh, my gracious ! 
Know I not but that I fought. 

Oh. my gracious I 

'Neath the gas-light*s feeble flutter, 

Oh. my gracious ! 
Like a roll of helpless butter. 

Oh, my gracious ! 
Lay I in the filthy gutter. 
Till my kinsmen on a shutter. 

Oh, my gracious ! 
Raised me in prostration utter. 

Oh, my gracious ! 

They with solemn step and slow. 

Oh, my gracious ! 
To my habitation go, 

Oh, my gracious ! 
Did my bosom's partner show 
Pity in my abject woe ? 

Oh, my gracious I 
Or commiserate me ? — no ! 

Oh, my gracious ! 

The Hornet t January 3, 1872. 



Yule-Tide. 

Sit we in the ancient hall. 

Oh, my gracious 1 

Listening to the nor' wind's squall. 

Oh, my gracious ! 



The Ballad of Hoary Anna. 

" Mr. Newdigate stated that having recently been on an 
expedition of inquiry into the conventual and monastic inst- 
tutions of America, he did not mind singing a negro minstrel 
ballad, which was softly warbled in his ears one evening by 
a coloured nun : — " 

Ah, yes, I 'members what you say, 

Iloary Anna. 
I often tinks about dat day, 

Iloary Anna, 
Which robbed mc of a lubbin' wife 
An' changed dc current ob my life, 

Iloary Anna, 
An' cut me up wuss den a knife, 

Iloary Anna. 

You used to lub me 'ears ago, 

Iloary Anna. 
Dat's when I 'gun to dig an' hoe. 

Hoary Anna. 
Dem eyes wuz 'tractive s|)€res to men ; 
You wuz a lubly nigger den. 

Hoary Anna. 
I wish dem times wuz here agcn, 

Hoary Anna. 

We used to meet us in de dusk. 

Hoary Anna, 
When Massa slep' upon his busk, 

Hoary Anna. 
Dat mouf wuz roses ob de glen ; 
Lord bless dose 'ours dis nigger spen*, 

Hoary Anna. 
I wish dem cheeks wuz dat agen, 

Hoary Anna. 
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I stoled out by de stars pale light, 

Hoary Anna. 
De boss wuz fast asleep dat night, 

Hoary Anna. 
I clustered top de water tub, 
An* whispered o*er de wall my lub. 

Hoary Anna, 
With nuffin* but de stars above. 

Hoary Anna. 

Dis heart kep' tickin' loud and fast. 

Hoary Anna. 
Dis nigger wuz in lub at last. 

Hoary Anna. 
Dis soul wuz bustin* wid my bliss. 
You must hev* seed dem sighs I guess. 

Hoary Anna. 
Dat Cupid's darts wam*t made to miss. 

Hoary Anna. 

I *voked dem stars, den *voked de Lord, 

Hoarv Anna. 
I ope'd dese lips to say de word. 

Hoary Anna ; 
When — glanced dat cussed lid aside. 
An' dropped your lubbin* Sam inside. 

Hoary Anna. 
Your Sam what woo'dyou for his bride. 

Hoary Anna. 

You sclutched me by dis curly pate, 

Hoary Anna. 
Dem curls wuz small, dat strenf wuz great. 

Hoary Anna. 
Dis wool most nobly stood de strain, 
I scrawled dat cussed tub agen. 

Hoary Anna, 
Dat duckin' had not cured de pain, 

Hoary Anna. 

Dat lid was fixed what wam*t secure, 

Hoary Anna. 
Dat dampin' made me lub you more, 

Hoary Anna. 
It could not squench de fire wid*in 
It only bust it out agen, 

Hoary Anna. 
Pd 'gun dat race an' meant to win I 

Hoary Anna. 

You blushed at what I goed to do. 

Hoary Anna. 
Perked on dat lid I knelt anew. 

Hoary Anna. 
De boss just come a creepin' sly, 
Then dropped your Sam one in de eye 

Hoary Anna. 
Dat cussed lid — an' den — ^good bye ! 

Hoary Anna. 

I tried to scramble up de top. 

Hoary Anna. 
De boss he said. ** I guess you'll stop,*' 

Hoary Anna. 
He bobbed me down, den bobbed agen, 
Jes' let me out as Hfe wuz spen*, 

Hoary Anna. 
You wux a lubly nigger den I 

Hoary Anna. 



Benjamin D 



-. His little Dinner, 1876. 



iDADiCCA. 

Coals are agam announced to rise, 

Idadseca : 
I cannot half believe my eyes, 

Idadaeca. 
Here, as I grope, and freeze, and hark 
The listless curs ayont me bark, 

Idadaeca, 
At the great moon that gilds the dark, 

Idadseca ! 

Ah, when will these things have an end, 

Idadaeca ? 
I call to thee, as to a friend, 

Idadaeca. 
Already prices range so high, 
I cannot with my income, buy. 

Idadaeca, 
Food, light, or fuel ; no, not I, 

Idadaeca. 

So in the dark I starve and freeze, 

Idadaeca : 
I hear the knocking of my knees, 

Idadaeca: 
There is none other help for me. 
Nor will there ever likely be, 

Idadaeca, 
Except I find that help in thee, 

Idadaeca. 

Twinkle, twinkle, little star, 

Idadaeca: 
How I wonder what you are, 

Idadaeca: 
On ledge, on wall, on window 0rame, 
In spots unknown, in haunts of fame, 

Idadaeca, 
I see huge placards with your name, 

Idadaeca. 

Oh, say whatever can you be, 

Idadaeca ? 
The Governor-general of Fiji, 

Idadaeca? 
Some horse's name, some favourite foal. 
Or, may be, (peace, my panting soul), 

Idadseca, 
Some good cheap substitute for coal, 

Idadaeca ? 

Some new-style "dolman " for the spring, 

Idadaeca? 
Another " Idyl of the Kmg,'* 

Idadaeca ? 
Some highly-recommended tea ? 
Or, (hence, ye frisky fancies, flee,) 

Idadaeca, 
Another Ouida novelty, 

Idadaeca? 

Alas, I cannot make thee out, 

Idadaeca 1 

My mind is clouded with a doubt. 

Idadseca: 

But Time, which raises bards to fame, 

(And murder,) I suppose the same, 

Idadaeca, 

Will solve the mystery of thy name, 

iDADiCCA. 

Samuel K. Cowan. 

Kottabos. HUary Term, 1881. Dublin, WUliam McGee, 
18, Nassau Street 
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Randy Pandy. 
(As sung by Sir Stafford Noithcote.) 

My heart is wasted with my woe, 

Randy Pandy ; 
There is no rest for me below, 

Randy Pandy : 
I went my way and still would go, 
For slow and sure, and sure and slow. 

Randy Pandy, 
That is the only way I know ; 

Randy Pandy. 

There came a wise man from the East, 

Randy Pandy ; 
Most wise of men, as you are least. 

Randy Pandy : 
We made him leader, lord, high-priest. 
And did his bidding till it ceased. 

Randy Pandy : 
The tribe of Benjamin increased 

Randy Pandy. 

He passed away, we know not where. 

Randy Pandy ; 
And named me for his lawful heir. 

Randy Pandy : 
But Salisbury said, ** We'll share and share ; " 
He took his pick, and called it fair ; 

Randy Pandy — 
He knew he had no business there — 

Randy Pandy. 



I cannot stand your mad displays. 

Randy Pandy ; 
I cannot bear your wilful ways. 

Randy Pandy : 
They trouble all my nights and days. 
They shatter all the hopes I raise. 

Randy Pandy— 
Why will you set the world ablaze. 

Randy Pandy ? 

If feud there be you make it sore. 

Randy Pandy ; 
If peace, you leave it peace no more. 

Randy Pandy : 
Where lay a sleeping foe before. 
You wake him up to bear him roar. 

Randy Pandy : 
You make me swear who never swore. 

Randy Pandy. 

And when the Grand Old Man begins. 

Randy Pandy, 
To lay about our heads and shins, 

Randy Pandy ; 
You make a joke of all your sins. 
Forgetting he may laugh who wins. 

Randy Pandy : 
You think the moment meet for grins. 

Randy Pandj. 

Would I were safe where Salisbury sits. 

Randy Pandy ! 
And he were here to deal his hits. 

Randy Pandy ! 
So might I calm my troubled wits. 
So might he smash you all to bits. 

Randy Pandj ! 
Come, happy fate that best befits 

Randy Pandj! 



This Poem is an extract from ** The Banquet, a 
Political Satire," an anonymous work published by 
William Blackwood and Sons, early in 1885, when 
the Conservatives were in opposition. * ** The Ban- 
quet " also contains excellent parodies of Tennyson's 
"The Brook,"" The Lotus Eaters," "The Two 
Voices," "Locksley Hall," "The Merman," "The 
May Queen," as well as of a few of Swinburne's 
poems. These parodies are put into the mouths of 
the political guests, of all parties, supposed to be 
assembled at a grand Banquet given by the new 
Lord Mayor, when 

" The last long day of Bumbledom had ceased. 
And all the myriad miles of street and square 
That form this busy London where we live 
Became one city : all whose myriad hordes 
Flocked to the polls, and of their fittest men 
Chose a great Council Metropolitan, 
To whom the law gave charge to rule and keep 
This vast imperial London." 

Amongst the guests was Mr. Warton, M.P., who, 
after priming his wits with snufi*, sang : — 

Block, block, block ; 

Whatever the bilk may be : 
Of all the blockheads akve or dead 

There's none to compare with me. 

O well for the bore and his bill. 
That he makes his speech while he may I 

O well for the man with a fad. 
That he sajrs his little say ! 

For the stately bills are read. 

And they sweep aloi^ with a wil]. 

Till they feel the touch of a brandished hand. 
And the voice of their movers is stilL 

Bkxk, block, block : 

O the havoc is fine to see ! 
For the cool repose of a tme bkxk-licad 

Yon most always come back to me. 
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LADY CLARA VERE DE VEBE 



Miss Matiloa Johvsos Josnu. 

Miss Matilda JoimsoQ Jones. 

Yoa and I at length most part ; 
Tliere are things call'd paring-ftoocs, 

Yoo hate got one lor a heart. 
When yoa bear the roarisf^sea 

Makrng wild and wood'rons moans, 
Toa may sst aad think of me. 

False 3Iatikla Jofassoo J< 




YoQDK Matilda Tohnson Ji 

Pride has inBae yi 
Tboitgh 1 think my Ime^e owns 

Better men Ihan your papa ! 
On the field of Warerlcxj 

My sire and grandsire left iheir bones: 
But vhat is that to me or you ? 

Aslc year heart, Matilda Jones, 
Well I know you, Johnson Jones, 

You at times are very sad ; 
And your broken spirit groans 

Over what it might have had, 
Tis in vain — your fie Me soul 

My much uobler soul disowns ; 
You have taught me to control 

E'en myself, young 'Tilda Jones. 
Oh I Matilda Johnson Jones, 

What is all this wayward life? 
Tears and laughter, gifts and loans, 

Ioy and sorrow, peace and strife, 
could have shared with thee 
Either cottages or thrones, 
Both had been the same to me ; 

Bat 'tis past, light-minded Jones. 
Young coquettish Johnson Jones, 

If beloved you still would be. 
Go to one a heart that owns. 

You have stolen mine from me. 

Give it back. — ha ! ha I 'tis here, 

But 'tis hardened into bones ; 

Feeling's dead, and so is fear. 

Kind Matilda Johnson Jones. 

Gilbert Abbott a Beckett. 
Ctctgt Cmihihank's Tabli Book. 1845. 

THE MERMAN. 

The Meb(rv)ma!j. 

Who would be 

A Premier bold. 

Standing alone. 

Shining alone. 

For the world to see, 

In purple and gold. 

Close to the Throne? 
I would be a Premier bold, 
I would play the potentate all (he day i 
I would chuckle and crow with a voice of might ; 
But all in the dark I would flirt and play 
With (he caucuses in and out of the towns. 
And the sly little conclaves, out of sight. 
That manage the polls and marshal the clowns. 
All the caucuses, great and free, 
Would loyally take their cue from me, 

Steadily, steadily ; 
Then I would blaie away, away. 
And the Tories would yield and the Whigs say "Yea," 

Readily, readily. 

' Tie BdHquil. \V. Blackwood k Sons, 1SS5. 



THE MAY QUEEN. 

Sail; : Tub Lord Mayor. 

I YoD mult walce and call me eaily, call me early, Betsy 



[ have had tlu 

That 1 have had this year. Betsy, the jolUest. I declan. 
For I'm to be new Lord Mayor. Betsy, I'lu to be ne* 

Lord Mayor I 
There's nine-and-lwenty Aldermen, and Sheriffs loofftoi' 
There's Common Councilraen as well, yon reckon bftim 

But none will be so grand as me of all the lot, I swear. 
For I'm to he new Lord Mayor. Betsy, I'm to Dene* 
Lord Mayor I 

sweet is the iirst fur-edged gown that counciliiMa 

And sweeter is the scarlet robe that aldermen may don ; 
But what is there in all the land for sweetness eia 

approach 
To pulling on the Lord Mayor's chain, and ridins in hii 

Seveo bands will go with me to-morrow all the way. 
And cavalry will me surround in all their grand array ; 
Whilst men-in-armour caracole and trumpets loudly blare, 
For I'm to be new Lord Mayor, Betsy , I'm to be new 
Lord Mayor I 

1 lay awake the other night and thought of what tfU 

nigh. 
And my new flunkeys' liveries 1 saw in my mind's eye ; 
The menu of my banquet, too, was present in my mind. 
Aod up the terrace came a smell of turtle on the wind. 
I tbouf;ht it must be fancy, and I listen 'd in my bed, 
And then I fancied some one spoka, I know not what wu 

,■ mouth watered, and delight took hold of all m; 



mind. 
And up the terrace c; 
■■ What can it mean ? 

fine. 
And if it 



And sure enough it cami 

Then seemed to change 
like Carr's. 



Call he Early, Mothek Db*«. 
l wake and call me early, call me early. 



To-morrow will be the happiest day ol all the glad new year, 

To-morrow will he the happiest, the maddest, merriest day, 

For I'm to be Queen of the May, mother. I'm to be Qae" 

of the May. 



le again the turtle on the wind. 

nean ? '' said I ; -in truth the odour's very 

three times, thought I, I'll take it for a 

again, though closed my window 

3 venison till my bedroom smelt 

From that I judge the banquet will be good to-marrow 

nighl J 
I've called at Ring and Brymer's, and I've seen a glonons 

sight I 
They've never known, or so Ihey say, their turtles run 

so fat ; 
And 1 consider that the sign I smelt referred to that ! 
So you must wake and call rae early, call me early, Betsy 
To-morrow'ilt be the jolliest day that I have had Ihii 

That 1 have had this year, Betsy, Ihe jolliest, I decUra. 
For I'm to t>e new Lord Mayor, Betsy, I'm to be 4 — 
Lord Mayor I 

From Kirif. 



:dare. 1 

I 
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I must wear my new kid slippers and my charming muslin 

dress, 
And every one who sees me will admire my loveliness ; 
They'll weave a garland fair for me, they'll weave a 

garland gny, 
And I will be crowned the Queen, mother, crowned the 

Queen of the May. 

Prepare the mustard plasters, mother, a mustard bath 

likewise. 
For chill the wind blows though the sun is shining in the 

skies, 
And in this dress so very thin, no shawl around me rolled. 
I know that while the sport goes on I'll catch my death of 

cold. 
My new kid slippers, too, are thin, although they look so 

sweet. 
And dancing on the dewy grass, I know will wet my feet ; 
But I*m to be Queen of the May, mother, I'm to be Queen 

of the May, 
So make the mustard plasters hot to fight Pneumon-i-a. 



Russia to England. 

You must wake to catch me early, very early, brother 

dear, 
The day you do will be the longest of all the circling year, 
Of all the circling year, brother, if you my plans would 

baulk, 
For I'm to be Cock o' the Walk, brother, I'm to be Cock 

o' the Walk. 

There's many a shrewd countree, they say, but none so 

shrewd as I. 
There's Germany and England, there's France and Italy, 
But none so shrewd as Holy Russia, from Caucasus to 

Cork, 
So I'm to be Cock o' the Walk, brother, I'm to be Cock 

o' the Walk. 

You sleep so so ind and safe, brother, I hope you'll never 

wake. 
As in the Eastern Empires my day begins to break. 
But I must gather countries, peoples, over Asia staik, 
For I'm to be Cock o' the Walk, brother, I'm to be Cock 

o' the Walk 

As I move to the southward, what think ye that I see, 
But Herat, leading to the lands that must belong to me ? 
It knows my hungry look, brother, I watch it like a hawk, 
But I'm to be Cock o* the Walk, brother, I'm to be Cock 
o' the Walk. 

It knows I am no ghost, brother, although my Tzar is 

white, 
And I move to it slowly creeping, like the morning light, 
They call me cruel-hearted, but I care not how they talk 
For I'm to be Cock o' the Walk, brother, I'm to be Cock 

o' the Walk 

Choice Chips, May, 1885. 

A long, but not very amusing, political parody 
of " The May Queen " appeared in The Morning 
Advertiser, February 21, 1885, entitled "At the 
Play." 

:o: 

A DREAM OF FAIR WOMEN. 



In 1848 a small volume was published by T. C. 
Newby, of Mortimer Street, London, entitled " A 



Vision of Great Men, with other Poems," by 
Caroline de Crespigny. 

" A Vision of Great Men " was addressed to the 
author of " A Dream of Fair Women," and was 
written in imitation, but not as a parody, of that 
poem ; of the " Great Men " alluded to, the 
principal were Columbus, and Napoleon the first. 
The poem consisted of seventy-four verses. 



A Dream of Fair Drinking. 

• « « * • 

At last methought me I had wandered near 

Wines in the wood ; Old Tom and mountain dew 

Shone in pale splendour, cheap, and yet so dear 
As one to love them grew ! 

I paused upon the threshold, all apart, 
As some stray bird upon an ocean drift, 

Unstirred by any wave, save when my heart 
Yearned for its morning ** lift." 

And from within me a strange undertone 
Thrilled thro' my bosom with a wish for wine, — 

** Pass freely ! — these in wood may be thine own, 
Dry, sweet or superfine I** 

I looked — and saw a lady within call, 
Brow bound with golden ringlets standing there ; 

And women, if they draw man's wine at all. 
Draw it extremely fair ! 

Her loveliness, her figure, and her eyes 

Froze my quick speech : she, turning round her head, 
Smiled, saying, " Sherry wine's about your size ! " 

And all my doubting fled. 

• « • « « 

I drank myself to sleep ; — and so I lay 
Prone on the bosom of the Strand for hours, 

Till life stirred briskly, and, at early day, 
I wakened — before Flowbrs. 

Jfudy, May 5 1880. 

A long, and very dull, parody of the same 
original, entitled "A Dream of Unfair Trade," 
appeared in Punchy January 10, 1885. 



■:o' 



ULYSSES. 



In a prize competition in The World, for a poem 
on " The Czar of Russia," on the model of Tenny- 
son's " Ulysses," the following was selected for the 

First Prize. 

It little profits that with boundless powers, 

Divine and human, I extend my sway, 

From Finland southwards to the Chersonese ; 

Or that mine armies eastwards (like the tide 

0*er low-laid littorals) flood all the steppes 

From Caucasus to Khiva, till no khan 

But dreads, and hopes, and dreams, and thinks of me. 

How fruitless are my efforts I I have given 

Unasked, with hand unstinting. I have risked 

Defection of my nobles, that my poor 

Might rise and bless me. But unshamed they crave 

For ever more concessions, till I see 

That license ranks as liberty, and law 

And order seem but forms of tyranny. 
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I cannot journey but a hundred knives 

Attempt my life ; I cannot sleep or eat 

Within my very palace but the floors 

Rise to assault me, and the walls resound 

"With treacherous murder's dread artillery. 

This is my son, a true bred Romanoff, 

To whom I leave my labours and my crown : 

His years are fewer ; and the sapling grows 

The stronger for the bondage, whose restraint 

Would kill the tree. It may be that mine age 

Has made me too unbending, that my thoughts. 

For ever travelling in the same sad course, 

Have worn themselves such grooves within my brain 

As ceaseless care has graved upon my brow. 

And cannot change their channels. Ye, my friends, 

Who love me f(>r my virtues, or in spite 

Of vices, — who with me have borne the brunt 

Of turbulent sedition, and the blows 

Of faithless friends and open enemies, — 

If life be grudged us for the few short years 

That yet remain, away, and let us seek 

Some deed of noble note, and let our foes 

Feel that our souls are yet alive in us. 

Invincible in courage, strong in will. 

To fight, to win, or, winning not, to die. 

APIS MATINA. 

The World, March 17, 1880. 



o- 



LOCKSLEY HALL. 



Lay of Boxing Night. 

Attributed to Alfred Tennyson 

(But not believed to he his). 

Proudly stalking o'er the pavement, as the clock is striking 

one. 
Go the nine good men and valiant, who the glorious deed 

have done ; 

And they laugh with all their vigour, till the narrow courts 

resound. 
The policeman hears the tumult, and he tiurns his lanthom 

round. 

And their course they still continue, and their laughter is 

not o'er. 
Till they all come to a standstill at lion-knocker'd door. 

There they thump with noise so mighty, that they make the 

neighbours wake. 
Till a dull-eyed damsel opens, who appears but half awake. 

Then a lighted room they enter, where great works of art 

are found, 
Color'd prints of Esmeralda, and of Elssler hang around. 

Plaster statuettes, by Danton, stand the chimney-piece along, 
From a hook above the wainscot hangs a cornet-a-piston. 

And — a better sight than any — there a table, too, was 

placed, 
With a mass of native oysters, and a can of porter grac'd. 

Oh ! so prime appeared the oysters, that they charm'd the 

eyes of all. 
For the fat part was so milk-white, and the beard so very 

small ! 

But how vain is earthly beauty— lovely things must pass 

away. 
For the oysters soon are swallowed, and the girl takes off 

the tray. 

Vet new pleasures follow old ones; thus the damsel re- 
appears. 
And a jug of boiling water with her dingy fingers bears; 



Then a brace of labell'd bottles were upon the table seen. 
One glowed deep with noble brandy, one was pale with 
humble gin ; 

When they all had "mixed" at pleasure, proudly rising 

o'er the rest, 
Stood the chieftain of the party, and his comrades thus 

address'd : 

** We may well be proud, my brethren, we a noble deed 

have done ; 
'Tis the virtue that delights me, to say nothing of the fun. 

*• Against private friends and clacquers, we have fought the 

cause of right, 
We have dar'd to damn a pantomime upon a boxing night 

** 'Twas a horrid * Introduction,* as you all, my brethren, 

know, 
And the pantomimic business only made the thing more 

slow. 

"All the tricks were void of humour ; all the songs were 

sorry rhyme. 
Sum up all, we never witness'd such a wretched pantomime. 

" Though the audience bore it calmly, yet they knew as well 

as we. 
That so dreadful a concoction they had never met to see. 

** But they dar'd not speak their minds out — they believed it 

was a crime, 
A most horrid profanation to condemn a pantomime. 

" Five-act plays without a scruple they have driven from the 

stage, 
They have whizzed off tragic actors in a hurricane of rage ; 

•* On burlesque and one-act farces they could fell destruction 

bring. 
But a pantomime, my brethren — it was quite another thing. 

" Ay, at harlequin they trembled— it was we and only we 
That from bonds of superstition could the British public free ; 

" We have rent apart the fetters, that were forged by ancient 
time. 

Yes, my friends, upon a boxing night, we damned a panto- 
mime. 

** We stuck firmly to our purpose, when the clown said 

• Here we are ! ' 
We with laughter did not greet him, but we rais'd the shout 

of war. 

" When the manager came forward, and some mercy bade 

us show. 
We subdued all softer feelings, and we sternly answered 

'No!' 

" When the clown had sung ' Hot Codlins ' we prevented 

an encore. 
And we ceased not opposition till the pantomime was o'er. 

"Then at last the public join'd us — on our side was cv'iy 

voice, 
And the wretched thing died hardly in a hurricane of noise 

" I am sure successive ages will our mem'ries ne'er efface, 
We shall live on future hist'ry, and give lustre to our race, 

**And our sons shall say, a cent'ry hence — or perhaps a 

longer time, 
' Gallant spirits were our fathers, for they damn*d a 

pantomime.'** 

From The Man in the Moon, — 1847. 

Lincoln's Inn. 

Comrades, leave me here a minute, for it is not five o'clock^ 
Leave me here, and when you want me, you will find me at 
the Cock. 



LORD TENNYSON 



267 



*Tis the place, and all around it, as of old, the smoke-cowls 

spin, 
Dreary gleam the dirty windows, never cleaned in Lincoln's 

Inn. 

Lincoln's Inn that from its chambers overlooks a grimy 

square, 
With some blackened stubby bushes, killed by smoke and 

want of air. 

Many a morning from my office, have I heard the dirty boys, 
Shouting "Paper" down the area, in the full delight of 
noise ; 

Many a night I*ve watched the gas-light — all around a 

dazzling host, 
Gleaming like a lot of glow-worms, stuck by bird-lime on a 

post. 

In the Spring a lighter paletot is by Messrs. Nicoll made ; 
In the Spring a young man*s neck is in a brighter tie 
arrayed ; 

In the Spring the Opera opens, and an order may be got ; 
In the Spring the oysters finish, as the weather gets too hot. 

Then I saw her dress was smarter than the other Cranbourne 

girls. 
And her eyes gleamed softly on me, shaded by her glossy 

curls. 

And I said, ** Dear Amy Johnson, wilt thou my own sweet- 
heart be ? 

For, my pretty bonnet builder, I am much in love with 
thee ! " 

Love toss'd off the glass of time, as though it had been only 

gin. 
Love dwelt in those dreary chambers three pairs up in 

Lincoln's Inn. 

When my master had departed, and I felt unwatched and 

free, 
Would my Amy come to see me, and assist in making tea. 

Many a Sunday by the railway did we go to Hampton Court, 
When the chestnuts were in blossom, and the days were not 
so short ; 

Many a Sunday on the water, made we inexpensive trips. 
Talking then was not the only use to which we put our lips. 

Oh ! my Amy, Amy, Amy ! Oh ! my Amy, mine no more ! 
Oh ! the dreary, dreary Sundays ; Bushy has become a bore. 

Is it well to wish thee happy ? Having known me thus to 

drop 
To a man with lots of money, but who keeps a retail shop ? 

Yet it shall be ! thou shalt lower still, in spite of all his pelf. 
Till from sad reverses you may have to sweep it out yourself. 

As the gent is, so the lady ; thou art mated to a snob. 
And he'll sink thee to his level, in a cheap Excursion mob. 

He will treat thee, when he wearies on thy jaded face to 

look, 
Something better than his strop, but more as if thou wert his 

cook. 

What is this? His speech is hazy — think not hehasl.d 

too much. 
Go to him — it is thy duty — you re his wife — behave as such. 

He will answer to the purpose — perhaps he'll murmur ** It's 

all right ;'* • 

Better thou wert dead before me, though I gave thee arsenic 

white ! 

{The rest of the MSS. is so blotted with tears as to be illegible.) 

From The Month, by Albert Smith and John L£ECH. 
August, 1851. 



St. Stephen's Revisited. 

Comrades, leave me here a little, I have thoughts you 

cannot know ; 
Leave me, gentle ghosts, to ponder on the days of long ago, 

Tis the place, and all around it, as of old, the brawlers 

brawl. 
Dreary bores about St. Stephen's vying for the Speaker's 
call. 

Many a night from yonder benches, when I longed to be in 

bed. 
Saw I not the great Orion, but the Grand Old Man instead : 

Saw I not the starry Pleiads, but the meteor stars that fade, 
Flashing for their little moment, passing into outer shade. 

Here about the floor I waited, when I knew my youth 

sublime, 
Waited for the time to ripen, for the very nick of time — 

Then I dipped into the future, far as one keen eye could see. 
Saw the Vision of an earldom, and the garter round my 
knee. 

In the spring the little chicken only just has left the shell, 
In the spring that little chicken thinks himself a precious 
swell. 

In the spring a boy's ambition leaps at once to summer heat. 
In the spring a young man's fancy very seldom plays the cheat 

Then my cheeks were white and waxen, thoughtful too for 

one so young. 
Black on brows of snowy marble then my silken ringlets 

hung. 

Yet on pallid cheek and forehead came a colour and a light, 
When I met the jeers that mocked me, with a spoken scorn 
outright — 

Saying from a height prophetic, "You shall hear me by 

and by," 
Sajring, to the stoutest champion, *'We shall meet at 

Philippi." 

Many a morning saw me famous, many a night more famous 

still. 
Great to lead the grateful Tory, bold to bend him to my 

wilL 

♦ ♦ • • • 

O St. Stephen's, false and fickle I O St. Stephen's, mine no 

more ! 
O the weary, dreary benches ! O the aching, quaking floor ! 

Is it proper not to scold thee ? having known me — to decline 
On this spurious Gentile Joseph, in the screw and Caucus 

line? 

• • ♦ • • 

These lines, descriptive of the career of Lord 
Beaconsfield, are extracted from a clever parody 
in The Banquet (W. Blackwood and Sons.) 1885. 

"The Grinder," an examination parody of 
** Locksley Hall," appeared in Number i of Tht 
Aberdeen High School Magazine, March, 1885. 

In a work entitled ** Travels by Umbra," published 
in Edinburgh in 1865, there was also a parody of 
" Locksley Hall " consistmg of 34 lines, entitled 
DigwelVs Lament. 



GODIVA. 

WHITTINGTON. 

By Ai.rHEn Trnnisball, 

-No connexion with ''I wailed for the Trai 

Coven Iry," &c.) 

I waited for Ihi boat at Hungerford ; 



Tki City's . 






Nor only we of Eigliteen Fifly-seven, 
Smart men that, swtft as streak of lightning greased, 
Mike and spend " tin '' — not only we that pra'e 
Of progress, learning, and "Excelsior," 
Have loved ourselves full well and turned up trumps 
Al life's great game of whist — but surely he 
*■ Did more, and underwent, and overcame," — 
The wight of some few hundred summers back, 
Whitlington, 'prentice erst to some dull eil, 
Some wheezy councilman — who worked him hard, 
And gave him the allowance monkeys have, 
More kicks than half-pence — and, when asked for moi 
Showed him the street, and kictced him into it 
With turned-up toe, saying "Begone and starve 1 '' 
He sought relief in vain, for in those days 
Were no "relieving officers'' — his thoughts 
Turned lo his childhood's home, far, far away, 
Embowered in tufted trees where cooed the dove. 
Where sanjj a chorus sweet of jenny-wrens, 
Tom-tils, and gay cock-sparrows— and he said, 
" It must be so — farewel, ambitious dreams," 
("Farewel,"' he would have said, " to all my greatness. 
But he had never gentle Shakespeare read, 
Nor seen the play of England's blujf King Hal 
Performed altne Princess's). " So, farewell- 
Clown was I bom, and to clod-hopping life 
I must return" — and then he 'gan to snivel. 
And flripe his nose upon his jerkin's cuff ; 
(For his were days when Manchester was not. 
And dear were pocket handkerchiefs). 
Then this poor boy wound slow his mournful way 
Towards Highgale's hill — and up the sleep ascent 
Toiled wearily — yel deem not him alone. 
For at his heels there walked a faithful friend, 
A gentle quadruped — a fond Grimalkin 
Who purred between her master's weary legs, 
Till he looked down and saw her al his feet. 
And wept at such four-footed sympathy. 
So with their honest backs to London town 
These twain toiled valiantly up Highgate hill. 
They sat them down at last — for Whitlington 
Was very hungry — and on bread and cheese 
In equitable portions dined they then. 
But up he starts — and lo ! what is't he hears 
Clanged with great shock of sound from distant bells 
Of Bow in Cheapside? Say they rightly thus ? 
'' Relum 1 return I great Whittinglon return I 
Thou shall of London's City be Lord Mayor I" 
Soch were the words — or hope was much mistaken — 
Such were the words. Backward again they hied, 
He, and his cat, the solace of his sorrows. 
As partner of his joys— bnt, if she thnughl 
That such a Co. could long exist, melhinks 
The poor Grimalkin then w.is slightly "sold." 
Out t am speaking rather in ihe lense 
Hight FihIb pBil tutHrttm. To my theme : 
Backward he hied— re-entered London lown. 
Obtained employment as a quill-driver, 



A very drudge for three long bitter yean ; 
But still the cat sat 'neath his stool by day 
Aod slept upon his truckle-bed at night. 
Now Whiltmelon'a employer was a merchalU. 
Who sent foiih ships to trade beyond the seas 
One of his captains saw- — admired the cat. 
And with her sailed lo China, land of dirt. 



Made he acquaintance wth the Eotpcrot. 

The brother of the Sun and Moon, celestial "swd^ 

Firit cousin lo the Stars ; for in those days 

Men craved not introduction — Bowring then 

Had not been sent out as Ambassador, 

Nor Seymour lo bombard their tllt^Kit towns. 

Now it so happened that this Empovr's 

Imperial snuggery was overrun 

With mice who siole the delicate lil-blti 

From off the table of the Stars" first cousin. 

And cals till then in China were unknowD, 

And Whittington's Grimalkin had three kiUeDSj 

And so the Brother of the Sun and Moon 

Purchased the cat of Whittinglon fbrs lutn 

Which would content «w for Mv lease of lifi^ 

Invested snugly in the Three-pCT-Cents. 

The Captain homeward sailed to England*! sbOK^ 

And ]iaid his sum to Whittinglon — so he 

Became a sucking Crorsus— bou^t and sold. 

And " rigged ihe market" hkeoui " bulls" and "bent 

Became a man whose name across a bill 

Drew ready cash— then Sheriff — theo Lord Uayot, 

And bnilt himself an everlasting name : 

And of his nets if more ye wish to learn. 

Are they not written in the picture books 

Of Messrs. Darton upon Holbom hill ] 

As for his cat- I've little more to tcU, 

Save thai she lived and multiplied hir speciei 

For the great Brother of the Son and Moon ; 

And her descendants, worthy of th^ dam. 

E'en now are mewing loud in great Canton, i 

Unless that stout Drawcansir. Chinese Veh, I 

Hath poisoned Ihe poor ir *- ' 

Their ai ' 



Ttlifi Magd:iiu tSiS 

THE EAGLE 
Fragme.st. 

He clasps the crag with crooked hands ; 
Clasi lo the sun in lonely lands, 
Rinjj'd with the azure world, he stands. ^^H 
The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls; ^^^M 
He watches from his mouolain walls, ^^^| 
And like a thunderbolt be falls. ^^| 

TGNKysox. 



Tub cup nitli trembling hands he grasps 

Close lo bis thirsty lips he clasps. . 

Ringed with its pewlcr rim— he graspr. 

The Eddyii^ floor beneath him crawls. 

He clutches at Ihe fiyinR walls. I 

Then likea lump of lead he falls. 

E, B. IWAN-MUU,»R. 

(Author of " Break, break, break " given on pago 14, 
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BREAK, BREAK, BREAK. 



Sleep ! Sleep ! Sleep ! 

Sleep ! sleep ! sleep ! 

My babe, I speak to thee ; 
And, oh, could I put on paper 

The thoughts that occur to me ! 

Oh, well for my dear little boy. 
Who shouts in the garden all day ! 

Oh, well for my little girls, 

Who sing to their brother at play ! 

But the baby still screams on. 
Let his mother do what she will ; 

And it's oh, could I get him to understand ! 
And O that his voice would be still ! 

Sleep ! sleep ! sleep ! 

My babe I speak to thee ; 
The quiet peace of a bachelor's bed 

Will never come back to me. 

ne Mocking Bird and other Poems^ by Frederick Field. 
J. Van Voorst, London, 1868. 

The Lost Joke. 

Good ! good ' good ! 

Was the joke I heard last night. 
And I would that my tongue could utter 

The words of that joke aright. 

O, well for good memory's aid 
That it passes old tales in review, 

O, well for the ready wit 
That can palm a stale joke as a new ! 

And that cheerful yarn is gone, 

And the words I remember not, 
But O, for a guide to that vanished tale, 

And a clue to that joke forgot I 

Good ! good ! good ! 

Is the story whatever it be. 
But the comic point from my memory fled. 

Will never come back to me. 

yudy, December 10, 1879. 



Oh, well for Midlothian's sons 

That they shout with him in the fray, 
Oh, well for our British lads, 

For we know he will gain us the day. 

And the Franchise war goes on. 
Though the Lords would have as be still ; 

But, O, for our triumph, thou Grand Old Man, 
When the people have their bill 

Wake ! wake ! wake ! 

To the war-cry of ** Liberty ! " 
And slav'ry's old despotic days 

Shall never return to thee. 

: Richard H. W. Yeabsley. 



Warm Weather. 

Thirst, thirst, thirst ! 
As I sit all day by the sea ; 
And I would that the weather were colder, 
For it's much too warm for me. 
And ** Brandy and water '' is **raw,'' 
And *• Brandy and soda '* is ** sloppy ; *' 
And its oh for 6ve dozen of " natives *' or more. 
And a ** magnum '' of '' fizz '' that is froppy, 

Ice, Ice, Ice I 
For the milk, the butter, and cream ! 
And I would I might sit " for never '' 
In comparative shade and dream. 
But the stately Eds. go on. 
Should they not get their copy in time ; 
But hang it ! the Mercury's 99**, 
Which is even too hot to rhyme. 

Judy. September 21, 1881. 



A New Irish Melody, 
(As Sung by thi Premier,) 

Talk, talk, talk. 

In thy cold calm tones, O ** P." ! 
And I would I might utter the language 

That sometimes occurs to me ! 

O well for Lord B. that he sits 

As a Peri among the Peers ! 
O well for the Radical "Reds," 

With their ** warnings," and worry, and jeers ! 

And the stately Whigs go on 

Demanding a moderate Bill. 
But O for a prison for Parnell and Dillon. 

That the Land-Leaguers' voice may be still ! 

Talk, talk, talk. 

In thy cold calm tones, O "P." I 
But the tender grace of your style just now 

Shall never bamboozle me ! 

Punch January 22, 1881; 



A Reminiscence of Redcar. 

Broke, broke, broke. 

By thy pitiless shores* O sea ; 

And I grieve that my tongue should utter 

The groans that arise in me. 

Oh well for the hunter's soul. 
Had he stopped at home that day, 
Oh well had he taken some lovelorn lass 
And spooned in his boat on the bay. 

For the favourites all go down, 

And I haven't the price of a gill ; 

And it's oh for the touch of that vanished gold. 

And the tick of a watch that is still. 

Broke, broke, broke. 

By thy damnable crags O sea I 

And the tender faith of the Hebrew race 

Once more must be tempted by me. 

The Sporting Times, 



Wake ! wake ! wake ! 

In thy Northern land so free, 
And our eloquent leader utters 

A protest for you and me. 



Who Breaks Pays. 

Break, break, break, 

My china and glass. Oh she ! 
Wouldn't like to hear me utter 

The thoughts that arise in me. 

O well for the lodging-house cat 
That at present it's out of the way ; 

O well for the plump page-boy 
That he didn't takedown that tray. 



»7o PARODIES. ^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 


And the breakages go down 


I LEAVE the station, make a raid 


To iheir haven in (he dust-bin ; 


With sudden upward sally 


Bui for flie touch uf a vanished hand. 


Upon the height — no lady's maid. 


And the sound of a rivel knocked in ; 


To bicker wilh a v«lUy. 


Break, break, break, 


Up thirty hills I mount amdn, 


At the fool of the stairs. Oh she ! 


Or slip between tbc ridges. 


Can'l cspect that the whole of her wages 




Will be paiii this month by me. 


Like David's Psalm by Bridgts. t 


Thi Age, Jane 3j, 1885, 


Again the jTat I seek below 




(No reference to you, Sir), 




And so men come, and so men go. 


April Lovb. 


From Sin Michel to Susa. 


By a yaung Tory. aJUr Tennyioa. 

[Lord Randolph Churchill was expwted back from India 

in April, 1885.] 


I clatter o'er the stony way, 
A natural base of boulders, 


/ rain the dint — what better trait 


GUDSTONB hath us in his net. 


In railway for shareholders ? 


Diiiy's gone — can we forget ? 
Many sessions rise and set, 
Many a. chance the years 1>eget, 
Nortbcote muffs 'em dl, you bet. 


Wilh many a car^'e aloO I toil, 

I tush o'er stream and runnet ; 
And many a fairy foreland spoil 


Even so. 


With corrugated tunnel. 


Fruitlessly we jar and fret, 
Diiiy is a vain regret, 
E'en Hicks-Beach is in a peL 
Censure votes fall Idle yet. 


I clatter, clatter to and fto 
Over MoQt Cenia gaily, 
And men may come, and men may go, 


P'idi time tables, daily. 




Though tired my wheels, I never lire. 


Ah, no 1 no ! 11 


I carry young swells gay-geared : 


Funny Folh, 1885. 


And here and there a lusty site. 
And here and there a grey-beard. 




And here and there fair maidens take 


THE BROOK. 


Upon me as 1 travel, 




Who many a gai«r'5 heart-peace break 


The Song of the Fliht. 


Wilh chignon's golden ravcL 


With many a prank my " ma '* may fret- 


I bear them alt along. Who Vaotrs 


She wants me to be steady ; 


Of more gallant endeavour t 


Bat all hei counsels I forget— 


When WOMAN comes and WOMAN goes. 


For fun I'm ever ready. 


I'd fain go on for ever I 


I go to many a rout and ball, 


I steal through clouds to glacier's height, 


And -star" it all the season; 


In mittes out do rhymers ; 


I slay at many a country Hall, 


And have the deadly peaks in ughl, 


And ploi fresh plans of treason. 


Which grew for Alpine cUmbers. 


I ride my bay mare in the " Row," 


I slip, I slide as I come down, 


I go to f^tes and races ; 


My fit of peak being ended. 


To croquet parties loo I go, 

Songlit out midst all " the graces." 


Then glide into the little town 


To which my course has tended. 


I make men prisoners evermore 


I murmur under moon and stars, 


By givbg (hem my roses ; 


And under provocation ; 


I get love-letters by the score. 


I rail against the rail U tflJ, 


And baskets full of posies. 


The GaUic excavation. 


I loss mv head and arch my neck. 
And they are plunged in sadness ■, 


Well, should that oust me, as I know 


They're wishing, from Moot Cenis, 


I smile and with my finger beck, 


AU men may go to-Jericho, 


And they are 6Ued with gladness. 


And Frenchmen may ht—}iims. 


The strings are many to my bow ; 


Mhs. Gutch. 


My followers fail me never ; 




For men may come and men may go. 




But 1 flirt on for ever 1 


The So.ng of the Flirt. 


Jitif, September 4, 1867. 


" I COME to wage a war on men, 




None can withstand my sally ; 


The Mont Cf.nis Tkain,* 


With me no man, that I can ken. 


(/« the tine of Ihc Laureatl.) 


E'er dared to ■shilly-shally,' 


[Written 1868,] 


"Full thirty Harries have been mine. 


train, he says. 


And twenty-seven Neddies ; 


tnmdling train, says Edmund in his rhyme. 


A hundred John's, of Herberts nine. 


How go you ? and the Irnin. why not I replies— 


And quite three-score of Freddies. 


• On lb« rtU BftUwar v>hlcb proo«l»d the Uuul C.nls TunoeL 


1 DrlilgM, ui> the llVtti Pialnj. 
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" Though all the rest I do not know, 
In spite of my endeavour ; 
Yet men may come, and men may go, 
But I'll flirt on for ever ! 

** With many a slight I fellows fret, 

With many a smile I * draw * them ; 
And make them, ere I've done, regret 
Full sore I ever saw them. 

" I chatter, chatter ! dont I, though ? 
And some my talk call clever ; 
And men may come, and men may go, 
But I flirt on for ever I 

** I run about, go in and out. 

Men's hearts the while assailing ; 
And some each week, I do not doubt, 
Think of me with bewailing. 

" I*ve booked of foreigners a few. 
When I have chanced to travel ; 
And left them in a pretty stew, 
My conduct to unravel. 

** I draw all men along, I know. 
And that is my endeavour ; 
And men may come, and men may go, 
But I flirt on for ever I 

•' I steel their hearts with subtile plots, 
Not one my game discovers ; 
They give me sweet forget-me-nots, 
And thmk they are my lovers. 

'* I smirk, I smile, I glimpse, I glance. 
My moods are most * adaptive ; * 
I ne'er a valse or gallop dance, 
But what I make a captive. 

** I murmur out on balconies. 

And * spoon * upon staircases ; 
I like to see men on their knees, 
I put up with embraces. 

'* And if they kiss me, well-a-day. 
The liberty I pocket ; 
'Twould be unkind to say him * Nay,* 
WhoM given me a locket. 

** So on I mean to go the same. 
Though some may call it folly ; 
And long as I my charms can claim 
My hope is to be jolly. 

** Let those who will do all they know 
From flirting me to sever — 
Whilst men shall come, or men shall go, 
I will flirt on for ever I " 

From Finis, 



With many a twinge their soles I fret. 
Soles arched and soles built shallow. 

And many an imprecation get 
From lips with pain grown sallow. 

I shatter comfort as I grow. 

The best of tempers shiver. 
For men may cut and men may mow, 

But I grow on for ever. 

I wind about, and shoot and sprout, 

Keen anguish dire entailing, 
While here and there a swear and shout. 

Each precious unavailing. 

And oft-times, too, I make them. quake, 

As o*er loose stones I travel. 
And make them with emotion shake 

Upon the new-laid gravel. 

I agonise them all, and go 

To make the strongest quiver, 
For men may cut and men may mow, 

But I grow on for ever. 

I steal 'neath toes and in between, 

I slide where toe cap covers, 
I slink where p'raps a bunion's been, 

But now no longer hovers. 

I twinge, I throb, I shoot, I prance. 

When damp about is lying, 
I make my victims tairly dance. 

When rain about is flying. 

And out I'll neither come nor go, 

From feet I'm hard to sever, 
And they may cut and they may mow, 

But I grow on for ever. 

From Ye Old Brum and ye New, by Jayhay. Houghton and 
Hammond, Birmingham, 1878. 



The Corn. 
(A Birmingham Ballad of the 14th Century,) 

I COME when boots are small and stem, 

And make a sudden sally. 
To mar the lordly strut, and turn 

The trips of every ballet. 

Then fast and suddenly I grow 

With many a painful quiver. 
For men may cut and men may mow. 

But I grow on for ever. 

I make men scream o'er stony ways, 
In screeching sharps and trebles, 

And make them swear in maddened rage, 
When slipping on the pebbles. 



The River. 
A Steamboat Version. 

I PUFF, and roar, and shriek, and blow. 

Along the crowded river. 
For men may scull, and men may row, 

But I steam on for ever. 

Now crowd the towing-path along 

On foot and in the saddle, 
Of cads and swells a giddy throng. 

Yet still I onward paddle. 

And up the stream I gaily go 

Upon the sunlit river. 
For men may scull, and men may row. 

But I steam on for ever. 

And in and out I curve and glide. 

No other vessels fearing. 
And go full speed adown the tide, 

A reckless, wild course steering. 

I fizz and clatter as I go 
Fast up and down the river. 

For men may scull and men may row. 
But I steam on for ever. 

I turn astern, and back, and stop, 
With pant, and snort and clatter, 

As down mid-stream I gaily drop 
With rushing, dashing splatter. 



aja ^^^^^^^^^^^^ PARODIES ^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 


1 puff and roar, and shriek and blow 


Ve^, on again I wildly go, ^^^M 


Along Ihc crowded river. 


To curse the crowded river ; ^^^M 


For men may scull and men maj row 


For tide may ebb and tide may flow, ^^^^M 


But I sleam on for ever. 


But I steam oo for ever I ^^^H 


yudy, April 2, 1879. 


7VKIA, August 11, iSSi. ^^^H 




The Sherbrooke. ^^^H 


The Song ov the Steam Launch 


iNot by TmnyiiHi.) ^^^H 


I STEAM from snug up river lairs. 


I COME from haunts of statesmen hard, ^^^^| 


I make a sudden sally, 


1 make a sudden salty. ^^^^^| 


And spread dismay amone the " pairs,' 
Which by ihe rushes dally. 


And sparkle out a life-long bard ^^H 
En<thu-si-as-ti-caily. ^^^H 


On liny craft I love In dash 
(As swallow darts on n.idges) : 

The women scream as down I crash. 
And swamp them by ihe bridges. 


My life has run o'er stony ways, ^^^^| 
I've seemed all sharps and trebles ; ^^^^1 

But now I mean to wring the baya ^^^^1 
From critics hard as pebbles. ^^^H 


Ay, helter-skelter, on I go. 


I on my Peer's soft cushion fret, ^^^^| 

Because my life seems fallow, ^^^M 

But ah 1 the " glowing Muse " shall yet ^^^| 


Adown the crovirded river. 
For tide may ebb and tide may flow, 


But I (team on Tot ever 1 


Show me less sour and sallow. ^^^H 


I drown with my shrill whistle's scream 

The bUckhird's piping treble* ; 
I churn up mud and foiJ the stream 


I steal away from Whiggish plots ^^^^| 

To Poesy's green covers, ^^^^M 

I try my hand at tnie-Iove knots, ^^^^^H 


Above the tide-worn pebbles. 


I sing for happy lovers. ^^^^^ 


With many a vrave the punts I fret. 


I rhyme with HuDIBSAs's dash ^^^^| 

(Who fancied me all iron ?) ^^^H 


1 My wash engulphs them neatly J 


I many a dainty lady wet, 
And spoil her dress completely. 


With here a touch of Canning's aaish, ^^^H 


And there a tone of BVKON. ^^^H 


I clatter, splatter, as I go. 


I sing Swiss glaciers, southern slus, ^^^^| 


A-muck upon the river. 




For tide may ebb and tide may flow, 


I sneet at old Colonial jars, 


Bui 1 steam on for ever. 


And Antipodean messes. 


I twist about, dash in and out. 


I fancy my old foes will quake. 


T'annoy some merry party i 


As this new path I travel ; 
I think my rhymes the bards will shake. 


And here and there receive a shout 


Of malediction hearty. 


And all the critics gravcL 


Yes ! here and there the worm may turn, 


Bravo, Bob Lowe I for do you know 


And curse me as I travel ; 


I think this dodge is clever, 


But victims, as a rule, I Icam, 


For Statesmen come and StateimcD go. 


Are far too scared to cavil. 


But Bards live on for ever 1 


Or check me as along I go. 
Upon the crowded river. 


FiiKch, May 23, 1885. 


Where tide may ebb and tide may flow. 


Lord Sherbrooke, better known, perhaps, as Mr. 


But I steam on for ever. 


Robert Lowe, had just produced a small volume of 


I steal by lawns when all is dark, 

Glide close to reedy covers. 
And there cut down the tiny bark. 


Poems, a piece of temerity on his part which is 


now quite forgotten and forgiven. 


That bears the heedless lovers. 




I start, I dart, I screech, I blare, 




I belch forth coal-black vapours ; 


A Lay of Lawn Tennis. 


t make the angry oarsmen swear 
To write to all the papers. 


(By a Lamn-TiimysonUuni.} 


1 murder quiet 'neath the stars j 


With rockets poised against the foe. 


For any mischief willing j 


We scorn the shining river ; 


I cut away yoimg yachtsmen's spars ; 


Though other games may come and go. 


Treat anelcrs to a swilline. 


Lawn Tennis Uves for ever. 


The loveliest scenenr I spoil. 
On beauty lay embargo ; 


We roam the verdant lawn about, 


Our skill seems unavailing ; 


I reek with blacks and engine oil. 


For, sometimes in and sometimes out. 


I carry cads for cargo. 


'Gainst fortune we are railing. 


I iwill. I kill, I boot, I «nort. 


We chatter in our eager ways. 


A nuisance all declare me; 


In merry girlish trebles 1 
We rush for many a ball that strays 


A river demon 1 disport, 


Vet you've to grin and bear me ! 


Across the pathway pebbles. 
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We play upon the grassy plots. 
The ** Court '* the garden covers ; 

We wear the blue forget-me-nots, 
Like Tennyson's young lovers. 

We skip, we slide, with many a glance, 

As swift as eager swallows ; 
And as the gay balls bound and dance, 

The ardent player follows. 

We murmur when the stern net bars 
The ball, we shake our tresses ; 

We*ve played beneath the moon and stars, 
As many a girl confesses. 

And how to ** screw " and " twist '* we know, 

The *• Service * to deliver : 
For other games may come and go, 

Lawn Tennis lives for ever. 

Punch, August 8, 1885. 



•;o;- 



PARODIES OF SONGS IN 
"THE PRINCESS." 



The Worrier and his Wife. 

Home they brought her worrier, dead — 

Dead as any mummy he^ 
So they thought, and so they said ; 

But his helpmate — what said she ? 

** Dead ? I only wish he was ! 

He is only extra tight ! 
Too much liquor is the cause 

Of my husbands senseless plight 1 

'* Put him down — oh, anywhere ! — 

Not upon the sofa — no ! 
Drop him on the carpet — there ! 

Now I'll thank you all to go !" 

One by one they slowly went ; 

Then she locked and barred the door. 
Then — above her worrier bent, 

Frowned and smiled and crossed the floor. 

From a comer back she tripped. 

Knelt beside her helpless mate. 
And, v;ith scissors, clipped and clipped, 

Till he had a hairless pate ! 

Then she rose and left him there — 
Left him there, and went to bed — 

Left him there without his hair. 
With his hair around him spread ! 

In her bed she lay and slept, 

On the floor he passed the night. . , . 
In the house for weeks he kept — 

Sober — hairless — such a fright ! 

Not in vain was he deprived 

Of his glossy locks, I trow : 
With new hair new strength arrived — 

He's a pledged abstainer now I 

C. Johns. 



Let me lie here : no dry old brewer's sieve 
Had greater need of liquor than had I ; 
Now like a boiling gooseberry floats mine eye, 

Let me lie here, for I would quite as lieve. 

Let me lie here ! 

Let me lie here : the secret is revealed ; 
Though I could wend with thee I am not fain ;* 
Do not, policeman, take me home again, 

I dread my wife and would remain concealed, 

Let me lie here ! 

John Cotton. 

[The above appeared in the Central Literary Magazine, 
Birmingham, I878.J 



San Francisco Free Public Library, Jan. 20, 1885. 

To Walter Hamilton, Esq. 

Dear Sir, — I venture to interrupt you again with a trans- 
cript of a Tennyson Parody which you may not have seen. 
It can't have the local flavour with you wnich it had when 
first printed, in the middle of General Butler's political and 
oratorical campaign for the governorship of Massachusetts — 
not his successful one, but one of the others, about 1875. It 
first came out in the Springfield (Massachusetts) Republican 
newspaper. — Very truly yours, 

{Signed) F. B. Perkins. 

Bugle Song. 

{After Tennyson — and Butler.) 

The slander falls in different halls 

Where sounds the somewhat stale old story : 

With wrath he shakes, and fearless makes. 

Like the wild cataract, ** leaps in glory." 

Blow, Butler, blow ! set your wild statements flying ; 

Blow, Butler ; answer people ! — " Lying, lying, lying ! ' 

O hark, O hear ! how thin and clear. 

And thinner, clearer, further going 

From Truth, — as far as he from scar — 

The doughty general's reckless blowing ! 

Blow, Butler ! let us hear the working men replying — 

Blow, Butler ! answer, people ! — ** Lying, lying, lying !" 

Your yarns, Ben, die in this State's sky ; 

They fail in hall, on bench, by river : 

The answers roll from poll to poll — 

" He lies for ever and for ever." 

Blow, Butler, blow ! set your wild statements flying ; 

Blow, Butler ; answer, people ! — •' Lying, lying, lying I " 



■.v:- 



THE CHARGE OF THE LIGHT 

BRIGADE. 



Let me Lie Here. 
A Parody on "AsK ME NO MORE" in The Princess, 

Let me lie here ; the rain may rot the tree ; 
The undiluted essence of the grape 
May set my plastic countenance agape ; 

For O, how frail, when out upon the spree. 

Let me lie here ! 



The Light (Blue) Brigade. 

{The University Boat Race,) 

Half a length, half a length, 
Half a league onward, 
* All in the valley of Thames 

Rowed the Eights, onward I 
" Go I " was the starter's cry, 
Theirs not to reason why, 
Theirs but to win — or try ; 
Into the valley of Thames 

Rowed the Eights, onward ! 
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Steamers to right of them, 
Steamers to left of them, 
Steamers each side of them, 

Snorted and thundered ! 
Cheered at by cad and swell, 
Boldly they rowed and well. 
Under Barnes Railway Bridge, 
On past the Ship Hotel, 

Rowed the Eights, onwards. 

O but the sight was fair, 
Flashed the oar-blades in air. 
Trying the rowlocks there. 
Rowing to Mortlake, while 

All the world wondered. 
Plunged in the steamer smoke. 
Fiercely in front they broke ; 
Griffiths and Marsden ; 
Strong was the Oxford stroke. 

Nobody blundered ; 
Then they rowed back, but not 

As they rowed onward ! 

Steamers to right of them. 
Steamers to left of them, 
Steamers in front of them. 

Snorted and thundered ; 
Cheered at by cad and swell, 
While horse and Cockney fell. 
They that had rowed so well. 
Came through Barnes Railway Bridge, 
Back from the Ship Hotel, 
All that was left in them 

Since they rowed onward ! 

When can their glory fade ? 
O, the wild spurts they made 1 

All the world wondered. 
Honour the spurts they made, 
Dark and Light Blue Brigade, 

Each worth a hundred 1 



Plunging in flame and smoke. 
Bravely the coals they broke ; 
Strong was their pickaxe stroke. 
Loudly the public voice 

Cheering them thundered. 
Then to their beef and beer 

Rushed the Six Hundred. 

Strikemen to right of them, 
Strikemen to left of them, 
Strikemen behind them, 

Blasphemed and thundered. 

Stormed at with drunken yell. 
Boldly they worked and well. 
Rushing through flame and smoke, 
O'er piles of coal and coke. 
Saving from darkness then, 
Millions of Englishmen. 
Gallant Six Hundred. 

Honour the brave and bold. 
Labourers young and old ; 
Long shall the tale be told, 
When by the gasmen ''sold," 
We were left undone. 

By the flame wearily, 
In the smoke drearily. 
On they worked cheerily. 
Lighting up London. 

Joseph Vbrey. 

The Hornet, December ii, 1872. 

(Published when the stokers of several of the London Gas 
Works were out on strike. ) 

The same journal also published another Parody 
of the Charge of Balaklava, by the same author, 
on "Clapham Junction," October 23, 1872. 



Fun, April 27, 1867. 



The Gas Stokers* Strike. 

Dark were the streets and wet ; 
Out went each radiant jet. 
While all that passed or met 
Questioned and wondered. 

"Strike,'' was the gasmen's cry. 
Their' s not to reason why. 
Their's to raise wages high. 
Pleasure and trade defy ; 
Therefore the gasmen struck — 
Struck by the hundred. 

Darkness to right of them. 
Darkness to left of them. 
Darkness in front of them, — 
Every one blundered. 

Many an oath and yell 
On the fierce strikers fell ; 
When to the gasworks came — 
Came to work swift and well, 
Another Six Hundred. 

Flashed all their cllx)ws bare, 
Flashed all at once in air ; 
Shovelling the Wallsend there, 
Filling retorts up, while 

Strike-men all wondered. 



The Charge of the **Light'* Brigade. 

'* What Ho ! there, lights ; lights !" 

(Enter servants with a rush.) Old Play. 

Half a league, half a league, 

Half a league onward ; 
Till in valley of Lud, 

Pausing I pondered. 
** Forward the Light Brigade ! " 

Charging my pipe, I said, 
Into the valley of Lud 

Rushed half-a-hundred. 

** Forward the Light Brigade ! *' 

Was there a lad delayed, 
Not though the mudlarks knew 

Nought could be plundered. 
Their's not to reason why, 
Their's but to make him buy, 

" Wax " is their sole reply ; 
Into the valley of Lud 

Rushed the half hundred. 

Cabmen to right of them, 
Cabmen to left of them, 
Cabmen in front of them, 

Holla' ed and thundered. 
Stormed at by '* slop " and swell^ 
Into the road pell-mell ; 
Into the jaws of Death, 
Out of the paws of L, 
Wary policeman L, 

Rushed the half hundred. 
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Flashed all their ankles bare, 
Flashed as they turned in air, 
Tumbling in gutters there ; 
Dodging the bobby, while 
All the world wondered. 
Bold in the matter o' smoke, 
Right through the mob they broke, 

Mudlark and •* crusher," 
Reeled from their neighbour's stroke 

Spattered and sundered ; 
Ne'er till they'd served the ** bloke " 
Turned the half hundred. 

Cabmen to right of them, 
Cabmen to left of them, 
Bobbies behind them 

Followed and thundered. 

But though policeman L 
On his proboscis fell, 
They knew the road so well 
Right thro' the jaws of Death, 
Out of the claws of L 
All that was left of him. 

Slipped the half hundred. 

Long thrive their simple trade, 
Whatever tax be made. 

May they escape any ; 
Honour the Light Brigade ! 
Honour the Charge they made ! 
*Twas but a ha'penny. 

From The Rocking of the Lilies, and other Poems, by 
Charles T. Druery, (Clayton & Co., London), 1882. 



.'O'- 



Recitation. — The Charge of the 

Heavy Brigade at Kassassin. 

By a Life Guards* Officer, 

Half a league (more or less). 
Half a league onward ; 
All in the moon's pale light 

Rode the Six Hundred. 
** Forward ! " cried Drury Lowe, 
** Goodness knows where you'll go. 
/ can't see any foe." 
Out into the pale moonlight 

Rode the Six Hundred ! 

** Forward, Cavalry Brigade ! " 
Was there a man dismayed ? 
Or, so to speak, afraid ? 
No ; not a man drew back 

In all the Six Hundred, 
Theirs not to make reply 
( That they knew was muti-ny), 
Theirs not to wonder why 
No enemy was nigh. 
Theirs not (just then) to die. 
Out into the pale moonlight 

Rode the Six Hundred I 

Desert to right of them. 
Desert to left of them, 
Desert in front of them. 

Yet on they thundered ; 
Whilst far above their head 
Bullets by dozens sped, 
Still not a trooper fled. 
Still not a man dropped dead, 
As into the desert wild 

Rode the Six Hundred ! 



" Forward, Cavalry Brigade ! ** 
So 'twas their leader said. 
When, as the moon shone bright. 
Came the dread foes in sight, 
As to the left and right, 

Blindly they blundered. 
None at the guns would stay. 
Wildly they ran away ; 
Whilst to their great dismay. 
Up dashed, in proud array, 

All the Six Hundred ! 

Flashed then their sabres bare, 
Flashed as they turn'd in air, 
Halving Egyptians there, 
Slicing limbs off everywhere. 

Whilst ** fellahs" wondered. 
Then, when of slaughter tired. 
They no more blood required, 

Copt or Egyptian, 
When they by valour fired. 

Plenty had sunder'd ; 
Then they rode back again. 

All the Six Hundred ! 

Desert to right of them. 
Desert to left of them. 
Desert behind them, 

Yet on they thundered ; 
Storm'd by no shot nor shell. 
Nor horse nor hero fell. 
Whilst those who'd sliced so well. 
Came from they knew not where. 
Back, whence they could not tell. 
Back to their camp they came. 

All the Six Hundred ! 

When can the glory fade 

Of this wild charge they made? 

Pish ! what's the Light Brigade, 

At which the world wondered ? 
They didn't all ride back 
After their wild attack ; 
They lost one half, alack ! 

Silly Six Hundred ! 
Not so with our Brigade ; 
They, when their charge they'd made, 
Rode back to their parade 

Still a Six Hundred ! 

"At this point of ths programme the prompter announced that 
the Egyptian Honours would be distributed, on which there at 
once came such a rain of stars, crosses, medals, K.C.B.'s, &<,, 
from the ** flies,** that the gallant veterans on the stage were 
glad to put up their umbrellas to guard their skulls from 
fracture,** 

Truth Christmas Number, 1882. 



The Porcupine (Liverpool) published a parody 
on July II, 1885, entitled "The Charge of the 
Fire Brigade," but it was of purely local interest, 
and destitute of humour,or any other literary merit. 



■:o: 



A WELCOME TO ALEXANDRA. 



The Chester Cup. 

Frenchman's mare from over the sea, 

•• Stradella ! " 
Epsonians, Ascotians, Chesterians are we, 
But all of us French in our welcome of thee, 

*• Stradella ! " 
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Welcome her myriads of horses so fleet, 
Welcome her thundering cheers of the street, 
Welcome her champagne, cooling and sweet, — 
Scatter the bank-notes under her feet. 
Burst poor book-makers into sad tears, 
'Tis victory, and the Frenchman's cheers 1 
Welcome her, welcome her, winnings of ours I 
Mather and Russell, don't bustle there, 
Fluttering, sputtering, chattering so 1 
Like rivulets let your gold-dust flow. 

Pencils of gold in the suns' rays flare 
Put down your marks and to wit aspire, 
We feel the breeze, but we do not care. 
Flash, ye ladies, in champagne's fire, 
You shall have gloves, and by her desire, 

** StradeUa ! " 

Frenchman's mare, from over the way, 
If thou would'st go, yet thou must stay, 
Or such a bore you then would be ! 
Oh, joy to the "gentry,*' if you should win. 
No matter the " people " who lose their tin. 
Epsonians, Ascotians, Chesterians, we 
Goths, or Roodts, or whatever we be, 
We are all of us French in our welcome of thee, 

" Stradella." 



P.S, — Frenchman's mare from over the sea, 

'* Stradella!" 
Since these ere lines I'd been and done, 
An English horse has been and won ; 
And all my prophecy is void, 
For I forgot that ** Asteroid." 

From Lays of the Turf, by Rose Grey. London, 
G. H. Nichols, 1863. 
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In Tennyson I am. 



" We have had the following Stanzas forwarded us, with the 
signature of"A»»*»dT»nn***n." Can they be from 
the Laureate ? We have our doubts. And yet there is a 
wild, mystical, logical, sentimental, and general obscurity of 
expression throughout the lines which inclines us to tnink 
(from their internal evidence) that they could have proceeded 
from no other pen than the author of ' In Memoriam.' " 

W.E seek to know, and knowing seek ; 
We seek, we know ; and ev'ry sense 
Is trembling with the great Intense 
And vibrating to what we speak. 

We ask too much, we seek too oft, 
We know enough, and should no more : 
And yet we skim through Fancy's lore 
And look to earth, and not aloft 

A something comes from out the gloom ; 
I know it not, nor seek to know : 
I only see it swell and grow. 
And more than this would not presume. 

Meseems, a circling void I fill, 
And I, unchanged where all is change ; 
It seems unreal ; I own it strange. 
Yet nurse the thoughts I cannot kill 

I hear the oceans surging tide 
Raise quiring on its carol-tune ; 
I watch the golden-sickled-moon, 
And clearer voices call beside. 



O Sea ! whose ancient ripples lie 
On red-ribbed sands where sea-weeds shone ; 
O Moon ! whose golden-sickles gone : 
O Voices all I like ye I die ! 

From " The Month,'' by Albert Smith and John Leech. 
December, 1851. 

The Battle of the Reviews. 

** The sonnet written by Mr. Tennyson as an introduction to 
the Nineteenth Century has excited universal attention and 
admiration. Some people, however, are understood to have 
complained that they cannot exactly penetrate the meaning 
which the poet wishes to convey. But this is entirely their 
own fault, as, if they had studied the whole history of the 
secession from the Contemporary ^ they would fully appreciate 
the charm, and the appropriateness of the Laureates' verses." 

"For the benefit of these, Mr. Tennyson, with his customary 
kindness, has forwarded to us the following lines, which our 
readers will at once perceive to be an explanation of his 
sonnet, as clear as the latter is beautiful :" 

Of old the murmurs of the Delphian shrine. 
The dry leaves fluttering in the Sibyl's cave, 
The mystic lights that shone upon the gems 
Of Israel's pontiff, and all propnecy 
Were for the few, not for the common herd, 
I, who have spoken to my co-mates stanch 
Foregather'd by our mast, have spoken words, 

* Here in this roaring moon of daffodil 

And crocus,' which to them are clear as light. 
Though dark as night to them that stand without. 
Not Saxk to us, for we have trod the heights 

* Of hoar high-templed faith ;' and we do know. 
For we have traversed them with fearless keel. 
The * Seas of Death and sunless gulfs of Doubt,* 
And we may win a ' golden harbour * yet 

But since we know well all that we do know. 
The cunning plannings of our busy brains. 
And e'en the meanings of the words we frame. 
Let it content all men that stand without 
That we do know exactly what we mean ; 
Nor let them rashly for their private ends 
Construct interpretations of our speech. 

Anonymous. 

Tennyson's "Prefatory Sonnet'* in the first number of ' 
the " Nineteenth Century " commenced thus : — 

Those that of late had fleeted far and fast 
To touch all shores, now leaving to the skill 
Of others their old craft seaworthy still. 
Have chartered this ; where, mindful of die past. 
Our true co-mates regather round the mast ; 



IDYLLS OF THE KING. 



A Parody of the Dedication, 
In Memoriam. — A Collie Dog. 

** These to its Memory — since from all I hear 

It was a dog most dutiful and dear — 

These simple lines, in which will p'rhaps be found 

Some lasting image of a faithful hound, 

I to its mourning mistress consecrate. 
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Hoping therewith her sorrow to abate ; 
Aye, hoping to console her for its fate, 
With mingled doubts and fears I dedicate 
These verses. 

** And indeed it seems to me 
A most ideal kind of dog to be 
Which she has lost ; not highly bred, indeed — 
But who, wth sense, cares aught for birth or breed ? 
I, as a poet, such vain things despise, 
And hold them low as titles in my eyes ; 
Enough to know the dog at heart was true 
To her that long as mistress fond it knew ; 
So true, in sooth, that others oft it spumed, 
And with a savage snarl upon them turned 
When they, with dainty bribe or gentle pat. 
Would try to pass it, watchful on its mat. 

"It loved her only, and with bounty kind 
She in its favour e*er was much inclined 
Since first she sadly called it to her side 
When its dear master, and her husband, died ; 
And, gladly finding it come at her call. 
Put trust in it thenceforward, all in all. 

• • • • • 

" Yet would I bid that mistress to take cheer, 
Nor mourn too much that dog which was so dear. 
Nor o'er its empty collar still to weep, 
Nor its void kennel still unfilled to keep. 
For though *mongst dogs about her she detects 
No one like * Laddie ' was, in all respects. 
Yet, as the ocean yields, without a doubt. 
Fish equal to the best ones taken out, 
So, too, *mongst dogs that have not had their day 
May be as good as that one passed away ; 
Quite as devoted, quite as strong and true. 
And possibly less rough and awkward, too. 

** Let, then, the mistress of this much-mourned pict. 
If she another collie still would get. 
Learn that amongst the dogs that crowd around 
Another * Laddie * may with ease be found. 
Which if not quite so roughly fond, indeed, 
May points as good combine with better breed." 

Truth, February 14, 1884. 

(In allaaion to the Queen's Servant, the Ute John Brown). 



GUINEVERE. 

No light : so late ! and dark and chill the night ! 
O, let us in, that we may find the light ! 
Too late, too late : ye cannot enter now. 

Tennyson. 



Too Soon. 

Scene — The Pit door of the Lyceum. 

Time — Ten minutes before 7.30 on a winter's evening. 

O let us out, the heat stifles us sore, 
O pray open kindly behind us the door. 
Too soon, too soon, ye cannot get out yet 

"Too long," groaned we, for that we do repent : 
Let us pass out, have mercy and relent. 
No, no, too soon, ye cannot get out yet. 

Fate made us soft : this shoving is no joke. 
Our necks are nigh disjointed, our backs are nearly broke ; 
Too soon, too soon, ye cannot get out yet. 

With punches yon cowards on us poor wretches drop, 
Your cruel mates frown because the way we stop, 
You should not have called us names quite yet 

Ah ! Parodies, we've heard you are so sweet : 
O let us out to hear " Amens " repeat 

His soft ** Dryhilldics." No, too soon, not yet 



The Tonhridgian, March, 1879. 



C. C H. 
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VIVIEN'S SONG. 



A Little. 

A LITTLE rift within the lute 

And discord mars the pleasing strain ; 

A little tightness in the boot 
Excuses epithets profane. 

A little tip, a little bet, 

A little silver from the till ; 
He does his little sentence yet. 

And little likes the prison milL 

Dry as a little bit of chalk. 

In a small pub they share a quart ; 
A little stagger in their walk 

Shows they topped up with something short 
A little more, perhaps, than he meant 

— Men sometimes speak a bit too fast 

One Httle word — she gives consent ; 

Her little fish is hooked at last 



The Spotting 7\mcs, June 27, 1885. 



R.H.B. 



Little Miss Muffet. 
A Ttnnysonian Version of the Popular Nursery Rhynu, 

IN STURDY ANGLO-SAXON. 

Little Miss Muflfet 

Sat on a tuffet. 

Eating of curds and whey ; 

There came a great spider 

And sat down beside her. 

And frightened Miss Muffet away ! 

reset as an ARTHURIAN IDYL 

Upon a tuffet of most soft and verdant moss. 

Beneath the spreading branches of an ancient oak. 

Miss Muffet sat, and upward gazed, 

To where a linnet, perched and sung. 

And rocked him gently, to and fro. 

Soft blew the breeze 

And mildly swayed the bough ; 

Loud sung the bird, 

And sweetly dreamed the maid ; 

Dreamed brightly of the days to come — 

The golden dajrs, with her fair future blent — 

When one — some wondrous stately knight — 

Of our great Arthur's *' Table Round ; " 

One, brave as Launcelot, and 

Spotless as the pure Sir Galahad. 

Should come, and coming, choose her 

For his love, and in her name. 

And for the sake of her fair eyes. 

Should do most knightly deeds. 

And as she dreamed and softly sighed. 

She pensively began to stir, 

With a tiny golden spoon. 

Within an antique dish upon her lap, 

Some snow-white milky curds ; 

Soft were they, full of cream and rich. 

And floated in translucent tpker : 



And as she stirred, she smiled, 
Then eenlly tasleri (hem. 
And smiline, ale, nor sighed no more 
Lo ! as she att — nor harbored Ihoughl of ill- 
Near and nearer yet, there to her crepf 
A monster grenl and terrible. 
With huge, misshapen body — leaden eyes — 
Full many a long and hairy \eg^ 
And soft and stealthy (ootsiep. 
Nearer still be came— MJss Muffcl yet, 
All unwitting his dread neighbourhood. 
Did cat her curds and dream. 
Blithe, on the bough, Ihe tinnel sung — 
All terrestrial natures, sleeping, wiapl 
In B most sweet tranquility. 
Closer still the spider drew, and — 
Paused beside her — lifted up his head 
And gaied into her face. 
Miss Muffet then, her consciousness alive 
To his diead eyes upon her fixed. 
Turned and beheld him. 
Loud screamed she, trighlencd and amaied, 
And straightway sprung upon her feet : 
And, letting fall her dish and spoon, 
She^shrieking— turned and fled. 
Fnt Friii Flashes, iSSi. 



ADra' 



a Sav Die. 
tic Monologue. 



Tin MiiUsltrof Ihi Sul, aikich was abtnionti bt t. 



drown himulf, ritlici lo Ihi dramatic maxohgui o 
uai publiskcd by (hat pfrsoH in tht "Nineteenth 
Navembir, i8Si. 

or not having let 

when your wife 

there was no time to think, Ihe Ihitig was done in a 



CinWn 

So you're minded to curse me, are y 

And for taking the trouble to pull you 
was drowned in the sea ? 
1 inclined to think you are right — there 



re the sort of fellow that tikes to drown with hii tc 
the ground. 
However, you turn upon me and my creed w 






with alt s< 
le could possibly lie of us 



. of 



As if any preaching of mine could possibly lie of use 
To a man who refused to see what sort of'^a world he had got 
To live in and make the best of, whether he liked it or not. 
I am not sure what you mean : you seem to mean lo s-iy 
That believing in hell you were happy ; but that one unfor- 
tunate day 
You found out you knew nothing about it, whereby the 

troubles of life 
Became at once loo heavy lo bear for yourself and your wife. 
Tliat sounds silly ; so perhaps you may mean that all is 

wrong all round — 
My creed and the know-nothing books — and that truth is not 

to be found. 
Thal'ssillier still; for if so the know-nothing books are right. 
And you're a mere irdritlcss cur, who can neither run nor light — 
Too great a coward to live, and too great a coward to die. 
Fit for nothing at all but just to sit down and cry. 
Not that you're really nnhaf^. I don't think you ever were. 
Give you a poet's corner, and a pipe and an easy chair. 



And a woman or two to pet you, and you never gare way 

You might sell it at so much a line — but that's quite another 

Why in the midst of your whines it's impossible not lo ue 
IIow anxious you are to show thai you're only attacking me. 
And that you've not a word lo say against respectable people 
Who own no connecQon between my chapel and iharchBrcb- 

Vou always contrive to hint, and almost seem (o feel 

That your creed would have been much better if joni CHnudi 

had been more genteel. 
Why. man, we're all in one boat, as every one can ttit. 
Bishops and priests and deacons.and poor little ran ten lilMBe. 
There's hell in the Church of England, and hell in Ihe 

Church of Rome : 
And in all other Christian Churches, abroad ss well as at hoine. 
The part of my creed you disbke may be too stem for ytm. 
Many brave men believe it — aye, and enjoy life loo. 
The know-nothing books may alarm you ; but many B bellci 

Knows he knows nothing, and says so, and lives Ihe best life 

If there is a future slate, face its hopes and terrors gravely j 
The best path lo it must be to bear life's burdens bravely. 
And even if there is none, why should not you live like a mas. 
Enjoying whatever you have as much and as long as yoacan. 
In the world in which wc arc living there's plenty to dp and 

lo know. 
And there's always something to hope for, till its time Ibr as 

toga 
Despair is (he vilest of words, unlit lo be said or thonglit. 
Whether there is a God and a future state or noL 
If you really are such a wretch that you're quite unfit to Br^ 
And ask my advice I'll give you the best that I have to give. 
Drown yourself by all means ; I was wrong and you were right; 
I'll not pull you out any more ; but be sure you drown 

yourself quite. 

Tilt St. Jamiss Gacelti. November, 1881, 



HANDS ALL ROUND. 
Tennvsonian Toryism Devklopeo, 

First pledge our Queen this solemn niglit. 

Then drink to Tories every guest ; ' 

Neat toasl our leaders men of "light," 

In whose effulgence we are blest 1 
May carping Churchill 5 ever live. 

And Cecils " flout and jeer " for aye ; 
That man's the best Conservative 
Who best obstructs vile Gladstone's sway- 
Hands all round I God the Lib'rals' hope confound I 

To the sham cause of "Greatness " drink, my friendl. 
And Ihe great name of Jingo round and round. 
Drink health lo lords of high degree. 

Who strive lo thwart the land's desire ; 
May our opponent's fail, while we 

Grow strong in borough and in shire. 
We fought wherever we could fight, 

We scrupled not lo confiscate ; 
We would be " great " by wrong or right J 
May England thus be ever " great." 
Hands all round I God all Radicals confound I 

To the sham cause of "Urealuess " drink, my friends, 
And Ihe great name of Jingo round and round. 

John Prklam. 
Th$ Wltkh Dispatch, April 2, 1S82, 
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THE FLEET. 


Will watch thee with a jealous look, and curb 




Thy freedom as befits one who is Queen- 




So moving through the Mother's home, between 


The Unfitness of the Meat. 


The two, thy lite alternately will be 




Swayed by each (me, swaying to this or that 




Like some erratic planet in mid dr 


The Mastei la the Mi!.iress, lequilnr. 


Between two Moons, and. trying lo please both. 
The Ufe you'll lead will well be worth the pay. 


Yeii-~yeu— it you hnvc failed to comprehend 


A Brlton'5 dioocr is his all in ill. 


rht mtkly Echo. July 25, 1885. 


On you a husbind's anger will descend. 




IfthatcoW roultonpall 




Upon his palate keen. 


FOEM Addressed to the Pkincess Beatrice, 


This meal the cheeriesl— sacred houi of bliss ! 

This one rare meal, the joy of every man ; 

Poor Ilnbhy, what would Lift be, stripped aUkisf 


NOT BY THE Poet Laureate. 


Two Sums of cash will fill 1 German purse. 


And what avail the lunch abstention plan. 


Which else with all its pockeu and elastic band 


UDinner brines the spleen? 


Were utlei emptiness — one, the round Sum down 
Of jCsOiOoo, which brightens up the mother's eyes. 
And warms the child's awakening greed— and one 
The annual sum of jusl six thousand pounds 
Which keeps her husband, and which helps the child 
To move in other apherea. The mother smiles 


// you can only coropais horrid grub. 
Shall whirl them lo Hie C/Kft— 


But then, you'll call il mean ! 


At that gay funeral of the people's cash. 


F, B. DOVETON. 

Eastbourne, 1885. 


Her maiden daughter's marriage ; and her thoughts 




Is being spent— ev'n leaving hn 1 But Thou, 
True daugWr, whose all faithful fihal eyes 




TO H.R.H. PRINCESS BEATRICE. 


Have seen the costliness of earthly thrones 




Wilt neither quit thy new half-<:rowns, nor let 


Two Suns of Love make dav of human life. 
Which else with all ils pains and griefs and deaths 


Thy nice annuity have risen in vain, 

But moving through the Mother's home, between 


Were utter dnriiness— one, the Sun of dawn 


Thy dividen-ls and pension, lead an easy life. 


Thai brightens thro' the Mothers tender eyes, 


Sway'd by each Lump of cash, and swaying to each 
Like some fat Pluralist in clover dwelling 


Thelater-rising Sun of spousal Love 




Between two Sums, and drawing down from both 


To move in olhct spheres. The Mother weeps 


The light and genial warmth of double pay. 


At that while funeral ofthc single life, 

Her maiden daughter's marriage 1 and her tears 


MoJm, S<-ciily, August I, 1885. 


Are half of pleasure, half ofpaiu— the child 




Is happy— e'en in leaving lur ! but Thou. 
True daughter, whose all-faithful, lilial eyes 

Wilt neither quit the widow'd Crown, nor lei 




There was a P.^rody competition on these lines 
in The Wreili/ Di»]iatch, August 9, 1885, and the 


This later light of Love have risen in vain. 


following Parodies were printed. The first, which 


But moving thro' the Mother's home, between 


gained the prize of Two Guineas was written by 


The two that love Ihee, lead a summer life, 
Sway'd by each Love, ond swaying lo each Love 


Mr J. Phdau, of 4. Albion Terrace, Wisbech. 


Like some conjectured planet in mid heaven 


Two tones of love make woe of mirried life. 


Between two Suns, and drawing down from both 


Which, at its best, hath frets and jars enough 


The light and genial warmth of double day. 


For passive comfort— one, the voice of dole 


Tennvsos. 


That frequent munnnrs from the wife's cold lips. 


And warns the spouse to meek assent— and one 




The keener-rising sirain of mother s plaint 
Which from obedience turns her daughter's mind 
To undisguised revolt. The mother weeps 


Latest bv the Poet of Low-Rate. 


Two Moons for ihee, of honey and of strife ; 


At that black burial of (he single life. 


The one with all its love, and joy, and bliss, 


Her hapless daughter's marriage ; and her tears 
Are half of sorrow, half of guile— the man 


Which sliines for Ihee in Trixcy's tender eyes. 
And warms thee to our English home :— and one 
The moonshine of a watchfil Ma-in-law, 






eyes ! 


Who in her household orbit keeps her child 


Have caught the loveliness of palace-bomes, | 


To pine for other spheres. ' The Mother Biniles 


Canst neither quit tby molber-in-law nor shun 


At thai white feather in thy jaunty cap ; 


The scorn her princely kin 10 thee accord. 


Her maiden daughter's marriage does not rob 


Bui, moving iu the rootbets shade, bet\veeo 


Hei of her close associate ; her daughter 


Two fears that haunt Ihee, lead a tortured life. 


Is happy, never leaving her ; but thou. 


Bored by resiraini, and maddened by contempt, 


New SoQ-in-law. her watchful woman's eyes— 


Like luckless dweller 'nealh Italian Alps, 


Which know the ways of young men sprung from 


'Tween ice and sun, and drawing down from both 


thrones— 


The chills and scorchings of a double clime. 


^^^^ 


^^^^^ ^^ 



To Pkimcs Henry of Battbnbbig, i 

Two IbiDgs. DO doabt, make day or married life, 
Whicb else, with all its cares and births and deatbs. 
Were uller =iis'ry ! One a loving wife, 
Who brightens all the borne, whose tender eyes 
Beam o'er Ihe household world — and one. 
The secondaiT one, of needful casb. 
Which from far Germany ha& drawn tbee, child, 
To move in English spheres. What Peince would 

In the mean peonry of single life 

When he could make a marriage such as jrours, I 

With bal( its pleasure, half its gaio. the while 

Your slyness draws an annual sii thou I 

True German, whose all-seekicg eager eyes 

Have seen (he pickings round an English throoe, 

You'll cotton to our widow'd Crown, 111 bet ! 

Nor play the " light o' love " and spoil your game ; 

Bnt, walking round your mother- in -law, between 

Tbe two that keep you. lead a stuuning life. I 

Play well your cards — good playing, too, 'twill prove ; 

But don't — rememb'ring both are more than seven — j 

Between two stools come tambUng down &om both 

And lose the genial game by doubtful play, 

LaOitARD H AUDI KG. 

To Mv Sunday Sou. i 

Two tricks of trade make bearable my life. 
Which else, with all its banger and its thirst. 
Were niter mis'ry— one, lo buy on tick 
By throwing dust into Ihe tradesmen's eyes. ■ 

Aadso secure my Sunday clothes — and one 
The later-rising hope of pawning them. 
Which from my household orbit draws the suit 
To go up uncle's spoul. The tradesman weeps ! 

Thinking of that wliile lie I gulled him with, 
His maiden, sad adventure, and his tears 
Are none of pleasure, all of pain. The clothes. 
All nappy as they left his shop — yes, thou 
Good btoadclolh, my all useful Sunday snit. 
Whose presence cheeta my earthly loneliness. 
Wilt neither quit my gloomy home nor let 
Those gteamingthree brass balls have risen in vain, I 

But, moving through the poppiag-sbop. between 
The two that own Ihee, glad my fretful life, I 

Swayed l^ each need, and swaying to each need, [ 

Like some new-fangled toy acquired in shares i 

Between two boys, and drawing down from both j 

Their warm and genial zeal ie double play. 

Edward Johns. | 



To THE Nbw Radicai. Mbuseks. 
Ttvo sorts of grants make rich the royal train, 
Who else, with all Ibeir pomp and stars and glare. 
Were utter paupers — one, the'grant for age 
That princes gel when twenty-one they reach — 
Or set up their establishments — and oae 
(Tbe later asked-for graut) when spousal love 
Quite ofi the Household charges takes tbe child — 
To let the parent save. The Commons ahont 
At these extensions of the public tax. 
And vote them with a rapture — and the Peers, 
Amidst their pleasure, feel a pain that they 
Hold not the purse-strings national. But ye, 
True Radicals !— with earnest, rugged minds — 
Knowing Ihe shams and uselessnes* of thrones, 
Will neither vctc the first-named grant, nor let 
The later bold demand be madeagain. 
But. rising in the Commons' House, between 
Tbe sides that fear thee, make a stem protest ; 
Bribed by no place, nor fearful of tbe frown 
That scares those noble patriots wbolre in heareo 
When smiles a Queen, or whensoe'er they feel 
The snug and genial warmth of feathered nests. 

Georcb Mjuximsom. 



To LoEn Tbnnvsos. 
Two bridal loves make laugh of "Yon yon' s" son^, 
Which else, with all its gush and hollow praise. 
Were utter blankness — one. the German Prince 
Who settles 'neath his mother's Castle roof. 

And claims her child's unbounded wealth ; and one 

The not surprising one — his lady-love. 

Who from her wedding bower drawls the lines — 

And shows unto her fiiends. Her mother weeps 

At this vile twaddle from her great Laureate 

On Princess Triiie's marriage ; and her sighs 

Are half of pity, half contempt— the child 

Is muddled e'en at reading it 1 For thon 

O Alfred, whose erst failhlul lyric pen 

Hath limn'd Ihe loveliness of " The Princess," 

Could'st ne'er forget whence came Ihy crown, nor let 

This litlle love-match pass without a strain ; 

But, grovelling at the mother's throne, between 

The two new lovers, act the toady's part. 

Playing tbe fool, and playing unto fools. 

Like some contortioned jester of the Court 

Between two " spoons," and drawing down from both 

A cold insipid smile on this glad day. 

Jesse H, Wbeslbi. 



End or Volume IL 
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